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I n continuing- the lucubrations of Chrystal Croftangry, it occurred that, 
nl though the press had of lato years teemed with works of various descrip- 
tions concerning 1 the Scottish Gao], no attempt had hitherto been made to 
sketch their manners, as these might bo supposed to have existed at tho 
period when the statuto-book, as well as tho page of tho chronicler, begins 
to present constant ovidcnco of tho difficulties to which tho crown was expos- 
ed, while the haughty house of Douglas all but ovorbalancod its authority on 
the Southern border, and the North was at tho same time torn in pioccs by 
the yet untamed savagoncss of tho Highland races, and the daring loftiness 
to which some of tho remoter chieftains still carried their pretensions. Tho 
v,-ell-autliom.icatcd fact of two powerful clans having deputed each thirty 
champions to fight out a quarrel of old standing, in presonoo of King 
Unhurt II r., his brother the Duko of Albany, and tho whole court of Scot- 
land, nt Perth, in tho year of gj-aco 1800, seemed to mark with equal dis- 
tinctness the rancour of theso mountain- feuds, and tho degraded condition 
• ■f the general government of the country ; and it was fixed upon accord- 
ingly as the point on which the main incidents of a romantic narrative 
might ho made to hinge. The characters of Robert III., his ambitious 
Urol her, and his dissolute son, seemed to oiler some opportunities of inter- 
c: ting contrast 1 ; — and the tragic fate of the heir of tho throne, with its 
immediate consequences, might serve to complete the picture of cruelty 
and lawlessness. 

Two features of the story of this harrier-battle on the Inch of Perth, the 
Eight of nnoof tho appointed champions, and tho reckless heroism of a 
townsman, that voluntarily offered for a small piece of coin to supply his 
place in the mortal encounter, suggested the imaginary persons’ on whom 
much of tho novel is expended. The fugitive (Jolt might have been easily 
•.t*ilt with, had a ludicrous stylo of colouring been adopted; but it ap- 
peared to the author that thero would bo mono of novelty, as well as of 
serious interest, ic ho co^fcl succeed in gaming for him something of that 
sympathy which is incompatible with tho total absence of respect. Miss 
l’laillio had drawn a coward by nature capable of acting as a hero under 
tho strong impulse of filial affection. 1 1 seemed not impossible to conceive 
tho case of one constitutionally weak of nervo, being supported by feelings 
« if* honour and of jealousy up to a certain point, and then suddenly giving 
way, under nrciimshtni'cs to which tho bravest heart could hardly refuso 
compass'! »n. 

Tho controversy, as to who really wore the clans that figured in the 
barbarous conflict of tho Inch, has been revived since the publication of 
the Pair Maid of Perth, and treated in particular at great length by Mr 
^■^tobert Mackay of Thurso, in his very curious 4f History of tlio House and 
Clan of Mackay .” 1 "Without pretending to say that ho Las settled any port 
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of tho question in tho affirmative, this gentleman ccriniuly seems to havo 
succeeded in proving that his own worthy sept had no part in tho.*f 
transaction. Tlio Mnckays were in that ago seated, as they have sinco c 
continued to be, in the extreme north of the island ; and their chief at the 
time was a personage of such importance, that his name and proper desig- 
nation could not have been omitted in the early narratives of the occurrence. 
He on one occasion brought four thousand of his clan to the aid of the 
royal banner against the Lord of the Isles. This historian is of opinion 
that the Clan Quhclo of Wyntoun were tho Camerons, who apj>ear to havo 
about that period been often designated as Macewans, and to havo gained 
much moro recently tho name of Cameron, i. o. Wri/nose, from a blemish 
in tho physiognomy of somo heroic chief of the lino oi Lochicl. This view 
of the caso is also adopted by Douglas in his Baronage, whore ho frequently 
mentions the bitter feuds between Clan Chattan and Clan Kay, and iden- 
tifies the latter sept, in roferenco to tho events ofl&K>, with tho Camerons. 

It is porhaps impossible to clear up thoroughly this controversy, little inter- 
esting in itself, at least to readers on this side of Inverness. The names, 
as we have them in Wyntoun, arc CUuiv'hcv'yl and ClacJuiiya, the latter pro- 
bably not correct ly transcribed. In tho Scoti-Uhronieon they arc C Vo » - 
fjuhete and Clan ho/. Hector Bocco writes Ctaacha'len ami ('Idaho/, in 

which ho is follovrod by Leslie; while Buchanan disdains to disfigure hi.-, 
page with their Gaelic designations at all, and merely describes them as 
two powerful races in tho wild and lawless region beyond the Grampian.-;. 
Out of this jumble what Sassenach can pretend tim e lnen,i? 'I’lie name 
Ghurwheill appears so late as 1£94, in an Act of dames VI. Is it not pos- 
sible that it may be, after all/a^gre corruption of Clan Lochicl i 
The reador may not be d&*>leas5l to havo Wyntoun s original rhymes : — 

“ A thousand and thre liuntk-r veiv, 

Nynty and sex to male all clcrc— 

( if thrc-scorc wyld .Scottis men, 

Thretty aganc thretty then, 

In Felny bolnit of auld Fede, 1 2 
As piarc fore-elders ware slane to dedc : 

Tli«.ihre*»c<>re ware claiinys twa, 

I'kibypuhe Qwliewyl and Clachiuyha ; 

Of tliirtwa Kyunis ware tha men, 

Thretty thretty tlsen : 

And thare thai had thair Chiftanys twa, 

Sch a 3 Feiaiwhavis’ sou wes aneof tha, 

The totlier Cristy Johnseone. 

A scdcouth thing by tha whs done. 

At fcianct Jylmsloun besyde the Frcrfc, 

All thai enturit in Barrens 
IVyth bow and ax, knyf and ewerd, 

To deil amnng thaim thai^ast word. 3 
Tharc tbai laid on that time sa fast, 

Qulia had the ware 4 thare at tho last 
I will uoclit say ; but quha best had, 

He was but dout bathe muth and mad. i» 

Fifty or m& ware slane that duy, 
bud few wytli lif than past away.” 


1 i.e. Boiled with the cruelty of an old feud. 

2 Scho is supposed to be Toshach , i e. Macintosh : the father of the chief of this sept 
at the time was named Ferehard. In liowar ho is Scheubty, i. e. Toshacii the little. 

3 i e. Fate, doom. 

4 The waar— -the worse. 

9 Muth and mad, i. «. exhausted both in body and mind. 
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Tlio Trior of Locldevon makes no mention either of the evasion of one of 
the Gaelic champions, or of the gallantry of the Perth artisan, in offering 
to- take a share in the conflict. Beth incidents, however, wore introduced, 
no doubt from tradition, by the continuator of Fordun, whoso narrative is 
in those words: — . 

1 'Anno Bom. inillesimo treccntesimo nonagosimo sexto, magna para 
borealis Seethe, trana Alpcs, inquiotata fult per duos pcstiferos Cateranos, 
et corum sequaccs — viz. Schcabog et suos, consanguinarios, qui Clankay ; 
ot Cristi-Jonson, ac suos, qui Clanquholo dicobantur ; qui nullo pacto vol 
tractatu paciiicari potorant, null&quo arte rogis vcl gubernatoris poterant 
cdomari, quoadusquo nobilis ct industriosus I), David do Iindesay do 
Crawford, et dominus Thomas comes Moravia), diligentiam et vires apposuo- 
runt, ac intor partes sic tractavcrunt, ut coram domino rogo ccrto die eon- 
vonirent apiul Perth, ot altorutra pars eligerot do progenio sua triginta 
personas advorsus triginta do parte oontraria, gladiis tanthm, arcubus et 
sagiltis, absque deploidibus, vcl armaturis aliis, prater bipennes ; et sic 
oongrodientes tinom liti poncrcnt, ot torra pace potiretur. (Jtriquo igitur 
parti summh place it contractus, ct die Lunar proximo ante fe stum Sane ti 
Michaelis, apud North-insulam do Perth, coram ltcgo et Gubornatorc, et 
iuuumerabili multitudino comparontcs, conflictum accmmum inicrunt: 
ubi do soxaginta interfecti sunt o inn os, excepto uno cx parto Clankay, et 
mule tarn exccptis cx parte altera. Hoc otiaiu ibi aceidit, qubd omnes in 
pnedinctu belli constitute unus oorum locum diffugii considcrans, intor 
omnes in amncrn olabitur, ct aquarn do Thaya nataudo transgreditur ; it 
milieu is insequitur, sed nusquam apprehenditur. Stant igitur partes at- 
toniLe, tanquam non ad conflictum progressuri, ob defectum ovasi : noluit 
enim pars iutogrum habens numerum sociorum conscntire, ut unus dc suis 
domeretur ; ncc potuit pars altera quoemnquo protio nlterum ad supplcn- 
dum vicem fugientis inducerc. Mtupcnt igitur omnes lisercntes, de claiimo 
fugilivi conquercntcs. Et ohm to turn illud opus ccssaro putarctur, ccco 
in medio ]jrompit unus st.ipulo.sus vernaculus, staturh modicus, sed etferus, 
H icons ; Kcco ego ! quis me c-mdueot intraro cum operariis istis ad hunc 
Judum tlieatralem ? ITo dimidia cniin marca 4'uluin experiar, ultra hoc 
potens, ut si vivus do pahostra evasero, victual a quoeumque vostrfim rc- 
cipiam dum vixero : quia, sieufc dicitur, k M.ijorern caritatem nemo habet, 
quam ut animam suam ponat quis pro amicis.’ Quali mcrcedc donabor, qui 
an imam mcam pro iuimicis rcipublicic et rogni pono? Quod p*tiit, it rogo 
et diversis magnatibus enneeditur. Gum hoc arcus ejus oxtonditur, et 
prime sagittam in pari cm contrariam transmittit, ct umun interiicit. Con- 
festim hinc indo sagiywamlitant, bipennes librant, gkulios vibrant, alter- 
utro ccrtant, ot vcli^^^k|ificcs bovos in maecllo, sic ineonsternate ad 
inviefcm so f-'iicidaut/^J^kfi inter laid os reportus estvel unus, qui, tan- 
quam vecors ant timidusjT^®I)osl tcrguin nlturius dcclinans, soipsum a 
fr-nta caxio priutendit oxuiWo. Isle tamen tyro superveniens linaliter 
. resus cxivit ; ct dehino multo tempore Boreas quievit ; nec ibidem fuit, 
ut suprh, Cateranoruin excursus.’* 

The scene is heightened with many florid additions by Boeeo and Leslie, 
and the contending savages in Buchanan utter speeches after the most ap- 
proved pattern of Livy. 

Thu devotion of tire young Chief of Clan Quhele’s foster-father and fostor- 
brethivn, in the novel, is a trait of clannish fidelity, of which Highland 
story furnishes many examples. In the battle of hivorkeithing, between 
the Loyalists and Oliver Grom well’s troops, a foster-father and seven bravo 
{ions ;<nib known to have thus sacrificed themselves for Sir Hector Maclean 
of Duurt — the old man, whenever one of his boys fell, thrusting forward 
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another to fill his place at tho right hand of tho beloved chief, with the 
very words adopted in the novel — “ Another for Hector ! ” 

Nay, the feeling could outlivo generations. Tho late much lamontod 
General Stewart of Garth, in his account of tho battlo of Killikrankio, in- 
forms us that Lochiol was attended on tho field by the son of his foster- 
brother. "*f This* faithful adherent followed him like his shadow, ready to 
assist him with his sword, or cover him from tho shot of the enemy. Sud- 
denly the chief missed his friend from his side, and turning round to look 
what had become of him, saw him lying on Ins hack with his breast pierced 
by an arrow. Ho had hardly breath, before he expired, to toll Lochiol, 
that seeing an enemy, a Highlander in General Mackay’s army, aiming at 
him with a bow and arrow, ho sprung behind him, and thus sheltcral him 
from instant death. This,” observes tho gallant David Stewart, “ is a 
species of duty not often practised, perhaps, by our aide-de-camps of tho 
present (lav .” — Sketches of the Highlanders, Vol. T. p. 65. 

I have only to add, that the Sjcond Series of u Chronicles of tho Canon- 
"ate,” with the Chapter Introductory which now follows, appeared in May 
1828, and had a favourable reception. 


Abbotsford, Aug, 15, 1881. 
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INTRODUCTORY. 

The a^ica here of murder'd Kincs 
JJeneuth my footsteps sleep ; 

And yonder lies the scene of death. 

Where Mary learned to weep. 

Captain Marjoribanks. 

Every quarter of Edinburgh has its own peculiar boast, so that 
the city together combines within its products (if you take the word 
of the inhabitants on the subject) as much of historical interest as 
of natural beauty. Our claims in behalf of the Can on gate are not 
the slightest. The Castle may excel us in extent of prospect and 
sublimity of site; the Cnltoii had always the superiority of its unri- 
valled panorama, and has of late added that of its towers, and 
triumphal arches, and the pillars of its Parthenon. The High 
Street, we acknowledge, had the distinguished honour of being 
defended by fortifications, of which we can show no vestiges. We 
will liot descend to notice the claims of more upstart-districts, called 
Old Mew Town and New New Town, not to mention the favourite 
Moray Place, which is the newest New Town of all . 1 We will not 
match ourselves except with our equals, and with our equals in age 
only, for in dignity w&hdmit of none. We boast being the Court 
end of the town, possessing the Palace and the sepulchral remains 
of Monarch*, and that we have the power to excite, in a degree un- 
known to the less honoured quarters of the city, the dark anil solemn 
recollections of ancient grandeur, which occupied the precincts of 
our venerable Abbey from the time of St David, till her deserted 
halls were one*? more made glad, and her long silent echoes awak- 
ened, by the visit of our present gracious Sovereign.’- 

J This “ newest New Town,” in case Mr Croftanj^ry’s lucubrations should outlive its 
possession gf any vijjht to that designation, was buujun, I think, in IS‘24, oil the park 
and jjfcrdena attached to a quondam pretty suburban residence of the Earls of Moray-— 
from whose different titles, and so forth, the names of tlio placta and streets erected, 
were, of course, taken. Aug. 1831. 

Seo Noto A. K„uj Ucortje IK 
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My long habitation in the neighbourhood, ami tlte quiet, respect a- 
bility of tny habits, have given me a sort of intimacy with good Mrs 
.Policy* the housekeeper in that most interesting part of the old 
bmMirig, called Queen Mary's Apartments. But a circumstance 
lately happened has conferred upon me greater privileges ; so 
tha^'indeea, I might, I believe, venture on the exploit of Chatelet, 
who was executed for being found secreted at midnight in the very 
bedchamber of Scotland’s Mistress. < . 

It chanced that the good lady I have mentioned was in the dis- 
charge of her function, showing the apartments to a cockney Irom 
London; — not one of your quiet, dull, commonplace visitors, who 

m yawn, and listen with an acquiescent nmph to the information 
out by the provincial cicerone. No such thing, this was the 
brisk, alert agent of a great house in the city, who missed no oppor- 
tunity of doing business, as he termed it, that is, of putting on* the 
goods of his employers, and improving his own account of commis- 
sion. lie had fidgeted through the suite of apartments, without 
finding the least opportunity to touch upon that which he considered 
as the principal end of his existence. Even the story of Riz/.io’s 
assassination presented no ideas to this emissary of commerce, until 
the housekeeper appealed, in support of her narrative, dusky 

stains of blood upon the floor. 

“ These are the stains,” she said ; “ nothing will remove them from 
the place— there they have been for two hundred and fifty years, and 
there they will remain while the floor is left standing— neither water 
nor anything else will ever remove them from that spot.' - 

Now, our cockney, amongst other articles, sold Scouring Drops, 
as they are called, and a stain of two hundred and fifty years stand- 
ing was interesting to him, not because* it had been caused by the 
blood of a Queen's favourite, slain in her apartment, but because it 
ottered so admirable an opportunity to prove the efficacy of his un- 
equalled Detergent Elixir. Down on lus knees went our friend, hut 
neither in horror nor devotion. 

“Two hundred and fifty years, ma’am, and nothing take it away? 
Why, if it had been five hundred, I have something in my pocket 
will fetch it out in five minutes. D’ye sec this elixir, ma'am*? I will 
show you the stain vanish in a moment.'' 

Accordingly, wetting one end of his handkerchief with the all- 
deterging specific, he began to rub away on the planks, without 
heeding the remonstrances of Mrs Policy. She, good souj, stood at 
first in astonishment, like the Abbess of Sfc Bridget’s, when a pro- 
fane visitant drank up the vial of brandy which had long passed 
muster among the relics of the cloister for the tears of the blessed 
saint. The venerable guardian of St Bridget probably expected 
the interference of her patroness — She of Holy Rood might, per- 
haps, hope that David Ilizzio’s spectre would arise to prevent the 
profanation. But Mrs Policy stood not long in the silence of horror. 
She uplifted her voice, and screamed as loudly as Queen JIary her- 
self, when the dreadful deed was in the act of perpetrat ion — ' 


*• Harrow now out ! niul watrwvji ! ** sli« eviu.l. 
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I happened to be taking 1 my morning walk in the adjoining gallery, 
pondering in my mind why the Kings of Scotland, who hung around 
me, should be each and every one painted with a nose like the knocker 
of a door, when lo ! the walls once more re-echoed with such shrieks, 
as formerly were as often heard in the Scottish palaces as were 
sounds of revelry and mu3ic. Somewhat surprised at such an alarm 
in a place so solitary, 1 hastened to the spot, and found the well- 
meaning traveller scrubbing the floor like a housemaid, while Mrs 
Policy, dragging him by the skirts of the coat, in vain endeavoured 
to divert him from his sacrilegious .purpose. It cost me some 
trouble to explain to the zealous purifier of silk-stockings, em- 
broidered waistcoats, broad-cloth, and deal planks, that there were 
such things in the world as stains which ought to remain indelible, 
on account of the associations with which they are connected. Our 
good friend viewed everything of the kind only as the means of dis- 
playing the virtue of his vaunted commodity. He comprehended, 
however, that lie would not be permitted to proceed to exemplify its 
powers on the present occasion, as two or three inhabitants appeared, 
who, like me, threatened to maintain the housekeeper’s side of the 
question. lie therefore took his leave, muttering that he had always 
heard the Scots were a nasty people, but had no klea they car- 
ried it so far as to choose to have the floors of their palaces blood- 
boltcrcd, like II an quo’s ghost, when to remove them would have cost 
but a hundred drops of the Infallible Detergent Elixir, prepared 
and sold by Messrs Scrub and Rub, in five shilling and ten shilling 
bottles, each bottle being marked with the initials of the inventor, to 
counterfeit which would be to incur the pains of forgery. 

Freed from the odious presence of this lover of cleanliness, my 
good friend Mrs Policy was profuse in her expressions of thanks ; 
and yet her gratitude, ‘instead of exhausting itself in these declara- 
tions, according to the way of the world, continues as lively at this 
moment as if she had never thanked me at all. It is owing to her 
recollection of this piece of good service, that I have the permission 
of wandering, like the ghost of some departed gentlcrtian-usher, 
through these deserted halls, sometimes, as the old Irish ditty ex- 
presses it, 

Thinking upon tilings that are long enough ago ; 

and sometimes wishing I could, with the good-luck of most editors 
of romantic narrative, light upon some hidden crypt or massive 
antique cabinet, which should yield to my researches an almost ille- 
gible manuscript, containing the authentic particulars of some of 
the strange deeds of t hose wild days of the unhappy Mary. 

My dear Mrs Buliul used to sympathise with me when I regretted 
that all godsends of this nature had ceased to occur, and that an 
author might chatter his teeth to pieces by the sea side, without a 
’ wave ever wafting to him a casket containing such a history as that 
of Automqjihos; that he might break his shins in stumbling through 
a hundred vaults, without finding anything but rats and mice, and 
become the tenant of a dozen sets* of shabby tenements, without 
finding’ that they contained any manuscript hut the weekly bill for 
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board and lodging 1 . A dairymaid of these degenerate days might as 
well wash and fleck lier dairy in hopes of finding the fairy tester iii 
her shoe. 

“ It is a sad, and too true a tale, cousin,” said Mrs Bnliol. “ I am 
sure we have all occasion to regret the want of these ready supple- 
ments to a failing invention. But you, most of all, have right to 
complain that the fairies have not favoured your researches --you, 
who have shown the world that the Age of Chivalry still exists — 
you, the Knight of Croftan^ry, who braved the fury of the * London 
’prentice hold,’ in behalf of the fair Lame Policy, and the memorial . 
of Uizzio’s slaughter ! Is it not a pity, cousin, considering the feat 
of chivalry was otherwise so much according to rule — is it not, I say, 
a great pity &lmt the lady had not been a little younger, ami the 
legend a little older?” 

“ Why, as to the ago at which a fair dame loses the benefit of 
chivalry, and is no longer entitled to crave boon of brave knight, 
that I leave to the statutes of the Order of Errantry ; hut for the 
blood of liizzio, 1 take up the gauntlet, and maintain against all and 
sundry, that I hold the stains to be of no modern date, hot to have 
been actually the consequence and the record of that terrible assassi- 
nation.” * 

“As I cannot accept the challenge to the field, fair cousin, I am 
contented to require proof.” 

“ The unaltered tradition of the Palace, and the correspondence 
of the. existing state of things with ihat tradition.” 

“Explain, if you please.” 

“I wiil. Tile universal tradition bears, that when Jtizzio was 
dragged out of the chamber of the Queen, the heat and fury of the 
assassins, who struggled which should deal him most wounds, de- 
spatched him at the door of the ante-room. At the door of the 
apartment, therefore, the greater quantity' of the ill-fated minion’.; 
blood was spilled, and there the marks or it are still shown, it is 
reported further by historians, ihat Mary continued her entreaties 
for his life, mingling her prayers with screams and exclamations, - 
until she knew that lie was a.^uredly slain ; on which she wiped her 
eyes, and said, ‘1 will now study revenge.’ ” 

"“All this is granted.- But the blood: would it not wash out, or 
waste out, think you, in so many years ?” 

“Iam coining to that presently. The constant tradition, of the 
Palace says, that Mary discharged any measures to be taken to re- 
move the "marks of slaughter, which she had resolved should remain 
as a memorial to quicken and confirm her purposed vengeance. But 
it is added that, satisfied with I ho knowledge Unit it existed, and not 
desirous to have the ghastly evidence always under her eye, she caused 
a traverse, as it is called (that is, a temporary screen of boards) to 
be drawn along the under part of the ante-room, a few feet from the 
door, so as to separate the place stained with the blood from the rest 
of the apartment, and. involve it in considerable obscurity’ Now this 
temporary partition still exists, and by running across and inVSmipt- 
in/.£ the plan of the roof and cornices, plainly intimates that it lias 
been intended if) serve some temporary purpose, since it disfigure;' 
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the proportions of the room, interferes with the ornaments of the 
coiling:, n nti could only have been put there for some such purpose, 
:1s hidm*; an object too disagreeable to be looked* upon. As to the 
objection that the blood-stains would have disappeared in course 
of time, 1 apprehend that, if measures to efface them were not 
taken immediately after the affair happened— if the blood, in other 
words, were allowed to sink into the wood— the stain would become 
almost indelible. Now, not to mention that our Scottish palaces 
were not particularly well washed in those days, and that there were 
no Talent Drops to assist the labours of the inoi), 1 think it very pro- 
bable that these dark relics might subsist for a long’ course of time, 
even if Mary had not desired or directed that they should he pre- 
served, but screened by the traverse from public sight. 1 know 
several instances of similar blood-stains remaining* for a great many 
years, and 1 doubt whether, after a certain time, anything can remove 
them, save the carpenter’s plane. If any Seneschal, by way of in- 
creasing the interest of the apartments, had, by means of paint, or 
any oilier mode of imitation, endeavoured to palm upon posterity 
supposititious stigmata, I conceive the impostor would have chosen 
the Queen's cabinet and the bedroom for the scene of his trick, plac- 
ing his bloody tracery where it could be distinctly seen by visitors, 
instead of hiding it behind the traverse in this manner. The exist- 
ence of the said traverse, or temporary partition, is also extremely 
difficult to be accounted for, if tile common and ordinary tradition 
be rejected. In short, all the rest of this striking locality is . n true 
to the historical fact, that 1 think it may well bear out the audiaonal 
circumstance of the blood on the floor.” . 

I profess to you,” answered Mrs llaliol, u that 1 am very willing 
to be converted to your faith. We talk of a credulous vulgar, with- 
out always recollecting that there is a vulgar incredulity, which, in 
historical matters, as well as in those of religion, linds it easier to 
doubt than to examine, and endeavours to resume the credit of an 
esprit fort , by denying* whatever happens to be a little beyond the 
very limited comprehension of the sceptic. — Ami so, that point being 
settled, and you possessing, as we understand, the Open Sesame into 
these secret apartments, how, if we may ask, do you intend to avail 
yourself of your privilege? — Do you propose to pass the night in the 
royal bedchamber ? *’ 

J* For what purpose, my dear lady ?- if to improve the rheumatism, 
this east wind may serve the purpose.” 

“ Improve the rheumatism — Ileaven forbid! that would be worse 
than adding colours to the violet. No, I mean to recommend a night 
on the couch of the Hose of Scotland, merely to improve the imagin- 
ation. Who knows what dreams might be produced by a night spent 
in a mansion of so many memories ! For aught I know, the iron 
door of the postern stair might open at the dead hour of midnight, 
and, as at the time of the conspiracy, forth might sally ilic phantom 
assassin^, with stealthy step and ghastly look, to renew the semblance 
of deed. There comes the fierce fanatic Rut liven — party hatred 
enabling him to bear the armour which would otherwise weigh down 
a form extenuated by wasting* disease. See how his writhen features 
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show under the hollow helmet, like those of a. corpse tenanted by a 1 
demon, whose vindictive purpose looks out at the flashing* eyes, while 
the visage has the stillness of death. — Yonder appears the tall foriii 
of the boy Darnlcy, as goodly in person as vacillating in resolution ; 
yonder he advances with hesitating step, and vet more hesitating 
purpose, his childish fear having already overcome his childish pas- 
sion. lie is in the plight of a mischievous lad who has tired a mine, 
and who now, expecting the explosion in remorse and terror, would 
give his life to quench the train which his own hand lighted.— Yon- 
der— yonder — But I forget the rest of the worthy cut-throats. Help 
me, if you can.” 

“Summon up,” said I “the Postulate, George Douglas, the most 
active of the gan^. Let him arise at your call— the claimant of 
wealth which lie does not possess— the partaker of the illustrious 
blood of Douglas, hut which in his veins is sullied with illegitimacy. 
Paint him the ruthless, the daring, the ambitious— so near greatness, 
yet debarred from it— so near to wealth, yet excluded from possess- 
ing it— a political Tantalus, ready to do or dare anything to termin- 
ate bis necessities and assert his imperfect claims.” 

“ Admirable, my dear GYoftangry ! But what is a Postulate? ” 

“ Pooh, my dear madam, you disturb the current of my ideas— the 
Postulate was, in Scottish phrase, the candidate for some benefice 
which lie had not yet attained— George Douglas, who stabbed Rizzio, 
was the Postulate for the temporal possessions of the rich Abbey of 
Arbroath.” 

“ I stand informed— Como, proceed ; who comes next ? ” continued 
Mrs Baliol. 

“Who comes next? You tall, thin-made, savage-looking man, 
with the pctroncl in his hand, must be Andrew Ker of Faldonside, a 
brother's son, I believe, of the celebrated Sir David Ker of Oessford ; 
his look and bearing those of a Border freebooter; his disposition so 
savage, that, during the fray in the cabinet, he presented Jiis loaded 
piece at the bosom of the young and beautiful Queen, that Queen 
also being Within a few weeks of becoming a mother.” 

“ Brave, beau cousin ! — Well, having raised your bevy of phantoms, 
I hope you do not intend to send them back to their cold beds to 
warm them ? You will put them to some action, and since you do 
threaten the Canongatc with your desperate quill, you surely mean 
to novelise or to dramatise, if you will, this most singular of all 
tragedies ? ” 

« Worse — that is less interesting — periods of history have been, 
indeed, shown up for furnishing amusement to the peaceable ages 
which have succeeded ; but, dear lady, the events .are too well known 
in Mary’s days, to he used as vehicles of romantic Action. Wluit can 
a better writer than myself add to the elegant and forcible narra- 
tive of Robertson? So adieu to my vision— I awake, like John Ban- 
yan, ‘ and behold it is a dream.* — Well, enough that I awake without 
a sciatica, which would have probably rewarded my slumbers bad I 
profaned Queen Mary's bed, by using it aa a mechanical rcsoqvoe to 
awaken a torpid imagination.” 

“ This will never do, cousin,” answered Mrs Baliol ; “ you must 
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=^n?t over nil these scruples if you would thrive in the character of a 
nmuinlic historian, which you have determined to embrace. Winn 
is the classic Robertson to you ? The light which he carried was 
that of a lamp to illuminate the dark events of antiquity ; yours is a 
magic lantern to raise up wonders which never existed. No reader 
of sense wonders at your historical inaccuracies, any more than lie 
does to see Punch in the show-box seated on the same throne with 
King* Solomon in his glory, or to hear him hollowing out to the patri- 
arch, Amid the deluge, 4 Mighty hazy weather, Master Noah.’ ” 

“Do not mistake me, my dear madam,” said I ; “I am quite con- 
scious of my own immunities as a tale-teller. But even the menda- 
cious Mr Fagg, in Sheridan’s Rivals, assures us, that though lie never 
scruples to tell a lie at his master’s command, yet it hurts his con- 
science to he found out. Now', this is the reason why I avoid in 
prudence all well-know n paths of history, where every one* can read 
the finger-posts Carefully set up to advise them of the "right turning; 
and the very boys and girls, who learn the history of Britain by way 
of question and answer, hoot at a poor author if he abandons the 
highway.” 

“Do not be discouraged, however, cousin Chrystal. There are 
plenty of wildernesses in Scottish history, through which, unless 1 am 
greatly misinformed, no certain paths" have been laid down from 
actual survey, but which are only described by imperfect tradition, 
which fills up with wonders and with legends the periods in which no 
real events arc recognised to have taken place. Even thus, as Mat 
Prior says — 

‘ (jcOKrn)iliors on pntlilcaH downs, 

Place elephants instead of towns.’ " 

“ If such be your advice, my dear lady,” said 1, 44 the course of my 
story shall take its rise, upon this occasion, at a remote period of 
history, and in a province removed from my natural sphere of the 
Canongate.” 

“ It was under the influence of those feelings that I undertook the 
following Historical Romance, which, often suspended and filing 
aside, is now arrived at a size too important to he altogether thrown 
away, although there may be little prudence in sending it to the 
press. 

I have not placed in the mouth of the characters the Lowland Scotch 
dialect now spoken, because unquestionably the Scottish of that day 
resembled very closely the Anglo-Saxon, with a sprinkling of French 
or Norman to enrich it. Those who wish to investigate the subject, 
may consult the Chronicles of Winton, and the History of Bruce, by 
Archdeacon Barbour. But, supposing my own skill in the ancient 
Scottish were sufficient to invest the dialogue with its peculiarities, a 
translation must have been necessary for the benefit of the general 
reader. The Scottish dialect may he therefore considered as laid 
Aside, unless where the use of peculiar words may .add emphasis or 
yivacity to the composition. 
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OR, 

THE FATE MAID OF PEETH. 


CHAPTER I. 

“ Behold the Tiber I ” the vain Homan cried. 

Viewing the ample Tay from Baiglie's side ; 

Hut where’s the Scot that would il »2 vaunt repay. 

And hail the puny Tiber fur the Tayfl 

Anonyaunu. 

' mono all the provinces in Scotland, if mi intelligent stranger 
were asked to describe tlie most varied and the moat beautiful, it i* 
probable lie would name the county of Perth. A native, nUo, of any 
oilier district of Caledonia, though his partialities might lead him 
to prefer Ids native county in the first instance, would certainly class 
that of Perth in tin? second, and thus give its inhabitants a fair right 
to plead that — prejudice apart — Perthshire forms the fairest portion 
of the northern kingdom. It is long since Lady Mary Wortley 
Montague, with that excellent taste which characterises her writings, 
expressed her opinion, that the most interesting district of every 
'^fcuntry. and that which exhibits the varied beauties of natural 
scenery in greatest perfection, is that where the mountains sink 
down upon the cha mpai gn, or more level land. The most pic- 
turesque, if not the highest hills, are also to be found in the county 
of Perth. The rivers find their way out of the mountainous region 
by the wildest leaps, mid through the most romantic passes connect- 
ing the Highlands with the Lowlands, Above, the vegetation of a 
happier climate and soil is mingled with the magniticem. character- 
istics of mountain' scenery, and woods, groves, and thickets in profu- 
sion, clothe the base of the hills, ascend up the ravines, un\l mingle 
with the precipices. It is in such favoured regions wat the traveller 

1 Such Is the author’s opinion, founded, perhaps, on feelings of nation 4 pride, of the 
relative claims gf tho classical river and the Scottish one. Sh ould hea ter again be a 
blotter of «aper, he hopes to bo able to speak on tills subjecUMHlirtanguage of 
‘personal conviction. tAug. 1831. 
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finds what the Poet Gray, or some one else, lias termed, Beauty' 
lyiitg in the lap of Terror." < 

From the same advantage of situation, this favoured province 
presents a variety of the most pleasing character. Its lakes, woods, 
and mountains may vie in beauty with any that the Highland tour 
exhibits; while Perthshire contains, amidst this romantic scenery, 
and in some places, in connection with it, many fertile and habitable 
' tracts, which may vie with the richness of merry England herself. 

' The country lias also been the scene of many remarkable exploits 
and events, some of historical importance, others interesting to the 
poet and romancer, though recorded in popular tradition alone. It 
was in these Yales that the Saxons of the plain, and the Gael of the ■ 
mountains, had many a desperate and Woody encounter, in which it 
was frequently impossible to decide the (palm of viefcory/between the 
mailed chivalry of the Low Country, and the plaided clans whom 
they opposed. 

Perth, so eminent for the beauty of its situation, is a place of 
great antiquity ; and old tradition assigns to the town the import- 
ance of a Homan foundation. That victorious nation, it is said, 
pretended to recognise the Tiber in the much more magnificent and 
navigable Tay, and to acknowledge the large level space, well known 
by the name of fclie North Inch, as having a near resemblance to the 
Campus Martins. "The city was often the residence of our monarchs, 
who, although they had no palace at Perth, found the Cistercian 
Convent amply sufficient for the reception of their Court. It was 
here that James the First, one of the wisest and best of the »Scottish 
kings, fell a victim to the jealousy of the vengeful aristocracy, llcro. ‘ 
also, occurred the mysterious conspiracy of Cowrie, the scone of 
which has only of late been effaced by the destruction of the ancient 
palace in which the tragedy was acted. The antiquarian Society of 
Perth, with just zeal for the objects of their pursuit, have published 
ail accurate plan of this memorable mansion, with some remarks 
upon its connection with the narrative of the plot, which display 
equal acuteness and candour. 

One of the most beautiful points of view which Britain, or perhaps 
the world cau afford, is, or rather, we may say, was, the prospect 
from a spot called the Wicks of Baiglic, being a species of niche at 
which the traveller arrived, after a long stage from Kinross, through 
a waste and uninteresting country, and frftm which, as forming a 
pass over the summit of a ridgy eminence which he had gradually 
surmounted, he beheld, stretching beneath him, the Valley of the 
Tay, traversed by its ample and lordly stream ; the town of Perth, 
with its two large meadows or Inches, its steeples and its towers ; 
the hills of Moncrciff and Kinnoul faintly rising into picturesque 
rocks, partly clothed with woods; the rich margin of the river, 
studdea with elegant mansions; and the distant view of the huge 
Grampian mountains, the northern screen of this exquisite landscape. 
The alteration of the road, greatly, it must be owned, to the improve- 
ment of ’gteyeral intercourse, avoids this magnificent point of view, 
and the laMMpMis introduced more gradually ax^d partially to the 
eye, thoiigp Tne approach must be still considered as, /Extremely / 
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beautiful.' There is yet, we believe, a footpath left open by which 
the station at the Wicks of Baiglie may be approached; and the 
traveller, by quitting his horse or equipage, ana walking a few hun- 
dred yards, may still compare the real landscape with the sketch 
which we have attempted to give. But it is not in our power to 
communicate, or in his to receive, the exquisite charm which sur- 
prise gives to pleasure, when so splendid a view arises when least 
expected or hoped for, and which Chrystal Croftangry experienced 
when he beheld, for the first time, the matchless scene . 1 

Childish wonder, indeed, was an ingredient in my delight, for I 
was not above fifteen years old ; and as this had been the first ex- 
cursion which I was permitted to make on a pony of my own, I also 
experienced the glow of independence, mingled with that degree of 
anxiety which the most conceited boy feels when he is first aban- 
doned to his own undirected counsels. I recollect pulling up the 
reins without meaning to do so, and gnzing on the scene before me 
as if I had been afraid it would shift like those in a theatre before I 
could distinctly observe its different parts, or convince myself that 
what I saw was real. Since that hour, and the period is now more 
than fifty years past, the recollection of that inimitable landscape 
lias possessed the strongest influence over my mind, and retained its 
place as a memorable thing when much that was*influential on my 
own fortunes has fled from iny recollection. It is therefore natural 
that, whilst deliberating on what might bo brought forward for the 
amusement of the public, I should pitch upon some narrative con- 
nected with the splendid scenery which made so much impression on 
my youthful imagination, and which may perhaps have that effect in 
setting off the imperfections of the composition, which ladies sup- 
pose a fine set of china to possess in heightening the flavour of in- 
different tea . 2 

Tlie period at which I propose to commence is, however, consider- 
ably earlier than cither of the remarkable historical transactions to 
which I have already alluded, as the events which I am about to 
recount occurred during the last years of the fourteenth century, 
when the Scottish sceptre was swayed by the gentle, but feeble hand 
vk»f .John, who, on being called to the throne, assumed the title of 
'liobcrt the Third. 

1 See Noto H. View from (he Wicks ofBavjlit . 

2 Chrystal Croftangry expresses hero the feelings of the author, as nearly as lie could 
recall thorn after such a laps© of years. I am, however, informed by various letters 
from Perthshire, that 1 have made some little mistakes about names. Suro enough, 
the general dfect of tho valley of the Tay, and the ancient- town of Perth, rearing its 
grey head among the rich pusturcs, and 'beside the gleaming waters of that noblest 
of Scottish streams, must remain bo as to justify wanner language than Mr Croftangry 
had at hu command. Aug. 1831. 
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CHAPTER n. 

A country lip may liavo the velvet touch : 

Though eh o*8 no lady, she may please as much. 

Drydbut. 

Perth, boasting, as we have already mentioned, so large a portion 
of tlie beauties of inanimate nature, lias at no time been without its 
own share of those charms which are at once more interesting and 
more transient. To be called the Fair Maid of Perth, would at any 
period have been a high distinction, and have inferred no mean 
superiority in beauty, where there were many to claim that much 
envied attribute. (Hut, in the feudal times, to which wc now call 
the reader’s attention, female beauty was a quality of much higher* 
importance than it lias been since the ideas or chivalry have been in 
a great measure extinguished. The love of the ancient cavaliers 
was a licensed species of idolatry, which the love of Heaven alone 
was theoretically supposed to approach in intensity, and which in 
practice it seldom equalled. G oil and the Ladies were familiarly 
appealed to in the same breath ; and devotion to the fair sex was as 
peremptorily enjoined upon the aspirant to the honour of chivalry 
as that which was duo to Heaven. At such a period in society the 
power of beauty was almost unlimited. . It- ccuUl level the highest 
rank with that which was immeasurably interior. 

It was but in the reign preceding that of Robert. III. that beauty 
alone had elevated a person of inferior raid: and imiiiierent morals 
to share the Scottish throne: 1 .rod many women, less artful or le«s 
fortunate, had risen to greatness from a of concubinage, for 
which the manners of the times made allowance, and apology. Such 
views might have dazzled a girl of higher birth than Catharine or 
Katie Glover, who was universally acknowledged to be the most 
beautiful young woman of the city or its vicinity, and vvho-e renown, 
as the Fair Maid of Perth, laid drawn on her much notice from the ^ 
young gallants of the Royal Court, when it chanced to be residing'* 
in or near Perth ; insomuch, that more than one nobleman of the 
highest rank, and most distinguished for #u'ds of chivalry, were 
more attentive to exhibit feats of horsemanship as they passed the 
door of old Simon Glover, in what w as called Couvrcfow, or Curfew 
Street, than to distinguish themselves in the tournaments, where the 
noblest dome* of Scotland w ere spectators of their address. 

But the Glover's daughter — for, as was common with the citizens 
and artisans of that early period, her father, Simon, derived his sur- 
name from the trade winch lie practised- showed no inclination to 
listen to any gallantry which came from those of a station highly 
exalted above that which she herself occupied; and though probabW* 
in no degree insensible to her personal charms, seemed desirous to 
confine her conquests to those who were within J^r owft sphere of 


l See Note O. Royal Murriayts. 
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lilST Indeed, her beauty being’ of that kind which we connect more 
^vith the mind than with the person, was, notwithstanding her 
natural kindness and gentleness of disposition, rather allied to re- 
serve than to gaiety, even when in company with her equals ; aud the 
earnestness with which she attended upon the exercises of devotiou, 
induced many to think that Catharine Glover nourished the private 
wish to retire from the world, and bury herself in the recesses of the 
cloister. But to such a sacrifice, should it be meditated, it was not; 
to be expected that her father, reputed a wealthy man, and having 
this only child, would yield a willing consent. 

In her resolution of avoiding the addresses of the gallant cour- ' 
tiers, the reigning Beauty of Perth was confirmed -by the sentiments 
of her parent. “Let them go” he said, “let them go, Catharine, 
those gallants, with their c anerin g horses, their jingling spurs, their 
plumed bonnets, and tlieir trim mustaches: they are not of our 
class, nor will we aim at pairing with them. To morrow is Saint 
Valentine’s Day, when every bird chooses her mate; but you will 
not see the linnet pair with the sparrmvhawk, nor the robin-redbreast 
with the kite." My father was an honest bu rghe r of 'Perth, and 
could use Ilia needle as well as I can. Did there come war to the 
gales of our fair burgh, down went needles, thread, and shamoy 
leaf her, and out conic* the good headpiece and target from the dark 
nook, and the long lance from above the chimney. Show me a day 
< Da t either lie or I \v.*s absent when the Provost made liis musters! 
--Thus we have M our lives, my girl; working to win our bread, 
ami lighting to defend it. I will have no son-in-law that thinks 
himself better linn me: nod for these lords and knights, I trust 
then wilt always remember thou art too low to be their lawful 
love, and t'»o high to be there unlawful loon. And now lay by thy 
work lass, for it is hqjyfidc eve, nml it becomes us to go to the even- 
ing service, am! pray that JF. •.iron may i eml thro if good Valentine 
to-morrow.” 

Fo the Pair Maid of Perth laid okHc the splendid hawking-glove 
which she wan. embroidering for the Lady Drummond, and putting 
on her holiday kirijc, prepared to nuend her father to the Black- 
friars’ Momislerv, Vliieli was adjacent, to Couvrefew Street, in which 
they lived. < );i their passage, Simon Glover, an ancient and esteemed 
burgess of Perth, somewhat stricken in years, and increased in sub- 
stance, received from young and old the homage due to his velvet 
joijaii and his gold chain, while the well-known beauty of Catharine, 
though concealed beneath her screen,-— which resembled the mantilla 
still worn in Flanders,- called both obeisances and do ffin g 3 oT the 
bonnet, from yonn.r end old. 

As the pair moved on arm in arm, they wove followed by a. tall 
handsome young man, dressed in a yeoman’s habit of the plainest 
kind, hut winch showed to advantage his fine limbs, ns the handsome 
Countenance that looked out from a quantity of curled tresses, sur- 
mounted by a small scarlet bonnet, became that species of head* 
dress., lie liac> no other weapon than a staff in his hand, it not 
beings *yighmt that persons of Ins degree (for he was an apprentice 
SJcver) should appear oirthe street armed wnh swtfd or 
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dagger — a privilege which the jack men, or military retainers of the 
nobility, esteemed exclusively their own. lie attended hia mastev 
at holytide, partly in the character of a domestic, or guardian, 
should there be cause for his interference ; but it was not difficult 
to discern, by the earnest attention which he paid to Catharine 
Glover, that it was to her rather than to her father, that he de- 
sired to dedicate his good offices. Generally speaking, there was 
no opportunity for his zeal displaying itself; for a common feel- 
ing or respect induced passengers to give way to the father and 
daughter. 

But when the steel caps, barrets, and plumes, or squires, archers, 
and men-at-arms* began to be Teen among the throng, the wearers 
of these warlike distinctions were more rude in their demeanour 
than the quiet citizens. More than once, when from chance, or per- 
haps from an assumption of superior importance, such an individual 
took the wall of Simon in passing, the Glover’s youthful attendant 
.bristled up with a look of defiance, and the air of one who sqpghfc to 
distinguish his zeal in his mistress’s service by its ardour. As fre- 
quently did Conachar, for such was the lad’s name, receive a check 
from his master, who gave him to understand that lie did not wish 
his interference before he required it. “ Foolish boy ! ” he said, 

' “ hast thou not lived long enough in my shop to ’know that a blow 
will breed a brawl— that a djrl> will cut the skin as fast as a needle 
pierces leather— that I love peace, though I never feared war, and 
care not which side of the causeway my daughter and I walk upon, 
so we may keep our road in peace and quietness ? ” Conachar ex- 
cused himself as zealous for his master’s honour, yet was scarce able 
to pacify the old citizen. — w Wlmt have we to do with honour ? ” 
said Simon Glover. “ If thou wouldst remain in my service, thou 
must think of honesty, and leave honour to the swaggering fools 
who wear steel at their heels, and iron on their shoulders. If von 
wish to wear and use such garniture, you are welcome ; but it shall 
not be in ray house, or in my company.” 

ConachaE seemed rather to kindle at this rebuke than to submit 
to it. But a sign from Catharine — if that slight raising of her taper 
finger was indeed a sign —had more effect than the augry reproof of 
his master; and the youth laid aside the military air which scorned 
natural to liirn, and relapsed into the humble follower of a quiet 
burgher. 

; Meantime the party were overtaken by a tall young man, wrapped 
/in a cloak, which obscured or nujflied apart of his face,— a practice 
often used by the gallants of the {line, when they did not wislrto be 
known, or were abroad in quest of adventures. He seemed, in 
short, one who might say to the world around him, “ I desire, for 
the present, not to be known, or addressed in my own character ; 
but as I am answerable to myself alone for my actions, 1 wear 
my incognito but for form’s sake, and care little whether you scrt“ 
i through it or not.” — lie came on the right side of Catharine, who 
1 had hold of her father’s arm, and slackened his pave as if joining 
the party. ’ ' 

“ Gaod-evcn to you, good man.” 
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**Tlie same to your worship, and thanks. — May I pray you to pass 
pn ?— Our pace is too slow for that of your lordship— our company 
tW> mean for that of your father’s son.” 

“ My father’s son can best judge of that, old man. I have business 
to talk of with you and with my fair St Catherine here, the loveliest 
and most obc hir ate saint in the calendar.” 

" With dcepreverence, my lord,” said the old man, “ I would re- 
mind you, that this is good St Valentine’s Eve, which is no time for 
business, and that I can have your worshipful commands by a serving- 
man as early as it pleases you to send them.” 

“ There is no time like the present,” said the persevering youth, 
whose rauk seemed to be of a Kind which set him above ceremony. 
“ I w ish to know whether the buff doublet be finished which I com- 
missioned some time since ; — and from you, pretty Catherine” (here 
he sank his voice to a whisper), “ I desire to be informed whether 
your fair fingers have been employed upon it, agreeably to your pro- 
mise ? But I need not ask you, for my poor heart has felt the pang 
of each puncture that pierced the garment which was to coyer it. 
Traitress, how wilt thou answer for thus tormenting the heart that 
loves thee so dearly ! ” 

“ Let me entreat j r ou, my lord,” said Catherine, “ to forego this 
wild talk — it becomes not you to speak thus, or me lo listen. We 
are of poor rank-, but honest manners ; and the presence of the 
father ought to protect the child from such expressions, even from 
your lordship.” 

This she spoke so low, that neither her father nor Conachar could 
understand what she said. 

“ Well, tyrant,” answered the persevering gallant, “ I will plague 
you no longer now, providing you will let me see you from your win- 
dow to-morrow, when the sun first peeps over the eastern hill, and 
give me right to he your Valentine for the year.” 

“Not so, my lord; my father but now told me that hawks, far 
less eagles, pair not with the humble linnet. Seek some court lady, 
to whom your favours will be honour ; to me— your highness must 
permit me to speak the plain truth — they can be nothing but dis- 
grace” 

As they spoke thus, the party arrived at the gate of the church. 
“Your Lordship will, I trust, permit us here to take leave of you?” 
said her father. “ I am well aware how little you will alter your 
pleasure for the pain and uneasiness you may give to such as us ; 
but, from the throng of attendants at the gate, your lordship may 
see that there are others in the church to whom even your gracious 
lordship must pay respect.” 

“Yes — respect; and who pays any respect to me?” said the 
haughty young lord. “A miserable artisan and liis daughter, too 
much honoured by my slightest notice, have the insolence to tell me 
that my notice dishonours them. Well, my princess of white doe-skm 
and blue-silk, I will teach you to rue this. 

As lie ifiurmiv’cd thus, the Glover and his daughter entered the 
DoraulVjan ChA'rch, and their attendant, Conachar, in attempting to 
twiinur flosely, jostled, it maybe not unwillingly, the young 
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nobleman. The gallant, starting from his unpleasing reverie, and 
perltyUMH considerin g this as an intentional insult, seized onlfche younjf 
man by the breast, struck him, and threw him from him. His irn* 
tated opponent recovered himself with difficulty, and grasped towards 
Ms own aide, as if seeking a sword or dagger in the place where it 
yrtw usually , worn ; but finding none, he made a gesture of disap- 
pointed rage, and entered the church. During the few seconds he 
^teamed, the young nobleman stood with las arms folded On his 
: breast, with a haughty smile, as if defying him to do bis worst. When 
■Conaehar had entered the church, bis opponent, adjusting his cloak 
yet closer about his face, made a private signal by holding up one of 
his gloves. He was instantly joined by two men, who, disguised like 
himself, had waited his motions at a little distance. They spoke to- 
gether earnestly, after which the young nobleman retired in one 
direction, his friends or followers going off in another. 

Simon Glover, before lie entered the church, cast a look towards 
the group, but had taken his place among the congregation before 
they separated themselves, lie knelt down with the air of a man 
who has something burdensome on his mind ; but when the service 
was ended, he seemed free from anxiety, as one who had referred 
himself and his troubles to the disposal of Heaven. The ceremony 
of High Mass was performed with considerable solemnity, a number 
of noblemen and ladies of rank being present. Preparations had 
indeed been made for the reception of the good old King himself, 
but some of those infirmities to which he was subject hud prevented 
Robert III. from attending the service, as was his wont, when the 
congregation were dismissed, the Glover and his beautiful daughter 
lingered for some time, for the purpose of making their several shrifts 
in the confessionals, where the priests had taken their places for dis- 
charging that part of their duty. Thus it happened that the night 
had fallen dark, and the way was solitary, when they returned along 
the now deserted streets to their own dwelling. Moat persons had 
betaken themselves to home and to bed. They who still lingered in 
the street were night-walkers or revellers, the idle and swaggering 
retainers of the haughty nobles, who were much wont to insult the 
peaceful passengers, relying on the im pun ity which their masters’ 
court favour was too apt to secure them. 

It was, perhaps, in apprehension of mischief from some character 
of this kind, that Conaehar, stepping up to the Glover, said, “ Master, 
walk faster— we are dogg’d.” 

“ Dogg'd gayest thou ? By whom and by how many : ” 

“ By one man muffled in his cloak, who follows ns like our shadow.” 
“Then will I never mend my pace along the Cuuvrcfew »Strcet, 
for the best one man tlmt ever trode it.” 

“ But he has arms,” said Conaehar. 

“And so have we, and hands and legs and feet. Why sure, 
Conaehar, you are not afraid of one man ? ” 

“Afraid ! ” answered Conaehar, indignant at the insinuation ; "you 
shall soon know if I am afraid.” w " 

“Now you are as far on the other side of the mai\ thnvibolish 
boy-*-thy temper lias no middle course ; there is no occasiVi V' make 



fa brawl, though we do not run. Walk thou before with Catherine, 
a\\d.I will take thy place. We cannot be exposed to danger so near 
home as we are.” 

The Glover fell behind accordingly, and certainly observed a per- 
son keep so close to them, as, the time and place considered, justified 
some suspicion. Wiien they crossed the street, he$so crossed it, 
and when they advanced or slackened their pace, the fetranger’s was 
in proportion accelerated or diminished. The matter would have 
been of very little consequence had Simon Glover heen alone; but 
the beauty of his daughter might render her the object of some pro- 
fligate scheme, in a country where the laws afforded such slight pro- 
tection to those who had not the means to defend themselves. Con- 
achar and his fair charge having arrived on the threshold of their own 
apartment, which was opened to them by an old female servant, the 
burgher’s uneasiness was ended. Determined, however, to ascertain, 
impossible, whether there had been any cause for it, he called out to 
the man whose motions had occasioned the alarm, and who stood 
still, though he seemed to keep out- of reach of the light. 44 Come, 
step forward, my friend, and do not play at bogeep ; knowest. thou 
not. that they who walk like phantoms in the aarx, are apt to en- 
counter the conjuration of a quarterstaff ? Step forward, I say, and 
show us thy slmjjes, man.” 

41 Why, so I can, Master Glover,” said one of the deepest voice? 
that ever answered question. 46 1 cau show my shapes well enough, 
only I wish they could bear the light something better.” 

“ Body of me,” exclaimed Simon, “I should know? that voice !— 
And is it thou, in thy bodily person, Harry Gojv ? Nay, beslirew me 
if thou passest this door with dry lips. What, man, ciirfewlias not 
rung yet, and if it had, it were no reason why it should part father 
and son. Come in, limn ; Dorothy shall get us something to oat. 
and we will jingle a can ere thou" leave us. Coiue in, I say; my 
daughter Kate will he right glad to see thee.” 

By this time lie had pulled the person, whom he welcomed so cor- 
diality, into a sort of kitchen, which served also upon ordinary occa- 
sions the office of parlour. Its ornaments were trenchers of pewter, 
mixed with a silver cup or two, which, in the highestiTegree of clean- 
liness, occupied a range of shel ves like those of a begpSfet, popularly 
called the Mink. A good lire, with the assistance of a blazing lamp, 
spread light ami cheerfulness through the apartment, and a savoury 
smell of some victuals which Dorothy was preparing, did not at all 
offend the unrefined noses of those whose appetite they were destined, 
to satisfy. 

Their unknown attendant now stood in full light among them, and 
though his appearance was neither dignified nor handsome, his face 
and figure were not only deserving of attention, but seemed in some 
manner to command it. He was rather below the middle stature, 
but the breadth of his shoulders, length and brawniness of his arms, 
and the .muscular appearance of the whole man, argued a most un- 
usual rhare of Strength, and a frame kept in vigour by constant exer- 
cise. K Vleg/were somewhat bent, but not in a manner which could 
be said y.o approach to deformity; on the contrary, which seemed to 
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correspond to the strength of his frame, though it injured in some' 
degree its symmetry. Ills dress was of buff-hide ; and he wore iy a 
belt 'around his waist a heavy broadsword, and a dirk or poniard, as 
if to defend his purse, which (burgher-fashion) was attached to the 
same cingjjire. The head was well proportioned, round, close crop- 
ped, andcurled thickly witli black hair. There was daring and re- 
solution in the dark eye, but the other features seemed to express a 
bashful timidity, mingled with good-humour, and obvious satisfaction 
at meeting with liis old friends. Abstracted from the bashful expres- 
sion, which was that of the moment, the forehead of Henry Gow, or 
Smith (for he was indifferently so called), 1 was high and noble, but 
the lower part of the face was less happily formed. The mouth was 
large, and well furnished with a set of firm and beautiful teeth, the 
appearance of which corresponded with the air of personal health 
and muscular strength, which the whole frame indicated. A short 
thick beard, and mustaches which had lately been arranged with 
some care, completed the picture, llis age could not exceed cight- 
and-twenty. 

The family appeared all well pleased with the unexpected appear- 
. ance of an old friend. Simon Glover shook his hand again and again, 
Dorothy made her compliments, and Catharine herself offered freely 
her hand, which Henry held in his massiye grasp, as if he designed 
to carry it to his lips, but, after a moment’s hesitation, desisted, from 
4 ‘ear lest the freedom might be ill-taken. Not that there was any 
resistance on the part of the little hand which lay passive in his grasp ; 

; but there was a smile mingled with the blush on her cheek, which 
\ seemed to increase the confusion of the gallant. Iler father, on his 
part, called out frankly, as lie saw his frieud’s hesitation,— 

“ Her lips, man, her lips ! and that’s a proffer I would not make 
to every one who crosses my threshold. But, by good St Valentine 
(whose holiday will dawn to-morrow), I am so glad to see thee in 
the bonny city of Perth again, that it would be hard to tell the thing 
1 could refuse thee.” 

The Smith — for, as has been said, such was the craft of this sturdy 
artisan — was encouraged modestly to salute the Fair Maid, who 
yielded the courtesy a smile of affection that might have become * 
a sister, sayiug, at the same time, “Let me hope that I welcome 
hack to Perth a repentant and amended man.” 

He held her hand, as if about to answer, then suddenly, as one who 
lost courage at the moment, relinquished his grasp ; and drawing 
back, as if afraid of what lie had done, his dark countenance glowing 
with bashfulness, mixed with delight, he sat down by the fire on the 
opposite side from that which Catharine occupied. 

“ Come, Dorothy, speed thee with the food, old woman ; — and 
Conachar — where is Conachar ? ” 

“ He is gone to bed, sir, with a headache,” said Catharine, in a 
hesitating voice. 

“ Go, call him, Dorothy,” said the old Glover ; “ I will not he used 
thus by him 5 his Highland blood, forsooth, is toe gentife to, lay a. 


l Gow is Gaelic for Smith. 
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^rencifer or spread a napkin, and he experts to enter our ancient 
and honourable craft without duly waiting and tending upon his 
master and teacher in all matters of lawful obedience. Go, call 
him, I say ; I will not be thus neglected.” 

Dorothy was presently heard screaming up-stairs, or more pro- 
bably up a ladder, to the cockloft, to which the recusant apprentice 
had made an untimely retfeat ; a muttered answer~was returned, 
and soon after Conqchar appeared in the eating apartment. v There 
was a gloom of deep Bullenness on his haughty, though handsome 
features, and as he proceeded to spread the Board, and arrange the 
trenchers, with salt, spices, and other condiments, — to discharge, in 
short, the duties of a modern domestic, which the custom of the 
time imposed upon all apprentices— he was obviously disgusted and 
indignant with the menu office imposed upon him. The Fair Maid 
of Perth looked with some anxiety at him, as if apprehensive that 
his evident sullenness might increase her father’s displeasure ; but 
it was not till her eyps had sought out his for a second time, that 
Couachnr condescended to veil his dissatisfaction, and throw a greater 
appearance of willingness and submission into the services which he 
was performing. 

And here we must acquaint our reader, that though the private 
interchange of looks betwixt Catharine Glover and tlie young moun- 
taineer indicated some interest on the part of the former in the con- 
duct of the latter, it would have puzzled the strictest observer to 
discover whether that feeling exceeded in degree what might have 
been felt by a young person towards a friend and inmate of the same 
age, with whom she liad lived on habits of intimacy. 

“ Thou hast had a long journey, son Henry,” said Glover, who had 
always used that affectionate style of speech, though noways akin 
to the young artisan ; “ ay, and fiast seen many a river besiefes Tay, 
and many a fair bigging besides St Johnston.” 

“ But none that I like half so w ell, and none that are half so much 
worth my liking,” answered the Smith ; “ I promise you, father, 
that when I crossed the Wicks of Baiglie, and saw the bonny city 
lie stretched fairly before me, like a Fairy Queen in romance, whom 
The Knight finds asleep among a wilderness of flowrcrs, I felt even 
as a bird, when it folds its weaned wings to stoop down on its own 
nest.” 

“Aha! so thou canst play the Maker 1 yet?” said the Glover. 

. “ What, shall we have our ballets, and our roundels again ? our lusty 
carols for Christmas, and our mirthful springs to trip it round the 
May-pole ? ” 

“ Such toys there may be forthcoming, father,” said Henry Smith, 
M though thcfblast of the bellows and the clatter of the anvil! make 
but coarse cbmpany to lays of miustrelsy ; but I can afford them 
no better, since I must mend my fortune, though I mar my verses.” 

“ Right again — my own son, just,” answered the Glover ; “ and I 
trust ln|u hast made a saving voyage of it ? ” 

i Old Scottish for Pod, and, indeed, the literal translation of the original Greek; 

Xlwnjf. 
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“ Nay, I made a thriving one, father— I sold the steel habergeon" 
that you wot of for four Hundred marks to the English Warden of 
the East Marches, Sir Magnus lied man. 1 lie scarce scrupled a 
penny after I gave him leave to try a sword-dint upon it. The 
beggarly Highland thief who bespoke it, boggled at half the sum, 
though it had cost me a year's labour." 

* What dost thou start at, Councilor? 99 said Simon, addressing 
himself, by way of parenthesis, to the mountain disciple; “wilt thou 
never learn to . mind thy own business, without listening to what is 
passing round thee ? What is it to thee that an Englishman thinks . 
that cheap which a Scottishinan may hold dear ? 99 
m Conachar turned round to speak: but, after a moment’s considera- 
tion, looked down, and endeavoured to recover his composure, which 
had been deranged by the contemptuous manner in which the Smith 
had spoken of his Highland customer. Ileury went on without pay- 
ing any attention to him. 

“I sold at high 'prices some swords and whingers when I was at 
Edinburgh. They expect war there ; and if it “please God to send 
it, my merchandise will be worth its price. St Dun stall make us 
thankful/- for he was of our craft. In short, this fellow ” (hiving his 
hand on his purse), “who, thou kuowesfc, father, was somewhat lank 
amt loiv)in condition when I set out four months since, is now as 
round and full as a six-weeks’ porker.” 

“ And that other leathern-sheuthed, iron-hilted fellow, who hangs 
beside him,” said the Glover, “has 1 lie been idle all this while? — 
Come, jolly Smith, confess the truth — how many brawls hast thou 
liad since crossing the Tay ? 99 

“ Nay, now you do me wrong, father, to ask me such a question” 
(glancing a look at Catharine) “ in such a presence,” answered the 
armourer ; “I make swords, indeed, but I leave it to other people 
to use them. No, no — seldom have I a naked sword in my fist, save 
when I am turning them on the anvil or grindstone ; and they slan- 
dered me to your daughter Catharine, that led her to suspect the 

S uictest burgess in Perth of being a brawler. 1 wish the best of 
hem would dare say such a word at the Hill of lviimoul, and neve£/ 
a mail on the green hut lie and I.” 

“Ay, ay,” said the Glover, laughing; “we should then have a 
fine sample of your patient sufferance.— Out upon you, Henry, that 
you wall speak so like a knave to one who knows thee so well .’You 
look at Kate, too, as if she did not know that a man in this country 
must make his hand keep his head, unless he will sleep in slender ' 
security.— Come, come : beshrew me, if thou hast not spoiled as ' 
many suits of armour as thou hast made.” 

Why, he would be a had armourer, father Simon, that could not, 
with his own blow, make proof of his own workmanship. If I dia 
not sometimes cleave a liclrncfc, or strike a sword’s point through a 
harness, 1 should not know what strength of fabric to give *hem; • 
and might jingle together such pasteboard work as ypn^r Edin- 
burgh smiths think not shame to put out of their hpnds.” 

1 Sir Magnus Redman, sometime Governor of Berwick, foil in one ofthe battle* on 
the Border, which followed on tbo treason of the Earl of March, alluded tcy hereafter. 
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„ “ Aha— now would I lay a gold crown thou hast had a quarrel 
'.with some Edinburgh Burn-the-wind 1 upon that very ground 

“A* quarrel! — no, father,” replied the Perth armourer, “but a 
measuring of swords with such a one upon St Leonard's Crags, for 
the honour of my bonny city, I confess. Surely you do not think 1 
would quarrel with a brother craftsman ? ” 

“Ah, to a surety, no. But how did your brother craftsman come 
off?” 

“ Why, as one with a sheet of paper on his bosom might coine off 
jfrom the stroke of a lance — or rather, indeed, he came not off at 
all 5 for, when I left liirjjjfTie was lying in the Hermit’s Lodge daily 
expecting death, for which Father Gervis said he was in heavenly 
[ preparation.” 

1 “ Well — any more measuring of weapons ? ” said the Glover. 

“ Why, truly, I fought an Englishman at Berwick besides, on the 
old question of the Supremacy, as they call it — I am sure you would 
not have me slack at that debate ? — and 1 had the luck to" hurt him 
on the left knee.” 

“ Well done for St Andrew ! — to it again— whom next had you to 
deal with ? ” said Simon, laughing at the exploits of his pacific friend. 

“I fought a Scotchman in the Torwood,” answered Henry Smith, 
“upon a doubt which was the better swordsman, which, you are 
I aware, could not be known or decided without a trial. The poor 
fellow lost two fingers.” 

“ Pretty well for the most peaceful lad in Perth, who never touches 
a sword but in the way of his profession. — Well, anything more to 
tell ns?” 

i “ Little — for the drubbing of a Higlilandman is a thing not worth 
mentioning.” 

“For what didst thou drub him, O man of peace ?” inquired the 
Glover. 

“For nothing that I can remember,” replied the Smith, “except 
his presenting himself on the soutli side of Stirling Bridge.” 

“ Well, here is to thee, and thou art welcome to me after -all these 
qVphdhs. — Conachar, bestir thee. Let the cans clink, lad, and thou 
snalt have a cup of the nut-brown for thyself, my boy.” 

Conachar poured out the good liquor for his master and for Catha- 
rine, with tlue observance. But that done, he set the flagon on the 
table, and sat down. 

“ How now, sirrah ! - -be these your manners ? Fill to my guest, 
'the worshipful Master Henry Smith.” 

“ Master Smith may fill for himself, if he wishes for liquor,” an- 
swered the youthful Celt. “ The son of my father has demeaned 
himself enough already for one evening.” 

“ That’s well crowed for a cockerel,” said Henry ; “ but thou art 
so far right, my lad, that the man deserves to die of thirst who will 
■ not itoi’ik without a cupbearer.” 

an old cant term for blacksmith, appears in Burns— 

** Then Bumewin came on like death 
At every chaup, ” fee. 
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But his entertainer took not the contumacy of the young 1 ap , 

E r entice with so much patience. — “Now, by my honest word, and 
y the best glove I ever made," said Simon, “ thou shalt help him 
with liquor from that cup and flagon, if tlice and 1 are to abide 
under one roof." 

Conaehar arose sullenly, upon hearing this threat, and, approach- 
ing the Smith, who had just taken the tankard in his hand, and 
was raising it to his head, he contrived to stumble against him and 
jostle him so awkwardly, that the foaming ale gushed over his face, 
person, and dress. Good-natured as the Smith, in spite of his war- 
like propensities, really was in the utmost degree, his patience failed 
under such a provocation. He seized the young man’s throat, being 
the part which came readiest to his grasp, as Conaehar arose from 
the pretended stumble, and pressing it severely as he cast the lad 
from him, exclaimed, “ Had this been in another place, young gal- 
low’s-bird, I had stowed the lugs out of thy head, as I have done to 
some of thy clan before thee.” 

Conaehar recovered his feet with the activity of a tiger, and ex- 
claiming, “ Never shall you live to make that boast again ! ” drew 
a short sharp knife from his bosom, and springing on lieury Smith, 
attempted to plunge it into his body over the collar-bone, which 
must have been a mortal wound. But the object of this violence 
was so ready to defend himself by striking up the assailant’s hand, 
that the blow only glanced on the bone, and scarce drew blood. To 
wrench the dagger from the boy’s hand, and to secure him with a 
grasp like that of his own iron vice, was, for the powerful Smith, the 
work of a single moment. Conaehar felt himself at once in tlio 
absolute power of the formidable antagonist whom he had pro- 
voked ; he became deadly pale, as he had been the moment before 
glowing red, and stood mute with shame aud fear, until, relieving 
him from his powerful hold, the Smith quietly said, “ It is well 
for thee that thou canst not make me angry— thou art but a boy, 
and I, a grown man, ought not to have provoked thee. But let this 
he a warning.” 

Conaehar stood an instant, as if about to reply, and then left ihe^ 
room, ere Simon had collected himself enough to speak. Dorotliy 
was running hither and thither for salves and healing herbs. Catha- 
rine had swooned at the sight of the trickling blood. 

“Let me depart, father Simon,” said Henry Smith, mournfully ; 
“I might have guessed I should have my old luck, and spread strife 
and bloodshed where I would wish most to bring peace and happi- 
ness. Care not for me— look to poor Catharine ; the fright of such 
an affray hath killed lier, and all through my fault." 

w Thy fault, my son !— It was the fault of yon Highland cateran, 1 
whom it is my curse to be cumbered with ; but he shall go back to 
his glens to-morrow, or taste the tolbooth of the burgh. An assault 
upon the life of his master’s guest in his master’s house ! — It breaks 
all bonds between us. But let me see to thy wound." 

ft 

1 Cateran, or robber, the usual designation of the Celtic borderers on the lands of 
the Sassenach. The beautiful lake of the Trosachs is supposed to bavSrtnken its name 
from the habits of its frequenters. 
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Catharine ! ” repeated the .armourer ; “ look to Catharine.” 

“ Dorothy will see to her” said Simon 5 u surprise and fear kill 
not— akenes and dirks do. And she is not more the daughter of my 
blood than thou, my dear Ilenry, art the son of my aflectious. Let 
me see the wound. The skene-occlc 1 is an ugly weapon in a High- 
land hand.” 

“ I mind it no more than the scratch of a wild-cat,*’ said the ar- 
mourer ; " and now that the colour is coming to Catharine’s cheek 
again, you shall see me a sound man in a moment.” lie turned to 
a corner in which liung a small mirror, and hastily took from his 
purse some dry lint to apply to the slight wound lie had received. 
As he unloosed the leathern jacket from his neck and shoulders, the 
f manly and muscular form which they displayed, was not more re- 
markable than the fairness of his skin, where it had not, as in hands 
and face, been exposed to the effects of rough weather and of his 
laborious trade, lie hastily applied some lint to stop the bleeding ; 
and a little water having removed all other marks of the fray, he 
buttoned his doublet anew, and turned again to the table wnere 
Catharine, still pale and trembling, was, however, recovered from 
her fainting fit. 

“ Would you but grant me your forgiveness for haying offended 
you in the rcry first hour of my return ? The lad was foolish to 
•provoke inefUnd vet I was more foolish to be provoked by such as 
me. Your father blames me not, Catharine, ana cannot you forgive 
me?” 

“I have no power to forgive,” answered Catharine, “what I have 
^10 title to resent. If my father chooses to have his house made the 
ipcenc of night brawls, I must witness them — I cannot help myself. 
Perhaps it was wrong in me to faint and interrupt, it may be, the 
farther progress of a fair fray. My apology is, that I cannot bear 
the sight of blood.” 

“ And is this the manner,” said her father, “ in which you receive 
my friend after his long absence ? My friend, did I say ? nay, my 
son. lie escapes being murdered by a fellow whom I will to-vnorrow 
fjpar this house of, and you treat him as if he had done wrong in 
'Joshing from him the snake which was about to sting him ! ” 
b “ It is not my part, father,” returned the Maid of* Perth, “ to de- 
cide who had the right or wrong in the present brawl; nor did I see 
what, happened distinctly enough to say which wfcs assailant or 
which defender. But sure our friend, Master Henry, will not deny 
that he lives in a perfect atmosphere of strife, blood, and quarrels. 
^Ile hears of no swordsman but he envies his reputation, and musti 
needs put his valour to the proof, lie sees no brawl but he must! 
strike into the midst of it. Has lie friends, lie fights with them for 
love and honour ; lias he enemies, he tights witli them for hatred 
and revenge. And those men who are neither his friends nor foes, 
he ! fifties with them because they are on this or that side of a river. 
His days re days of battle, and doubtless he acts them over again 
4 ji .his droamf.” 



*6 


THE FAIR MAID OF PKRTtf. 


“ Daughter,” said Simon, “ your tongue wags too freely. j^uarreiJ 
and lights are men’s business, not women’s, and it is not maidenly to 
think or speak of them.” 

“But if they are so rudely enacted in our presence ” said Catha- 
rine, “ it is a little hard to expect us to think or speak of anything 
else. I will grant you, my father, that, this valiant burgess of Perth 
is one of the best-hearted men that draws breath within its walls — 
that he would walk a hundred yards out of the way rather than step 
upon a worm— that he would be* as loth, in wantonness, to kill a spider 
as if he were a kinsman to King Robert, of happy memory 1 — that in. 
the last quarrel before his departure lie fought with four butchers, to 
prevent their killing a poor mastiff that had misbehaved in the bull- 
ring, and narrowly escaped the fate of the cur that lie was protecting. 

I will grant you also, that the poor never pass the house of the wealthy 
armourer but they are relieved with food and alms. But what avails 
all this, when his sword makes as many starving orphans mid mourn- 
ing widows as his purse relieves ? ” 

“Nay, but Catharine, hear me but a word before going on with a 
string of reproaches against my friend, that sound something like 
sense, while they are, in truth, inconsistent with all we hear and see 
around us. Wlrnt,” continued the Glover, “ do our King and our 
court, our knights and ladies, our abbots, monks, and JW’icsts them- 
selves, so earnestly crowd to see? Is it not to behold we display of 
chivalry, to witness the gallant actions of brave knights in the "tilt 
and tourney-ground, to look upon deeds of honour and glory achieved 
by arms and bloodshed? What is it these proud knights do. that 
differs from what our good Ilenry Gow works out in his sphere?. 
Who ever heard of his abusing his skill and strength to do evil or for-l 
ward oppression, and who knows not how often it has been employed 
es that of a champion in the good cause of the burgh ? And shouldst 
not thou, of all women, deem thyself honoured and glorious, tlmt so 
true a heart and so strong an arm lias termed himself thy bachelor ? 
In what do the proudest dames take their loftiest pride, save in the 
chivalry, of their knight ; and has the boldest in Scotland done more 
gallant deeds than my brave son Ilem v, though but of low degreq^ 
Is lie not known to Highland and Lowland as the best armourer that 
ever made sword, ami the truest soldier that ever drew one ?” 

“My dearest father,” answered Catharine, “your words contra diet 
: themselves, if you will permit your child to say so. -'Let us thank 
God and (he good saints that we arc in a peaceful rank of life, below 
the notice of those whose high birth, and yet higher pride, lead them 
to glory in their bloody works of cruelty* which haughly'and lordly 
men term deeds of chivalry. Your wisdom will allow that it would 
be absurd in us to prank ourselves in their dainty plume.; and splendid 
garments; why, then, should we imitate their full-blown vices ? Why 
should we assume their hard-hearted pride and relentless cruelty, to 
which murder is not only a sport, but a subject of vain -gl«>j;i#^i tri- 
umph ? Let those whose rank claims as its right such blood / homage 
take pride and pleasure in it ; we, who have no slmre in thcNaacrificc^ 


3 See Note 1) . Robert Bruce. 
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\htay tlie better pity the sufferings of the victim. Let us thank our 
lowliness, since it secures us from temptation.)— But forgive me, 
father, if T have stepped over the limits of my duty in contradicting 
the views which you entertain, with so many others, on these subjects.” 

“Nay, thou hast even too much talk for me, girl,” said her father, 
somewhat angrily. “ I am but a poor workman, whose best knowledge 
is to distinguish the left hand glove from the right. But if thou 
wouldst have mv forgiveness, say something of comfort to my poor 
Henry. There lie sits, confounded and dismayed with all the preach- 
ment thou hast heaped together ; and he, to whom a trumpet sound 
•was like the invitation to a feast, is struck down at the sound of a 
child’s whistle.” 

The armourer, indeed, while lie heard the lips that were dearest \ 
fto him paint his character in such unfavourable colours, had laid his ' 
head down on the table, upon his folded arms, in an attitude of the 
deepest dejection or almost despair. “ I would to Heaven, my dear-; 
cst father , 1 h answered Catharine, “ that it were in my power to speak? 
comfort to llenry, without betraying the sacred cause of the truths I! 
have just told you. And 1 may, —‘nay l muat.have such a commission,”! 
she continued with something that the earnestness with which she * 
spoke, and the extreme beauty of her features, caused for the mo- 
ment. to resemble inspiration. “The truth of Heaven,” she said, in 
n solemn t.«po, “was never commirtel to a tongue, however feeble, 
but it gave a right to that tongue to announce mercy, while it declared 
judgment — Arise. Henry — ri-e. up, noble-minded, good, and gener- 
ous, though widely mistaken man — Thy faults are those of this cruel 
and remorseless age — thy virtues all thine own.” 

While she thus spoke, she laid her hand upon the Smith’s arm, and 
'extricating it from under his head by a force which, however gentle, 
he could not resist, she compelled him to raise towards her his manly 
face, aud the eves into which her expostulation", mingled with other 
feelings, had summoned tears. “Weep not,” she said, “or rather 
weep on— but, weep as those who have hope. Abjure the sins of pride 
and anger, which most, easily beset thee —fling from thee the accursed 
weapons, to the fatal and murderous use of which thou art so easily 
itonpteu.” 

“ You speak to me in vain, Catharine,*’ returned the armourer ; “I ■ 
may indeed turn monk and retire from the world, but while I live in ! 
it l must practise my trade; and while 1 form armour and weapons 
for other.-, I cannot, myself withstand the temptation of using them. 
You would not reproach me as you do, if you knew how inseparably 
flip means by which l gain my bread are connected with that warlike 
spirit which you impute to me as a fault, though it is the consequence 
of inevitable necessity. While I strengthen the shield or corslet to 
withstand wounds, must 1 not have constantly in remembrance the 
manner and strength with which they may lie dealt; and when I forge 
the sword, and temper ifc for war, is it- practicable for me to avoid the 
recolli-iv'-on of its use? ” 

“Theni :*h£ow irgm you, my dear Henry,” said the enthusiastic 
t(irl, clasping with both her slender hands the nervous strength and 
weight of one of the muscular armourer’s, which they raised with 
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difficulty, permitted by its owner, yet scarcely receiving assistance 
from his volition — “ cast from you, 1 say, the art which is a snare to 
you. Abjure the fabrication of weapons which can only be useful 
to abridge human life, already too short for repentance, or to encour- 
age with a feeling of safety those whom fear might otherwise prevent 
from risking themselves in peril. The art of forming arms, whether 
offensive or defensive is aliae sinful in one to whose violent and ever 
vehement disposition the very working upon them proves a sin and 
a snare. Resign utterly the manufacture of weapons of every de- 
scription, and deserve the forgiveness of Heaven, bv renouncing nil 
that can lead to the sin which most easily besets you. 

“ And what,” murmured the armourer, “am I to do for my liveli- 
hood, when I have given over the art of forging arms, for which llenry 
of Perth is known from the Tay to the Thames ? ” 

“ Your art itself,” said Catharine, “ has innocent and laudable 
resources. If you renounce the forging of swords and bucklers, there 
remains to }'ou the task of forming the harmless spade, and the 
honourable ns well as useful ploughshare— of those implements which 
contribute to the support of life, or to its comforts. Thou cansfc 
frame locks and bars to defend the property of the weak against the 
siouthrief and oppression of the strong. Men will still resort to thee, 

and repay thy honest industry ” 

But here Catharine was interrupted. Her father lm# heard her 
declaim against war and tournaments with a feeling that, though her 
doctrines were new to him, they might not, nevertheless, be entirely 
erroneous. He felt, indeed,, a wish that his proposed son-in-law 
should not commit himself voluntarily to the hazards which the dar- 
ing character and great personal strength of Henry the Smith lmd 
hitherto led him to incur too readily ; and so far he would rather 
have desired that Catharine’s arguments should have produced some 
effect upon the mind of her lover, whom he knew to be as ductile, 
when influenced by his affections, as he was fierce and intractable 
when assailed by hostile remonstrances or threats. But her argu- 
ments iitfefered with his views, when lie heard her enlarge upon the 
necessity of his designed son-in-law resigning a trade which brought 
in more ready income than any at that time practised in SeotlaiujH 
and more profit to llenry of Perth, in particular, than to any armoured 
in the nation. He had some indistinct idea., that it would not be amiss 
to convert, if possible, Henry the Smith from his too frequent use of 
arms, even though lie felt some pride in being- connected with one 
who wielded with such superior excellence those weapons, which, in 
that warlike age, it was the boast of all men to manage with spirit. 
But when he heard his daughter recommend, as the readiest road to 
this pacific state of mind, that her lover should renounce the gain- 
ful trade in which lie was held unrivalled, and $hi£h, from the con- 
stant private differences and public wars of the time, was sure to 
afford him a large income, lie could withhold lfilPwrath no longer. 
The daughter had scarce recommended to her lover the fabr^lftrtm of 
the implements of husbandry, than, feeling the certainty otflofng right, 
of which in the earlier part of their debate he had been somewhat 
doubtful, the father broke in with— 



Tin: iAia maid of pehth. 


19 

Locks and bars, plough-graitli and harrow-tcetli!-- and why not 
gratis and fire-prongs, and- Culross girdles , 1 and an ass to carry the 
merchandise through the country — and thou for another ass to lead 
it by -the halter? (Why, Catharine, girl, has sense altogether for - 4 
saken thee, or dost thou think that, in these hard and iron days, men 
will give ready silver for anything save that which can defend their 
own life, or enable them to take that of their enemy ? We want 
swords to protect ourselves every moment now, thou silly wench, and 
not ploughs to dress the ground for the grain we may never see rise. 
As for the matter of our daily bread, those who are strong seize it, 
and live ; those who are weak yield it, and die of hunger. Happy is * 
the man who, like my worthy son, has means of obtaining living j 
otherwise than by the point of the sword which he makes. Preach 
peace to him as much as thou wilt— I will never be lie will say thee 
nay ; but as for bidding the first armourer in Scotland forego the 
forging of swords, curtal- axes, and harness, it is enough to drive 
patience itself mad — Out from my sight!— and next morning, I piifchee 
remember, that shouldst tliou have the luck to sec Henry the Smith, 
which is more than thy usage of him has deserved, you see a man 
who has not his match in Scotland at the use of broadsword and battle- 
axe, and who can work for five hundred marks a-ycar, without break- 
ing a holiday.” 

The daughter, on hearing her father speak thus peremptorily, made 
a low obeisance, and, without further good-night, withdrew to the 
chamber which was her usual sleeping apartment. 


CHAPTER til. 

Whence <*omc tli bo lie Knialit, lord, or squire, 

Hut from the smith that forged in the tire. 

VfiKBTKOAN. 

The armourer’s heart swelled big with various and contending 
j^nsations, so that it seemed as if it would burst the leathern doublet 
under which it was shrouded. He arose— turned away his head, 
and extended his hand towards the Glover, while lie averted liis 
face, as if desirous that his emotion should not be read upon his 
countenance. 

“Nay, hang me if I bid you farewell, man,” said Simon, striking 
the flat of his hand against that which the armourer expanded to- 
wards him. “I will shake no hands with you. for an hour to come 
at least. Tarry but a moment, man, and I will explain all this ; and 
surely a few drops ef blood from a scratch, and a few silly words 
from a foolish weilMi’a lips, are not to part father and son, when they 
have been so long^ithout meeting? Slay, then, man, if ever you 
wouMvish for a father’s blessing and Sf^Valentine's, whose blessed 
eve this < hawses to # be. ” x, 

Tlio pirclle is the thin plnte of iron used for the mahufacturc of t.ho staple luxury 
of Scotland, the'oatcn c:iUr*. Tho towu of Culross was long celebrated t*»r its girdles. 

C 
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The Glover was soon heard loudly summoning Dorothy,, and, after 
some clanking* of keys ami trampling up and down stairs, Dorothy 
appeared bearing* three large rummer cups of green glass, which 
were then esteemed a great and precious curiosity, and the Glover 
followed with a huge bottle, equal at least to three quarts of these 
degenerate days. — “ Here is a cup of wine, Henry, older by half than 
I am myself; my father had it in a gift from stout old Crabbe the 
Flemish engineer, who defended Perth so stoutly in the minority of 
David the Second. We glovers could always do something in war, 
though our connection with it was less than yours who work in Bteel 
and iron. And my father had pleased old Crabbe— some other day 
I will tell you how, and also how long these bottles were concealed 
under ground, to save them from the reiving Southron. So I will 
empty a cup to the soul’s health of ray honoured father— May his 
sins be forgiven him ! Dorothy, thou slialt drink this pledge, and 
then be gone to thy cockloft. I know thine ears are itching, girl, 
but I have that to say which no one must hear save Henry Smith, 
the son of mine adoption.” 

Dorothy did not venture to remonstrate, hut hiking off her glass. 
Of f rather her goblet, with good courage, retired to her sleeping 
apartment, according to her master’s commands. The two friends 
were left alone. 

“It grieves me. friend Henry,” said Simon, filling at the same 
time his own glass and his guest’s, “it grieves me, from my soul, 
that my daughter retains ibis silly humour: but also, metliinks, thou 
might st mend it. Why would*}, ihou come hither clattering with 
thy sword and dagger, when the girl is so silly that she cannot bear 
the sight of these ? Dost thou not remember that tlnrn liadst a sort 
of quarrel with hm* even before thy last departure from Perth, be- 
cause thou woulclst not go like other honest quiet burghers, but 
iUuat be crcr armed, like one **f the rascally jackineii 1 tlisit wait on 
the nobility r Sure it is lime enough for decent burgesses to arm 
at the tolling of the common bell, which calls us out bodin in effeir 
of war.”* 

14 Why" my good father, tint was not my fault ; but I bad no sr.-oner 
quitted my nag than 1 run hither to tell you of my return, t.hinkingT'’ 
if it were your will to permit me, that 1 would get your advice about 
being Mistress Catharine's Valentine for the year; and then I heard 
from Mrs Dorothy that you were goi.o to hear mass at the I’.iack 
Friars. So I thought I would follow thither; partly to hear the 
same mass with you, and partly— Our Lady and St Valentine forgive 
me! — to look upon one who thinks liltlo enough of me — And, as you 
entered the church, methought 1 saw two or three dangerous-looking 
men holding counsel together, and gazing at you and at her, and in 
especial Sir John Kamorny, whom I knew well enough, for all his 
disguise, and the velvet patch over his eye, and his cloak so like a 
serving-man’s so methought, father Simon, that as you were old, 

1 Men wearing jacks, or armour. , * 

a That is, not in dread of war, but in the guise which or belongs, to war; iff* 

arms, namely, offensive and defensive. “ Jtodin in feir of war,” a freq&ent term in old 
Scottish history and muniments, means, arrayed in warlike guise. 



THE FAIli MAID OF PERTH. 


2! 

and yonder slip of a Highlander something too young to do battle, I 
would even walk quietly after you, not doubting, with the tools I had 
5 about me, to bring any one to reason that might disturb you in your 
way home. You know that yourself discovered me, and drew me 
into the house, whether I would or no ; otherwise, I promise you, I 
would not have seen your daughter till I had donn’d the new jerkin 
which was made at Berwick after the latest cut ; nor would I have 
appeared before her with these weapons, which she dislikes so much. 
Although, to say truth, so many are at deadly feud with me for one 
. unhappy chance or another, that it is as needful for me a3 for any 
man m Scotland to go by night with weapons about me.” 

“The silly wench never thinks of that,” said Simon Glover. “ She 
never has sense to consider that in our dear native land of Scotland 
every man deems it his privilege and duty to avenge his own wrong. 
5 But, Harry, my boy, thou art to blame for taking her talk so much 
to heart. I have seen thee bold enough with other wenches — where- 
fore so still and tongue-tied with her F” 

" Because she is something different from other maidens, father 
Glover — because she is not only more beautiful, but wiser, higher, 
holier, and seems to me as if she were made of better clay than we 
that approach her. I can hold my head high enough with the rest 
of the lasses round the May-pole ; but somehow, when I approach 
} Catharine, I feel myself an earthly, coarse, ferocious creature, scarce 
’ worthy to look on her, much less to contradict the precepts which 

• she expounds to me.” 

‘‘You are an imprudent merchant, Harry Smith,’* replied Simon; 

and rate too high the goods you wish to purchase. Catharine is a 
I good girl, and my daughter ; but if you make her a conceited ape 
by your bashfulness and your flattery, noil her you nor 1 will see our 
wishes accomplished.” 

“ J often fear it, my good father/' said the Smith; “for 1 feel how 
little I am deserving of Catharine.” 

“Feel a thread’s end!” said llie Glover; “feel for me^ friend 
Smith, for Catharine and me. Think how the poor thing is beset 
, #m morning to night, and by what sort of persons, even though 

• Hvindows be down and doors shut. Wc were accosted to-day by one 
too powerful to be named,— ay, and lie showed hisTTTspleasure openly, 

1 because I would not permit him to gallant mv daughter in the cnuv.eh 
itself, when the. priest was saying mass. *rhorc are others scarce 
loss reasonable. 1 sometimes wish that Catharine were some de- 
grees less fair, that she might not catch that dangerous sort of 
admiration; or somewhat less holy, that she might sit down like an 
honest woman, contented with stout Henry Smith, who could protect 
his w ife against every sprig of chivalry in the Court of Scotland.” 

“And if I did not,” said Henfy, thrusting out a hand and arm which 
might have belonged to a giant for bone and muscle, “ 1 would I may 
never* bring hammer upon anvil again! Ay, an. it were come hut 
that length, iiy fair Catharine should see that there is no harm in a 
rAjann having the trick of defence. But I believe she thinks the whole 
World is one gteat minster- church, and that all who live in it should 
f behave as if they were at an eternal mass.” 
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“ Nay, in truth,” said the father, “ she has strange influence over 
those who approach her — the Highland lad, Conaehar, with whom I 
have been troubled for these two or three years, although y oil may * 
see he lias the natural spirit of his people, obeys the least sign which 
Catharine makes him, and indeed will hardly be ruled by any one 
else in the house. She takes much pains with him to bring him 
from his rude Highland habits.” 

Iicre Harry Smith became uneasy in his chair, lifted the flagon, 
set it down, and at length exclaimed, “ The devil take the young 
Highland whelp and his whole kindred! What lias Catharine to do , 
to instruct suen a fellow as he? He will bo just like the wolf-cub 
that I was fool enough to train to the offices or a dog, and every one 
thought him reclaimed, till, in an ill hour, I went to walk on the hill 
of Moncreiff, when lie broke loose on the laird’s flock, and made a 
havoclc that 1 might well have rued, had the laird not wanted a har- 
ness at the time. And I marvel that you, being a sensible man, 
father Glover, will keep this Highland young fellow — a likely one I 
promise you — so nigh to Catharine, as if there were no other than 
your daughter to serve him for a schoolmistress.” 

“Fie, my son, lie,— now you are jealous,” said Simon, “of a poor 
young fellow, who, to tell you the truth, resides liere, because he 
may not so well live on the other side of the hill.” 

“ Ay, ay, lather Simon,” retorted the Smith, who bad all the nar- 
row-minded feelings of the burghers of his time, “an it were not for 
fear of offence, I would say that you have even too much packing 
and peeling with yonder loons out of burgh.” 

“ I must get my deer-hides, buck-skins, kid-skins, and so forth, 
somewhere, my good llarry— and High land men give good bargains.” 

“They can afford them,” replied Henry, drily; “for they sell 
nothing but stolen gear.” 

“ Well, well, — be that as it may, it is not my business where they 
get the bestial, so I get the hides. But, as I was saying, there are 
certain considerations why I am willing to oblige the father of this 
young rtian, by keeping him here. And lie is but half a Highlander 
neither, and wants a thought of the dour spirit of a Glune-amie; l —> 
after all, I have seldom seen him so fierce as lie showed himself but 
now.” 

“ You could not, unless he had killed his man,” replied the Smith, 
ill the same dry tone. 

“Nevertheless, if you wish ‘it, Harry, I’ll set all other respects 
aside, and send the land-louper to seek other quarters to-morrow 
morning.” 

“ Nay, father,” said the Smith, “ you cannot suppose that Harry 
Gow cares the value of a smithy-dander 2 for such a cub as yonder 
cat-a-mountnin ? I care little, I promise you, though all his clan 
were coming down the Slioegafce 3 with slogan crying, and pipes 
playing; I would find fifty blades and bucklers would sendjfchem 
back faster than they came. But, to speak truth, though it is a fool’s 

] Sec Note E. Clunt-amie. 

a A principal street in Perth, 


* Cinder. 
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speedh too — I care not to see the fellow so much with Catharine. 
Remember, father Glover, your trade keeps your eyes and hands 
/‘lo^e employed, and must have your heedful care, even if this lazy 
lurdanc wrought at it, which you know yourself he seldom does.” 

48 And that is true,” said Simon ; 48 he cuts all his gloves out for 
the right baud, and never could finish a pair in his life.” 

“No doubt, his notions of skin-cutting are rather different,” said 
llenry. “ Rut, with your leave, father, 1 would only say, that work 
lie, or be lie idle, lie has no bleared eyes, — no hands seared with the 
hot iron, and welked by tiic use of the fore-hammer, — no hair rusted 
in the smoke and singed in the furnace, like the hide of a badger, 
rather than what is fit to be covered with a Christian bonnet. Now, 
let Catharine be as good a wench as ever lived, and I will uphold her 
to be the best in Perth, jyct she must see ami know that these things 
make a difference betwixt man and man, and that the difference is 
not in my favour.” 

88 Here is to thee, with all my heart, son Harry,” said the old man, 
filling a brimmer to his companion, and another to himself ; 44 1 see 
that good smith as thou art, thou ken’st not the mettle that women 
are made of. Thou must be bold, Henry ; aud bear thyself not as if 
thou wort going to the gallow-lec, but like a gay young fellow, who 
knows his own worth, and will not be slighted ny the best grandchild 
Eve ever had. Catharine is a woman like her mother ; and thou 
thinkest foolishly to suppose they are all set on what pleases the eye. 
Their car must be pleased too, man ; they must know that- he whom 
they favour is bold and buxom, and might have the love of twenty, 
though lie is sueing for theirs. Relieve an old man, women walk 
more by what others think than by what they think themselves ; and 
when she asks for the boldest man in Perth, whom shall she hear 
named but Harry Burn-the-wind ? — The best armourer that ever 
fashioned weapon" ou anvil ? why, Harry Smith again— The tightest 
dancer at the May-pole ? why, the lusty smith — The gayest troller of 
ballads? why, who blit llarry (low? — 'The best wrestler, sword-awl- 
buckler player — the king of the weapon-aim wing— the breaker of 
mad horses — the tamer of wild llighlandmen? — ever more it is thee 
‘r-thec — no one but thee. — And shall Catharine prefer yonder slip of 
a Highland boy to thee ? — Pshaw ! she might as well make a steel 
gauntlet out of ‘kid’s leather. I tell thee, Conachar is nothing to her, 
but so far as she would fain prevent the devil having his due of him 
as of other Highlandmcn— God bless her, iioor thing ! she would bring 
all mankind to better thoughts if she could.” 

“ In which she will fail to a certainty,” — said the smith, who, as 
the reader may have noticed, lmd no good-will to the Highland race. 
“I will wager on Old Nick— of whom I should know something, ho 
being indeed a worker in the same element with myself, against 
Catharine on that debate — the devil will have the tartan ; that is sure 
enough.” 

“Ay, hut Catharine,” replied the Glover, “hath a second tliou 
kuowe^t lfltlc of*-Father Clement has taken the young reiver m 
hand, and ha fears a hundred devils as little as I do a flock or geese. 

“Father Clement ?” said the Smith; “You nre always making 
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some new saint in this godly city of Saint Johnston. Pray, wlio ? for 
a devil’s drubber, may he be ?— One of your hermits that is trained 
for the work like a wrestler for the ring*, and brings himself to trim., 
by fasting and penance— is he not ?” 

“ No, that is the marvel of it.” said Simon ; “Father Clement cats, 
drinks, and lives much like other folk— all the rules of the Church, 
nevertheless, strictly observed.” 

. “ Oh, I comprehend ! — a buxom priest, that thinks more of good 
living than of good life — tipples a can on Faster n’s Eve, to enable 
him to face Lent— lias a pleasant in principle— and confesses all the 
prettiest women about the town ? ” 

“ You are on the bow-hand still, Smith. I tell you my daughter 
and I could nose out either a fisting hypocrite or a full one. *" But 
Father Clement is neither the one nor the other.” 

“ But what is lie then, in i leaven’s name ? ” 

“ One who is either greatly better than half his brethren of Saint. 
Johnston put together, or so much worse than the worst of them, 
that it is sin and shame Unit he is suliered to abide in the country.” 

“ Melhiuks it were easy to tell whether lie be the one or the other,” 
said the Smith. 

“ Content you, my friend,” said Simon, “ with knowing, that if you 
judge Father Clement by what you see him do and bear him say, 
you will think of him as the best and kiudesr. man in ilm world-- 
with a comfort for every man’s grief, a counsel for every man's diffi- 
culty, the rich man’s surest guide, and the poor man’s best friend. 
But if vou listen to what the Dominicans say of him, he i — Bene- 

dieite ! — (here the Clover crossed himself on brow and bo*om) 

“ a foul heretic, who ought, by means of earthly flames, to be sent to 
those which burn eternally/' 

Hie ►Smith also crossed imu^elf, and exclaimed, •• 4 ‘ Saint Mary l 
father Simon, and do you, who are so good ami prudent that you 
have been called the WLe Clover of Perth, let your dmicbier attend 
the ministry of one who— the tiaiiirs preserve us !— may la* in league 
with the. toil! Fiend him-,< !f? Why, v/m. it. not a priV-l win. raised 
the devil in the Meai * cnin'-l. when Hodge Jackson’s b<<:. :■ was 
blown down in the great wind?- did not 'the devil appear in tin 
midst of the Tay, dressed in a priest’s scapular, gamboling hue a, 
pellaeh amongst the waves, the morning when our sluicF H hi.., 
was swept away ? ” " . 

“ I cannot tell whether lie did or no,” said the Glover; “j „niv 
know I saw him not. As to Catharine, she cannot he said to use 
Jtather Clement s ministry, seeing Jier c uifessor is old Father Francis 
the Dominican, from whom she had her .shrift to-day. B, : Wl!l ,.,. n 
will sometimes be wilful, and sure enough she consults wi i Fcti er 
Clement more than I could wish : and yet, when I have Had.cn wiiU 
him myself. 1 have thought him so good ami holy a man, that J could 
have trusted my own salvation with him. There are had reports' of 
him among the Dominicans, that is certain. But what have we 
laymen to do with such things, my son ? Let us pay Mother Church 
her dues, give our alms, confess ami do our penances duly, and the 
saints will bear us out.” ‘ ^ 
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“ Ay, truly ; and they will have consideration,” said the Smith, 
“for any rash and unhappy blow that a man may deal in a light, 
when his party was on defence, and standing up to him ; and that's 
the only creed n man can live upon in Scotland, let your daughter 
think what she pleases. Marry, a man. must know his fence, or have 
a short lease or his life, in any place where blows arc going so rife. 
Five nobles to our altar have cleared me for the best man I ever had 
misfortune with.” 

“Let us iinish our flask, then,” said the old Glover ; " for I reckon 
the Dominican tower is tolling midnight. And hark thee, son Henry ; 
be at the lattice window on our east gable by the very peep of dawn, 
and make me aware thou art come by whistling the Smith’s call 
gently. I will contrive that Catharine shall look out at the window, 
and thus thou wilt have all the privileges of being a gallant Valen- 
tine through the rest of the year ; which, if thou eanst not use to 
thine own advantage, I shall he led to think that, for all thou be’st 
covered with the lion’s hide, Nature has left on tliec the long ears of 
the ass.” 

u Amen, father,” said the armourer; “a hearty good-niglit to you ; 
and God's blessing on your roof- tree, and those whom it covers. You 
shall hear the Smith’s call sound by cock-crowing; I warrant I put 
Sir Chanticleer to shame.” 

So saying, he took his leave; and, though completely undaunted, 
moved through the deserted streets like one upon his guard, to his own 
dwelling, which was situated in the Mill Wynd, at the western end nj 
Perth. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Wluil’s ull tliis turmoil cramin’tl into ot.i* rarts ? 

Faiili, but tlib pit-a-pat of poor young hearts. 

DkydiPW. 

Tin: sturdy armourer was not, it may he believed, slack in keeping 
the appointment assigned by his intended father-in-law. lie went 
through the process of his toilet with more than ordinary care, throw- 
ing, a> far as he could, those points which had a military air, into the 
shade. J Ie was far too noted a person to venture to go entirely un- 
armed in a town where he had indeed many friends, imt also, from 
the character of many of his former exploits, several deadly enemies, 
at whose hands, should they take him at advantage, lie. knew lie had 
little mercy to expect, lie therefore wore under his jerkin a secret* 
or coat of chain-mail, made so light and flexible that it interfered as 
Jitfcle with his movements as a modern under-waistcoat, yet of such 
proof as lie might safely depend upon, every ring of it having been 
wrought ayd joined by his own hands. Above this he wore, like others 
. of his age and degree, the Flemish hose and doublet, which, in honour 
the holy tide, were of the best superfine English broadcloth, light- 
blue in colour, slashed out with black satin, and passamented (laced 
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that is) with embroidery of black silk. His walking-boots were of 
cordovan leather ; his cloak of good Scottish grey, which served to 
conceal a whinger, or couteau ae chasse , that hung at his belt, anCT 
was his only offensive weapon, for lie carried in his hand but a rod of 
holly. His* black velvet bonnet was lined with steel, quilted between 
the metal and his head, and thus constituted a means of defence which 
might safely be trusted to. 

Upon the whole, Henry had the appearance, to which lie was well 
entitled, of a buvgher of wealth and consideration, assuming in his 
dress as much consequence as he could display, without stepping 
beyond his own rank, and encroaching on that of the gentry. Neither 
did his frank and manly deportment, though indicating a total indif- 
ference to danger, bear the least resemblance to that of the bravoes 
or swash-bucklers of the day, amongst whom Henry was sometimes 
unjustly ranked by those wfio imputed the frays, in which he was so 
often engaged, to a quarrelsome and violent temper, resting upon a 
consciousness of his personal strength and knowledge of his weapon. 
On the contrary, every feature bore the easy and good-humoured ex- 
pression of one who neither thought of inflicting mischief, nor dreaded 
it from others. 

Having attired himself in his best, the honest armourer next placed 
nearest to his heart (which throbbed at its touch) a little gift which 
he had long provided for Catharine Glover, and which his quality of 
Valentine would presently give him the title to present, and her to 
receive, without regard to maidenly scruples. It was a small ruby 
cut into the form of a heart, transfixed with a golden arrow, and was 
enclosed in a small purse made of links of the finest work in steel, as 
if it had been designed for a hauberk to a king. Round the verge of 
the purse were these words — 


Love's flarta 
Cleave hearts 
Through mail-shirts. 

This device had cost the armourer some thought, and lie was much 
satisfied with his composition, because it seemed to imply that hi* 
skill could defend all hearts saving his own. He wrapped himself in 
his cloak, and hastened through the still silent streets, determined to 
appear at the window appointed a little before dawn. 

With this purpose, he passed up the High Street , 1 and turned down 
the opening where Saint John’s chuYch now stands, in order to pro- 
ceed to Curfew Street , 2 when it occurred to him, from the appearance 
of the sky, that lie was at least an hour too early for his purpose, and 
that it would be better not to appear at the place of rendezvous till 
nearer the time assigned. Other gallants were not unlikely to be 
on the watch as well as himself, about the house of the Fair Maid of 
Perth ; and he knew his own foible so well, as to be sensible of the 
great chance of a scuffle arising betwixt them. “ I have the advan- 
tage,” he thought, “ by my father Simon’s friendship; amkwhy should 
I stain my lingers with the blood of the poor creatures thafarenot 


i Sue Xofe F. IUffh Street. 


2 See Note O. CiO'f' W Street. 
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worthy mv notice, since they are so much less fortunate than myself? 
No, no ; I will be wise for once, ami keep at a distance from all teinp- 
*totioo to a broil. They shall have no more time to quarrel with me 
than just what it may require for me to give the signal, and for my 
father Simon to answer it. 1 wonder how the old mail will contrive 
to bring her to the window ? I fear, if she knew his purpose, he would 
find it difficult to carry it into execution” 

While these lover-like thoughts were passing through his brain, 
the armourer loitered in his pace, often turning his eyes eastward, 
and eyeing the firmament, in which no slight shades of grey were 
beginning to flicker, to announce the approach of dawn, however 
distant, which, to the impatience of the stout armourer, seemed on 
that morning to abstain longer than usual from occupying her east- 
ern barbican. He was now passing slowly under the wail of Saint 
Anne’s Chapel (not failing to cross himself, and say an ave , as he trod 
the consecrated ground), when a voice, which seemed to come from 
behind one of the flying buttresses of the chapel, said, “lie lingers 
that has need to run.” 

“Who speaks?” said the armourer, looking around him, some- 
what startled at an address so unexpected, both in its tone ami tenor. 

“ No matter who speaks,” answered the same voice. “ Do thou 
make great speed, or thou wilt scarce make good speed. Bandy not 
words, but begone.” 

“ Saint or sinner, angel or devil,” said Henry, crossing himself, 
“your advice touches me but too dearly to be neglected. Saint 
Valentine be my speed ! ” 

So saying he instantly changed his loitering pace to one with 
which few people could have kept up. ami in an install t was in Cou- 
vrefew Street. He had not made three steps towards Simon Glover’s, 
which stood in the midst of tiie narrow street, when two men started 
from under the houses on different sides, and advanced, as it were by 
concert, to intercept his passage. The imperfect light only permitted 
him to discern that they wore the Highland mantle. 

“ Clear the way, catheran,” said the armourer, in the deep stern 
jrnicu which corresponded with the breadth of his chest. 

They did not answer, at least intdligbly ; but lie could see that 
they (frew their swords, with the purpose of withstanding him by 
violence. Conjecturing some evil, but of what kind he could not 
anticipate, Henry instantly determined to make his way through 
whatever odds, nml defend his mistress, or at least die at her feet. 
He cast his cloak over his left arm as a buckler, and advanced rapidly 
and steadily to the two men. The nearest made a thrust at him ; but 
Henry Smith, parrying the blow with his cloak, dashed his arm in 
the man’s face, and tripping him at the same time, gave him a severe 
fall on the causeway; while almost at the same instant he struck a 
blow with his whinger at the fellow who was upon his right hand, so 
severely applied, that he also lay prostrate by his associate. Mean- 
while the aynourer, pushed forward in alarm, for which the circum- 
stance of the stvee't being guarded or defended by strangers, who 
.conducted themselves with such violence, afforded sufficient reason, 
lie heard n suppressed whisper and a bustle under the (Dover's 
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windows — those very windows from which lie had expected to be 
hailed by Catharine as her Valentine, lie kept to the opposite side 
of the street, that he might reconnoitre their number and puypo?/ 1 ^ 
But one of the party, who were beneath the window, observing' or 
hearing him, crossed the street also, and taking him doubtless for 
one of the sentinels, asked, in a whisper, “ What noise was yonder, 
Kenneth ? why gave you not the signal ? ” 

“Villain ! ” said Henry, “you are discovered, and you shall die the 
death!" 

As he spoke finis, he dealt the stranger a blow with his weapon, . 
which would probably have made his words good, had not the man, 
raising his arm, received on his hand the blow meant for his head. 
The wound must have been a severe one, for lie staggered and fell 
with a deep groan. Without noticing him farther, Henry Smith 
sprung forward upon a party of men who seemed engaged in placing 
a ladder against t he lattice window in the gable. 1 ienry did not stop 
either to count their numbers, or to ascertain their purpose. But 
crying the alarm-word of the town, and giving the signal at which 
the burghers were wont to collect, he rushed on the night-walkers, 
one of whom was in the act of ascending the ladder. The Smith 
seized it by the rounds, threw it down on the pavement, mid placing 
his foot on the body of the man who had been mounting, preventing 
him from regaining his feet. His accomplices struck fiercely at Henry, 
to extricate their companion. But his mail-coat stood him in good 
stead, and he repaid their blows with interest, shouting aloud, “Help, 
help, for honnie »St doluiston ! — Bows and blades, brave citizens! 
bows and blades !— they break into our houses under cloud of 
night.” 

. These words, which resounded far through tin streets, were accom- 
panied by as many fierce blows, dealt with gooii effect among those 
whom the armourer assailed. In the mean time, the inhabitants of 
the district began to awaken and appear on the d irect in their shirts, 
with swords and targets, and some of them with torches. The assail- 
ants now endeavoured to make their escape, which all of thorn 
effected excepting the man wlio had been thrown down along with*- 
t lie ladder. Him the intrepid armourer had caught by the throat in 
the scuffle, and held as fast as the greyhound 1ml Is. the lime. The . 
other wounded men were borne off by their cum ra d*\'.. 

“Here arc a sort of knaves breaking peace within burgh," said 
^leiiry to the neighbours who began to assemble ; “ make after the 
fugues. They cannot all get off, for I have maiiied some of them ; 
t^e blood will guide you to them.” / - 

’’“Some Highland calhcraus,” said the citizens,— “ up, and chase, 
neighbours ! ” 

* Ay, chase — chase, —leave rne to manage this fellow," continued 
the armourer. 

The assistants dispersed in different directions, their lights flash- 
ing, and their cries resounding through the whole adjacent district. 

In the mean time the armourer’s captive entreated for freedom, 4 
using both promises and threats to obtain it. “ As thou art a gentle- 
man" he said, “let me go, and what is past shall be forgiven/' 
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“I am no gentleman,” said Heavy — “ I am Hal of the Wynd, a 
burgess of Perth ; and I have done nothing to need forgiveness.” 

Villain, thou hast done thou knowest not what ! But let me go, 
and I will fill thy bonnet with gold pieces.” 

• “ I shall fill thy bonnet with a cloven head presently,” said the ar- 
mourer, " unless thou stand still as a true prisoner. 

“ Wlmt is the matter, my son Harry ? ” said Simon, who now ap- 
peared at the window.—” I hear thy voice in another tone than l 
expected. — What is all this noise; and why are the neighbours 
gathering to the affray ? ” 

41 There have been a proper set of limmors about to scale your 
windows, father Simon ; but I am like to prove godfather to one of 
them, whom 1 hold here, as fast as ever vice held iron.” 

“ llcar me. Simon Glover,” said the prisoner ; ” let me but speak 
one word with you in private, and rescue me from the gripe of* this 
iron-fisted and lenrien-pated clown, and 1 will show thee, that no 
harm was designed to thee or thine *, and, moreover, toil thee what 
will much advantage thee.” 

“ I should know' that voice,” said Simon Glover, who no w came to 
the door with a dark-lantern in his hand. 44 Son Smith, let this 
young man speak with me. There is no danger in hi. n, L promise 
you. Stay but an instant where you are, ami let no one enter the 
house, either to attack or defend. 1 will he answerable that this 
galliard meant but some Saint Valentine’s jest.” 

So saying, the old man pulled in the prisoner, and shut the door, 
leaving Ilenry a little surprised at the unexpected light in which hi., 
father-in-law had viewed the affray. “A jest ! ” he said ; •* it might 
have been a strange jest if they had got inio die maiden’s sleeping- 
room ! — And they would have clone so, had it. not been tor the honest 
friendly voice from betwixt the buttresses, which, if it. were not. that, 
of the blessed Saint (though what am 1 that the holy person should 
speak tome?) could not sound in that place without her permission 
and assent, and for which 1 will promise her a wax-caudle, at her 
shrine, as long as my whinger,-- and L would 1 had hud my two-handed 
-fcroadswovd instead, both for the sake of St Johnston and of the 
rogues— for of a certain, those whingers m i pretty toys, but more 
fit for a hoy's hand than a man's. Oh, my old two-handed Trojan, 
hadst tlion been in my hands, as thou hang’st presently at the te^h :• 
of*my bed, the legs of those rogues had not carried their bodies yo 
clean off the field.— but there come lighted torches and drawn sword-- 
#-So ho — stand ! — Are you for Saint Johnston ? — If friends to the 
bounic burgh, you are w r ell come.” 

“ We have been but bootless hunters,” said the townsmen. “ We 
followed by the tracks of the blood into the Dominican burial- 
ground, and wc started two fellows from amongst the tombs, sup- 
porting betwixt them a third, who had probably got some of your 
marks about him, llarry. They got to the postern-gate before we 
could overtake them, and rang the sanctuary hell-— the gale opened, 
and in went they. \So they are safe in girth and sanctuary, and we 
may go to out* cold beds and warm us.” 

. 4i Ay,” said one of the party, “ the good Dominicans have always 
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some devout brother of their convent sitting 1 up to open the' gate of 
the sanctuary to any poor soul that is in trouble, and desires shelter 
in the church.” ’ 

“ Yes, if the poor hunted soul can pay for it,” said another 5 “ but, 
truly, if he be poor in purse as well as in spirit, he may stand on the 
outside till the hounds come up with him.” 

A third, who had been poring for a few minutes upon the ground 
by advantage of his torch, now looked upwards and spoke. lie was 
a brisk, forward, rather corpulent little man, called Oliver Proud- 
fute, reasonably wealthy, and a leading man in his craft, which was 
that of bonnet-makers ; he therefore spoke as one in authority. — 

“ Canst tell us, jolly Smith,”— for they recognised each other by the 
lights which were brought into the streets, — “ what manner of fellow's 
they were who raised up this fray within burgh ? ” 

“ The two that I first saw,” answered the armourer, “ seemed to 
me, as well as I could observe them, to have Highland plaids about 
them.” 

“ Like enough — like enough,” answered another citizen, shaking 
his head. “ It’s a shame the breaches in our walls are not repaired, 
and that these land-Jouping Highland scoundrels are left at liberty 
to take honest men and women out of their beds any night that is 
dark enough.” 

“ But look here, neighbours,” said Oliver Proudfutc, showing a 
bloody band which he had picked up from the ground ; “ when did 
such a hand 11s this tic a Highland mail’s brogues? It is large, in- 
deed, and bony, but as fine as a lady’s, with a ring that sparkles like 
a gleaming candle. Simon Glover has made gloves for this hand 
before now, if 1 am not much mistaken, for he works for all the*, 
courtiers.” The spectators here began to gaze on the bloody token 
with various common is. 

“ If that is the case,” said one, “ IInrry Smith had better show a 
clean pair of heels for it, since the Justiciar will scarce think the 
protecting a burgess’s house an excuse for cutting off a gentleman’s 
hand. There be hard laws against mutilation.” 

“Fie upon you, that, you will say so, Michael Wabster,” answered- 
the bonnet-maker ; “ are wc not representatives ami successors of 
the stout old Homans, who built. Perth as like to their own city as 
they could ? And have wc not charters from all our noble kings - 
and progenitors, as being their loving liegeman? And would you 
have us now yield up our rights, privileges, and immunities, our 
outfang and infang, our hnnd-habend, our bnck-berand, and our 
blood-suits, and amerciaments, escheats, and commodities, and suffer 
an honest burgess’s house to be assaulted without seeking for re- 
dress? No — brave citizens, craftsmen, and burgesses, the Tay 
shall flow back to Dunkeld before wc submit to such injustice ! ” 

“ And how can we help it ? ” said a grave old man, who stood lean- 
ing on a two-handed sword — “ What w r oiild yon have us do ?” 

“Marry, Bailie Craigdallie, I wonder that you, of all ^ien, ask the 
question. I would have you pass like true men Trom this very place r 
to the King's Grace’s presence, raise him from his royal rest, and 
presenting to him the piteous case of our being railed forth from ' 
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our beds a!) this season, with little better covering- than these shirts, 
I would show him this bloody token, ami know from lii.s Grace’s own 
^yal.lips, whether it is just and honest that his loving lieges should 
be thus treated by the knights and nobles of his deboshed court. 
•And this I call pushing our cause warmly 

“ Warmly, savest thou?” replied the old burgess; “why, so warmly, 
that wo shall all die of cold, man, before the porter turn a key to 
let us into the royal presence.— Come, friends, the night is bitter— 
wc have kept our watch and ward like men, and our jolly Smitli 
- bath given a warning to those that would wrong us, which shall be 
worth twenty proclamations of the King. To-morrow is a new day ; 
we will consult on tin's matter on this self-same spot, and consider 
what measures should be taken for discovery and pursuit of the 
villains. And therefore let us dismiss before the heart’s blood freeze 
in our veins.” 

“Bravo, bravo, neighbour Craigdallie— St Johnston for ever ! ” 

Oliver Proudfuto would still have spoken ; for he was one of those 
pitiless orators who think that their eloquence can overcome all in- 
conveniences in time, place, and circumstances. But no one would 
listen; and the citizens dispersed to their own houses by the light of 
the dawn, which began now to streak the horizon. 

They were scarce gone ere the door of the Glover’s house opened, 
and seizing the Smitli by the hand, the old man pulled him in. 

“ Where is the prisoner ? ” demanded t-lie armourer. 

“ He is gone— escaped— fled— what do I know of him ? ” said the 
Glover, “lie got out at the back-door, and so through the little 
garden.— Think not of him, but come ami see the Valentine, whose 
, honour and life you have saved this morning.” 

“‘Let me but sheathe my weapon,” said the Smitli — “ let me but 
wash my hands.” 

“ There is not an instant to lose, she is up and almost dressed. 
—Come on, man. She shall see thee with thy good weapon in thy 
hand, and with villain’s blood on thy fingers, that she may know 
what is the value of a true man’s service. She lias stopped my 
,juouth over long with her pruderies and her scruples. I will have 
her know what a brave man’s love is worth, and a bold burgess’s to 
boot.” 


CHAPTER V. 


Up * lady fair, aud braid thy hair. 

And rouse thee in tho breezy air, 

lip ! quit thy bovver, late wears the hour, 

Long have the rooks caw’d round the tower, 

Joanna Bailli*. 

Startled from her repose by the noise of the affray, tho Fair 
Maid of Perth liafl listened in Breathless terror to the sounds of 
.Violence and outcry which arose from the street. She had sunk on 
her knees to pray for assistance, and when she distinguished the 
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voices of neighbours and friends collected for her protection, she 
remained in the same posture to return thanks. She was still 
kneeling when her father almost thrust her champion, Henry SmitfcT 
into her apartment; the bashful lover hanging back at first, as if 
afraid to give offence, and, on observing her posture, from respect 
to her devotion. 

“ Father,” said the armourer, “ she prays — I dare no more speak 
to her than to a bishop when he says mass.” 

“ Now, go thy ways, for a right valiant and courageous blockhead,” 
said her father; and then speaking to his daughter, he added, — 
“ Heaven is best thanked, my daughter, by gratitude shown to our 
fellow-creatures. Here conies the instrument by whom God has 
rescued thee from death, or perhaps from dishonour worse than 
death. Receive him, Catharine, as thy true Valentine, and him 
whom I desire to see my affectionate son.” 

“Not thus— father,” replied Catharine. 11 1 can see— can speak 
to no one now. I am not ungrateful — perhaps I am too thankful 
to the instrument of our safety; but let me thank the guardian 
Saint who sent me this timely relief, and give me hut a moment to 
don my kirtle.” 

“Ns'iv, God-a-merev. wench, it were hard to deny tlice time to 
busk thy body-clothes, since the request is the only words like a 
woman that thou hast uttered for these ten days. — Truly, son Harry, 
I would my daughter would put off being entirely a saint, till the 
time comes for her being canonised for Saint Catharine the Second.” 

“ Nuy, jest not. father ; for I will swear she has at least one sincere 
adorer already, who hath devoted himself to her pleasure, so far as 
sinful man may.— Fare-tliee-well then for the moment, fair maiden,” 
he concluded, raising* his voice, “and Heaven send thee dreams as 
peaceful as thv waking thoughts. I go to watch thy slumbers, and 
woe with him that shall intrude on them ! ” 

Nay, good and brave Henry, whose warm heart is at such variance 
with thy reckless hand, thrust thyself into no farther quarrels to- 
night; bwt take the kindest thanks, and with these, try to assume 
the peaceful thoughts which you assign to me. To-morrow we 
will meet, that 1 may assure \ou of my gratitude. — Farewell ! ” 

“ And farewell, lady and fight of' my heart! ” said the armourer; 
and, descending the stair which led to Catharine's apartment, was 
about to sally forih into the street, when the Clover caught him by 
the arm. 

“ I shall like the ruffle of to-night” said lie, “better than I ever 
thought to do the clashing of steel, if it brings my daughter to her 
senses, llarrv, and teaches her what thou art worth. By St 
Maegrider ! 1 I even love these roysterers, and am sorry for that 
-uObr lover who will never wear right-handed chevron again. Av! 
helms lost that which he will miss all the (lavs of his life, especially 
when he goes to pull on his gloves,— ay, lie will pay but half a fee to 
my craft in future — Nay, not a step from this house to-night ” lie 
continued. “ Thou dost not leave us, 1 promise tfiee, my son*.” 

1 A place called vulgarly Ecdcsmagirdie (Ecclesiu Macgirdi), not far from Perth, 
Btlli preserves tho memory of this old Gaelic saint from utter Lethe. 
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“ I do mot moan it. But I will, with your per minion, watch in the 
street. The attack may he renewed.” 

And if it be, ” said Simon, “ thou wilt have better access to drive 
them back, having the vantage of the house. It is the way of 
lighting which suits us burghers best— that of resisting from beliind 
stone walls. Our duty of watch and ward teaches us that trick ; 
besides, enough are awake and* astir to insure us peace and quiet till 
morning. So come in this way.” 

So saying, he drew Henry, nothing loth, into the same apartment 
where they had supped, anil where the old woman, who was on foot, 
disturbed as others had been by the nocturnal affray, soon roused up 
the fire. 

“ And now, my doughty son,” said the Glover, “ what liquor wilt 
thou pledge thy father in ?” 

Henry Smitli had suffered himself to sink mechanically upon a 
seat of old black oak, and now gazed on the fire, that flashed back a 
ruddy light over his manly features. He muttered to himself half 
audibly — “ Good Henry— brave Ilcnry— Ah ! had she but said dear 
Henry ! ” 

“ What liquors be these?” said the old Glover, laughing. “My 
cellar holds none such ; but if sack, or rbenish, or wine of Gascony 
can serve, why, say the word and the flagon foams— that is all.” 

‘‘The kindest thanks,” said the armourer still musing, “that's 
more than she ever said to me before— -the kindest thanks — what 
may not that stretch to.” 

** It shall stretch like kid’s leather, man,” said the Glover, “ if thou 
wilt but be ruled, and say what thou, wilt take for thy morning’s 
fraught” 

* *■ Whatever thou wilt father,” answered the Armourer, carelessly, 
mnl relapsed into the analysis of Catharine's spltehto him. “ She 
spoke, of my warm heart; but she also spoke of Tf^&4jeekless hand. 
What carl My thing can I do to get rid of this fighting foucy ? Cer- 
tainly T were best strike my right hand off, and nail it to the door of 
a church, that it may never do me discredit more.” , 

“ You have chopped off hands enough for one night,” said his 
Triend, setting a flagon of vine on the fable. “ Why dost thou vex 
thyself, man ? She would love thee twice as well did she not see how 
thou ditjj^jiyt. upon her. But it becomes serious now. I am not to 
have the usk of my booth being broken, and my house plundered, by 
live hell-raking followers of (lie nobles, because she is called the Fair 
Maid of Perth, and please ye. ?S r q, she shall know I am her father, 
and will have that- obedience to which law and gospel give me right. 
I will have her thy wife, Henry, my heart of gold — thy wife, my man 
of mettle, and that before many weeks are over. Come, come, here 
is to thy merry bridal, jolly Smith.” 

Tlie lather quaffed a large cup, and filled it to his adopted sou, 
whey raised it slowly to his head ; then, ere it lmd reached his Jips, 
replaced it suddenly on the table, and shook his head. 
c ,’“ Nav, if tihou wilfrnol pledge me to such a health, I know no one 
who will, said. Simon, What- canst thou moan, thou foolish lad ? 
Here has a chance happened, which in a manner places her in thy 
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E ower, since from one end of the city to the other, all would cry fie on 
er if she should say thee nay. I lore am I, her father, not only con- 
senting to the- cutting out of the match, but willing to see you two 
closely united together, as ever needle stitched buckskin. Anti wlTn 
all this on thy side— fortune, father, and all— thou lookest like a dis; .= 
traded lover "in a ballad, more like to pitch thyself into the Toy, than 
to woo a lass that may be had for the asking, if you can but choose 
the lucky minute.” 

“Ay, out that lucky minute, father ! I question much if Catharine 
ever has such a moment to glance on earth and its inhabitants, as 
might lead her to listen to a coarse, ignorant, borrel man like me. 

I cannot tell how it is, father; elsewhere I can hold up my head like 
another man, but with your saintly daughter I Jose heart and courage, 
and I cannot help thinking that it would be well-nigh robbing a holy 
shrine, if I could spcceed m surprising her affections. Her thoughts 
are too much fitted for heaven to be wasted on such a one as I 
am.” 

“ E’en as you like, Henry,” answered the Glover. “ My daughter 
is not courting you any more than I am— a fair offer is no cause of 
feud 5— only if you think that I will give in to her foolish notions of 
a convent, take it with you that I will never listefi to them. I love 
and honour the Church,” he said, crossing himself. I pay her rights 
duly and cheerfully; tithes and alms, wine and wax, I pay them as 
justly, I say, as any man in Perth of my means doth ; but I cannot 
afford the Church my only and single cwc-lamb that I have in the 
world. Her mother was dear to me on earth, and ig now an angel 
in heaven. Catharine is all I have to remind me of Her 1 have lost ; 
and if she goes to the cloister, it shall be when these old eyes are 
closed for ever, and not sooner.— But as for you, friend Gow, l*' 
pray you will act according to your own best liking. I want to force 
no wife on you, I promise you. 

“ Nay, now, you beat the iron twice over,” said Henry. “ It is thus 
we always end, father, by your being testy with me for not doing that 
thing in the world which would make me happiest, were I to have it 
in ray pbwer. . Why, father, I would the keenest dirk I ever forged 
were sticking in my heart at this moment, if there is one single par-’ 
tide in it that is not more your daughter’s property than my own. 
But wliat can I do? I cannot think less of her, or more of jnyself, 
than we both deserve ; and what seems to you so easy and certain, is 
to me as difficult as it would be to work a steel hauberk out of hards 
of flax. — But here is to you, father,” he added, in a more cheerful 
tone; " and here is to mv fair Saint, and Valentine, as I hope your 
Catharine will be mine for the season. And let me not keep your 
old head longer from the pillow, but make interest with your feather- 
bed till daybreak ; and then you must be my guide to your daughter’s 
chambcr-aoor, and my apology for entering it, to bid her good- ” 
morrow, for the brightest that the sun will awaken in the city or*for 
miles round it ! ” 

“No bad advice, my son,” said the honest Glover.* “But you, 
wlmt will you do ? will you lie down beside me, or takc,a pari of Coy- ' 
achar’s bed ?” 
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"Neither,” answered Hatty Gow; “I should but prevent your 
rest ; and for me this easy-chair is worth a down bed, and I will sleep 
<*Uke.a sentinel, with my graitli about me/* 

As he spoke, lie laid his hand on his sword. 

, “Nay, Heaven- send us no more need of weapons. — Good-night, or 
rather, good-morrow, till day-peep— and the first who wakes calls up 
the other.” 

Thus parted the two burghers. The Glover retired* to his bed, 
and, it is to be supposed, to rest. The lover was not so fortunate. 
His bodily frame easily bore the fatigue which lie had encountered 
in the course of the night, but his mind was of a different and more 
delicate mould. In one point of view, He was but the stout burgher 
of his period, proud alike of his art in making weapons, and wield- 
ing them when made ; his professional jealousy, personal strength, 
and skill in the use of arms, brought him into many quarrels, which 
had made him generally feared, and in some instances disliked. 
But with these qualities were united the simple good-nature of a 
child, and at the same time an imaginative and enthusiastic temper, 
which seemed little to correspond with his labours at the forge, or 
his combats in the field. Perhaps a little of the harebrained and 
ardent feeling which lie had picked out of old ballads, or from the 
metrical romances which were his sole source of information or know- 
ledge, may have been the means of pricking him on to some of his 
achievements, which had often a rude strain of chivalry in them ; at 
least it was certain that his Ioyc to the fair Catharine had in it a 
delicacy such as might have become the stiuire of low degree, who 
was honoured, if song speaks truth, with the smiles of the King qf 
Hungary's daughter. His sentiments towards her were certainly as 
exalted as if they had been fixed upon an actual -angel, which made 
old Simon, and others who watched his conduct, think that his pas- 
sion was too high and devotional to be successful with maiden of 
mortal mould. They were mistaken!, however. Catharine, coy and 
reserved as she was, had a heart which could feel and understand the 
nature ami depth of the armourer's passion ; and whether she was 
able to repay it or not, she had as much secret pride in the attach- 
ment of the redoubted Henry Gow, as a lady of romance may be sup- 
posed to have in the company of a tame lion, who follows to provide 
for and defend her. It was with sentiments of the most sincere 
gratitude that she recollected, as she awoke at dawn, the services of 
Henry during the course of the eventful night ; and the first thought 
which she dwelt upon, was the means of making him understand Tier 
feelings. 

Arising hastily from bed, and half blushing at her own purpose — 
“ I have Hecn cold to him, and perhaps unjust; I will not be ungrate- 
ful” she said to herself, “ though 1 cannot yield to his suit ; I will 
not wait till my father compels me to receive him as my Valentino 
4or the year ; I will seek him out, and choose him myself I have 
thought other girls bold when they did something lilcc this ; but I 
shall thnsDest please my father, and but discharge the rites duetto 
good Saint Valentine by showing my gratitude to this brave man.” 

Hastily slipping on her dress, which, nevertheless, was left a good 
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deal more disordered than usual, she tripped down stairs and tipened 
the door of the chamber, in which, as she had guessed, her lover had 
passed the hours after the fray. Catharino paused at the door, ani 
became half afraid of executing her purpose, which not only per- 
mitted but enjoined the Valentines or the year to begin their con-/ 
nection with a kiss of affection. It was looked upon as a peculiarly 
propitious omen, if the one party could find the other asleep, ana 
awaken him or her by performance of this interesting ceremony. 

Never was a fairer opportunity offered for commencing this mystic 
tie, than that which now presented itself to Catharine. After many 
and various thoughts, sleep had at length overcome the stout ar- 
mourer in the chair in which he had deposited himself. Ilis features 
in repose had a more firm and manly cast than Catharine had thought, 
who, having generally seen them fluctuating between shamefaced- 
ness and apprehension of her displeasure, had been used to connect 
with them some idea of imbecility. 

“ lie looks very stern,” khtTsaid; “if he should be angry— and 
then when he awakes— we are alone— if I should call Dorothy — if I 
should wake my father— but no! — it is a thing of custom, and done 
in all maidenly* and sisterly love and honour. I will not suppose that 
Ilenry can mis con strue it, and I will not let a childish bashftilness 
put tny gratiturtcTto sleep.” 

So saying, she tripped along the floor of the apartment with a light, 
though hesitating step, ami a. cheek crimsoned at her own purpose ; 
and gliding to the chair of the sleeper, dropped a kiss upon his lips 
as light as if a rose-leaf had fallen on them. The slumbers must 
have been slight which such a touch could dispel, and the dreams of 
the sleeper must needs have been connected with the cause of the 
interruption, since Henry, instantly starting up, caught the. maiden 
in his anus, and attempted to return in ecstasy the salute which had 
broken his repose. Hut Catharine struggled in his embrace ; and 
as her efforts implied alarmed modesty, rather than maidenly coyness, 
her bashful lover suffered her to escape a grasp, from which twenty 
times her strength could not have extricated her. 

“Nay, he not angry, good Henry” paid Catharine, in the kindest 
tone, to her surprised lover. “ I have paid my vows to Saint Valen- 
tine, to show howl value the mate which he lias sent me for the 
year. Let but my father be present., and I will 7iot dare to refuse 
thee the revenge you may claim for a broken sleep. 5 ' 

“Let not that be a hindrance,” said the old Glover, rushing in 
ecstasy into the room — “ to her, Smith— to her — strike while the iron 
is hot, and teach her what it is not to let sleeping dogs lie still.” 

Thus encouraged, Henry, though perhaps with less alarming viva- 
city, again seized the blushing; maiden in his arms, who submitted 
with a tolerable grace to receive repayment of her salute a dozen 
times repeated, and with an energy very different from that which 
had provoked such severe retaliation. At length she again extri- 
cated herself from her lover’s arms, and, as if frightened and repent- 
ing what she had done, threw herself into a seat; and covered her 
face with her hands. - 

“Cheer up, thou silly girl,” said her father, “and be not ashamed 
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that thou hast made the two happiest men in Perth, since thy old 
father is one of them. Never was kiss so well bestowed, and meet 
It is that it should be suitably returned. Look up, my darling ! look 
up, and let me see thee give but one smile. By my honest word, the 
suu that now rises over our fair city shows no sight that can give me 
greater pleasure. — What,” he continued, in a jojguse tone, “thou 
thoughtst thou hadst Jamie Iveddie’s 1 ring, and couldst walk invis- 
ible? but not so, my fairy of the dawning. Just as I was about to 
rise 1 heard thy chamber door open, and watched thee dowu-stairs 
— not to protect thee against this sleepy-headed Henry, but to sec 
with my own delighted eyes my beloved girl do that which her father 
most wished. — Come, put down these foolish hands, and though thou 
bluslicst a little, it will only the better grace Saint Valentine’s morn 
when blushes best become a maiden's cheek.” 

As Simon Glover spoke, he pulled away, with gentle violence, the 
hands which hid Lis daughter’s face. She blushed deeply indeed, 
but there was more than maiden’s shame in her face, and her eyes 
were fast idling with tears. 

“ What. ! weeping, love ? ” continued her father — “ nay, nay, this 
is more fhau need— Ilenry, help me to comfort this little tool.’* 

Catharine made an effort to collect herself and to smile, but the 
smile was of a melancholy and serious cast. 

“I only meant to say. father,' 1 said the Fair Maid of Perth, with 
continued exertion, “ that in chousing Henry Gow for my Valentine, 
and rendering lo him the rights ami greeting of the morning, accord' 
ing to wonted custom, L meant but to show my gratitude to him for 
his manly and faithful service, and my obedience to you— But do not 
lead him* to think — and, oil, dearest father, do not yourself entertain 
an idea, that I meant more than what the promise to he his faithful 
and affectionate Valentine through the year requires of me.” 

“ Ay —ay— ay —ay — we understand it all,” said Simon, in the sooth- 
ing lone whielf nurses apply to children — “We understand wlmt the 
meaning is ; enough for once ; enough for once. Thou sbalt not be 
frightened or hurried.— Loving, true, and faithful Valentinos are ye, 
and the rest as Heaven and opportunity shall permit. Come, prithee, 
have done— wring not thy tiny hands, nor fear farther persecution now. 
Thou hast done bravely, excellently— And now, away to Dorothy, mid 
call up the old sluggard ; W’e must have a substantial breakfast, after 
a night of confusion and a morning of joy; and Ihv hand will be 
needed to prepare for us some of these delicate cakes, which no one 
can make but thyself; and well hast thou a right to the secret, seeing 
who taught it thee. — Ah ! health to the soul of thy dearest mother.” 
lie added, with a sigh, u how blithe would she have been to sec this 
happy Saint Valentine’s morning ! ” 

Catharine took the opportunity of escape which was thus given 
her, and glided from the room. To Henry it seemed as if the suu 
had disappeared from the heaven at mid-day, and left, the world in 
sudden obscurity.. Even the high-swelled hopes with which the late 

. 1 There is a tradition that one Keddie, a tailor, found in ancient da vs aria#, possess- 
ing the properties of that of Gyges, in a cavoru of the rouiuutic hill of Ktanoul, near 
Perth. 
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incident liad filled him began to quail as he reflected upon her 
altered demeanour — the tears in hereyes — the obvious fear which 
occupied her features— and the pains she had taken to show, a£ 
plainly as delicacy would permit, that the advances which she had 
made to him were limited to the character with which the rites of the 
day had invested him. Iler father looked on his fallen countenance 
with something like surprise and displeasure. . 

“ In the name of good Saint John, what has befallen you, that 
makes you look as grave as an owl, when a lad of your spirit, having 
really such a fancy for this poor girl as you pretend, ought to be as 
lively as a lark V* . 

"Alas, father ! ” replied the crestfallen lover, “ there is that written 
oil her brow, which says she loves me well enough to he my Valen- 
tine, especially since you wish it — but not well enough to be my 
wife.” 

".Now, a plague on thee for a cold down-hearted goose-cap, an- 
swered the ratlier. “ I can read a woman's brow as well, and better 


than thou ; and I can see no such matter on hers. What, the foul 
fiend, man ! there thou wast lying like a lord in thy elbow-chair, as 
sound asleep as a judge, when, hadst thou been a lover of any spirit, 
thou wouldst have been watching the east for the first ray of the sun. 
But there thou layest, snoring, lwarrant, thinking nought about her, 
up anything else ; and the poor girl rises at peep of day, lest any one 
else should pick up her most precious ana vigilant Valentine, and 
wakes thee with a grace, which— so help me, StTfilacgrider ! — would 
have put life in an anvil ; and thou awakest to hone, and pine, and 
moan, as if she had drawn a hot iron across thy lips ! I would to St 
John she had sent old Dorothy on the errand, and bound thee for 
thy Valentine-service to that bundle of dry bones, with never a tooth 
in her head. She were fittest Valentine in Perth for so c rqve n a 
wooer. 5 * 


"As to craven, father/* answered the Smith, "there arc twenty 
good cocks, whose combs I have plucked, can tell thee if I am craven 
or no. And Heaven knows that I would give my good land, held by 
burgess’ tenure, with smithy, bellows, tongs, anvil, and all, providing 
it would make your view of the matter the true one. But it is not 
of her coyness or her blushes that I speak ; it is of the paleness 
which so soon followed the red, and chased it from her cheeks; and 
it is of the tears which succeeded. It was like the April shower 
stealing upon, and obscuring the fairest dawning that ever beamed 
over the Tay.” 

“ Tutti, tftifcti,” replied the Glover ; “ neither Home nor Perth were 
built in a day. Thou hast fished salmon a thousand times, and mightst 
have taken a lesson. When the fish has taken the fly, to pull %hard 
strain on the line would snap the tackle to pieces, were it made of 
wire. Ease your hand, man, and let him run ; take leisure, and in 
half an hour thou layest him on the bank.— There is a beginning, as 
fair as vou could wish, unless you expect the poor wench 1*> come to 
thy beaside, as she did to thy chair; and that is hot the fashion of 
modest maidens. But observe me ; after we 1 iayc had oifr breakfast, 
I will take care thou hast an opportunity to speak thy mind ; only 



THE FAIR MAID OF PERTH# 89 

beware tliou be neither too backward, nor press her too hard. Give 
her line enough ; but do not slack too fast, and my life for yours upon 
i the issue.” 

“Do what I can, father.’* answered Henry, “you will always lay 
the blame on me ; either that I give too much head, or that I strain 
the tackle. I would give the best habergeon I ever wrought, that 
the difficulty, in truth, rested with me ; for there were then the bet- 
ter chance of its being removed. I own, however, I am but an ass 
in the trick of bringing about such discourse as is to the purpose for 
the occasion.’* 

“ Come into the booth with me, my son, and I will furnish thee 
with a fitting theme. Tliou knowest the maiden who ventures to 
kiss a sleeping man, wins of him a pair of gloves. Come to my 
booth; thou shalt have a pair of delicate kid-skin, that will exactly 
suit her hand and arm.— I was thinking of her poor mother when 1 
shaped them,” added honest Simon with a sigh ; “ and except Cathar- 
ine, I know not the woman in Scotland whom they would nt, though 
I have measured most of the high beauties of the court. Come with 
me, I say, and thou shalt be provided with a theme to wag thy tongue 
upon, providing thou hast courage and caution to staud by thee in 
thy wooing.” 


CHAPTER VI. 

Never to man Khali Catharine give her hand. 

Tauting of the Shrew. 

The breakfast was served, and the thin soft cakes, made of flour 
and honey according to the family receipt, were not only commended 
with all the partiality of a father and a lover, but done liberal justice 
to in the mode which is best proof of cake as well as pudding. They 
talked, jested, and laughed. Catharine, too, had recovered her 
cqujmimity where the dames and damsels of the period Were apt to 
lose theirs— in the kitchen, namely, and in the superintendence of 
household affairs, in which she was an adept. I question much if tho 
perusal of Seneca for as long a period would have had equal effect 
in composing her mind. 

Old Dorothy sat down at the board-cud, as was the homespun 
fashion of the period ; and so much were the two men amused with 
their own conversation,— and Catharine occupied either in attending 
to them, or with her own reflections,— that the old woman was the 
first who observed the absence of the boy Couachar. 

“ It is true,” said the Master Glover ; “ go call him, the idle High- 
land loon, lie was not seen last night during the fray neither, at 
least I saw him not. Did any of you observe lum ? ” 

The reply was negative ; and Henry’s observation followed,-— 

“TJiert are times when Highlanders can couch like their own 
deer,— ay, pid ruu from danger too as fast. I have seen them do so 
myself, for the matter of that.” * _ . 
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“—And there are times,” replied Simon, “ when King Arthur and 
his Round Table could not make stand against them. I wish, Henry, 
you would speak more reverently of the Highlanders. They are often 
]n Perth, both alone and in numbers j ami you ought to keep peace 
with them so long as they will keep peace with you.” 

An answer of defiance rose to Henry’s lips, but he prudently sup- 
pressed it. 

“Why, thou k nowest, father,” he said, smiling, “that we handi- 
crafts best love the folk wc live by ; now my craft "provides for valiant 
and noble knights, gentle squires and pages, stout men-at-arms, and 
others that wear the weapons which we make. It is natural 1 should 
like the Uuthvens, the Lindsays, the Ogilvys, the Oliphants, and so 
many others of our brave and noble neighbours, who are sheathed 
in steel of my making, like so many Paladins, better than those 
naked, snatching mountaineers, who are ever doing us wrong, espe- 
cially since no five of each clan have a rusty shirt of mail as old as 
their brattach; 1 aud that is but the work of the clumsy clan-smith 
after all, who is no member of our honourable mystery, but simply 
works at the anvil, where his father wrought before" him. I say, such 
people can have no favour in the eyes of an honest craftsman.” 

“ Well, well,” answered Simon : “ I prithee let the matter rest even 
now, for here comes the loitering hoy : and though it is a holiday 
morn, I want no more bloody puddings.” 

The youth entered accordingly. Ills face was pale, his eyes red; 
and there was an air of discomposure about his whole person. He 
sat down at the lower end of the table, opposite to Dorothy, and 
crossed himself, as if preparing for his morning’s meal. As lie did 
not help himself to any food, Catharine offered him a platter con- 
taining some of the cakes which had met with such general approba- 
tion. At first lie rejected her offered kindness rather sullenly ; but 
on her repeating the offer with a smile of good-will, he took a cake 
in his hand, broke it, and was about to eat a morsel, when the effort 
to swallow seemed almost too much for him ; and though he suc- 
ceeded, he did not repeat it. 

“ Yon have a had appetite for Saint Valentine’s morning; Con- 
achar,” said his good-humoured master; “and yet I think you must 
have slept soundly the night before, since 1 conclude you were not 
disturbed by the noise of the scuffle. Why, I thought a lively (Ihinic- 
amie would have been nt his master’s side, dirk in hand, at the first 
Bound of danger which arose within a mile of us.” 

“ I heard but an indistinct noise,” said the youth, his face glowing* 
suddenly like a heated coal, “ which I took for the shout of some 
merry revellers ; and you arc wont to bid me never open door or 
window, or alarm the house, on the score of such folly.” 

* Well, well,” said Sirnon; “1 thought a Highlander would have 
known better the difference betwixt the clash of swords and the 
twanging on harps, the wild war-cry and the merry hunt’s up. Rut 
let it pass, boy ; t am glad thou art losing thy quarrelsome fashions. 
Eat thy breakfast, any way, as 1 have that to employ thee winch re- 
quires hasted 
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“I have breakfasted already, and -am in haste myself. I am for 
the hills — Have you any message to my father ? ” 

“ None,” replied the Glover, in some surprise ; “ but art thou be- 
side thyself, boy ? or what a vengeance takes thee from the city, like 
the wing of the whirlwind ? ” 

' “ Mv warning has been sudden,” said Conacliar, speaking with 
difficulty ; but whether arising from the hesitation incidental to the 
use of a foreign language, or whether from some other cause, could 
not easily be distinguished. “ There is to be . o meeting — a great 
hunting ” Here he stopped. * 

“ And when are you to return from this blessed hunting ? ” said his 
master ; “ that is, if I may make so bold as to ask.” 

“I cannot exactly answer.” replied the apprentice. “Perhaps 
never— if such be my fathers pleasure,” continued Conachar, with 
assumed indifference. 

“ I thought,” said Simon Glover, rather seriously, “ that all this 
was to he laid aside, when at earnest intercession I took you under 
my roof. I thought that when I undertook, being very loth to do so, 
to teach you an honest trade, we were to hear no more of hunting, or 
hosting, or clan-gatherings, or any matters of the kind ? ” 

“ I was not consulted when I was sent hither,” said the lad, 
haughtily. I cannot tell what the terms were.’’ 

“But I can tell you. Sir Conachar,” said the Clover, angrily, 
“ that there is no fashion of honesty in binding yourself to au honest 
craftsman, and spoiling more hides than your own is worth; and 
now, when you are of age to be of some service, in taking up the 
disposal of your time at your pleasure, as if it were your own pro- 
perty, not your master’s.” 

“ lieckou with my father about that,” answered Conachar ; “ he 
will pay you gallantly — a French mutton 1 for every hide I have 
spoiled, and a fat cow or bullock for each day I have been absent.” 

“Close with him, friend Glover — close with him,” said the ar- 
mourer, drily. “Thou wilt be paid gallantly at least, if not honestly. 
Mctl links 1 would like to know how many purses have been emptied 
to fill the goat-skin sporran 2 3 that is to be so free to you of its gold, 
and whose pastures the bullocks have been calved in, that are to bo 
sent down to you from the Grampian passes ? ” 

“You remind me, friend,” said the Highland youth, turning 
haughtily towards the Smith, “ that 1 have also a reckoning to hold 
with you.” 

“ Keep at arm’s-length, then,” said Henry, extending his brawny 
arm, — “ 1 will have no more close hugs — no more bodkin work, like 
last night— I care little for a wasp’s sting, yet I will not allow the 
insect to come near me if I have warning. 

Conachar smiled contemptuously. “1 meant thee no harm,” he 
said. “ My father’s son did thee but too much honour to spill such 

l Mout on, a French gold coin, so called from its being impressed with the imago of 

a lamb. • 

3 TITO Highland pouch, generally formed of goat-skin, and worn in front of the garb, 

. is called in Gaelic a Sponmu A ftporran-m/ruJ lack ia a shaggy pouch, formed, os they 
usually are, of goat-skin, or some such material, with the rough side outermost. 
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churl’s blood. J will pay yop for it by the drop, that it may be dried 
up, and no longer soil my fingers.” 

“ Peace, thou bragging ape ! ” said the Smith ; “ the blood of a^ 
true man cannot be vRffled m gold. The only expiation would be 
that thou shouldst come a mile into the Low Country with two of 
the strongest gallo-glasses of thy clan, and while I dealt with them, I' 
would leave thee to the correction of my apprentice, little Jankin.” 

Here Catharine interposed. “ Peace/’ she said, “ my trusty Valen- 
tine, whom I have a right to command ; and peace, you Conachar, 

. who ought to obey me as your master’s daughter. It is ill done to 
awaken again on the morrow, the evil which has been laid to sleep 
at night.” 

“Farewell, then, master.” said Conachar, after another look of 
scorn at the Smith, which lie only answered with a laugh. “Fare- 
well ! and I thank you for your kindness, which has been more than 
1 deserved. If I have at times seemed less than thankful, it was the 

fault of circumstances, and not of my will. Catharine ” He cast 

upon the maiden a look of strong emotion, in which various feelings 
were blended. He hesitated, as if to say something, and at length 
turned away with the single word farewell. Five minutes afterwards, 
with Highland buskins on his feet, and a small bundle in his hand, 
lie passed through the north gate of Perth, and directed his course 
to the Highlands. 

“ There goes enough of beggary and of pride for a whole High- 
land clan,” said Henry. “ lie talks as familiarly of gold pieces as I 
would of silver pennies ; and yet I will be sworn that the thumb of 
his mother’s worsted glove might hold the treasure of the whole 
clan.” 

“Like enough/’ said the Glover, laughing at the idea; “his 
mother was a large-boned woman, especially in the tingers and wrist.” 

“ And as for cattle,” continued Henry, “ I reckon his father and 
brothers steal sheep by one at a time.” 

“ The less we say of them the belter,” said the Glover, becoming 
again grave. “ Brothers fie hatli none ; his father is a powerful man 
—hath long hands— reaches a*, far as he can, and hears farther than 
it is necessary to talk offeun.” , 

“And yet he bath Ijauffd iik only bn apprentice to a glover in 
Perth?” said Henry. “Why,! should have thought the Gentle 
Craft, as it is called, of St Crispin, would have suited him best; 
and that if the son _of some .great Mac or 0 was to become an 
artisan, it coaid , only be in the craft where princes set him the 
example.” ; 

Tins remaukj tlfough ironical, seemed to awaken our friend Simon’s 
sense of professional dignity, which was a prevailing feeling that 
marked the jptfifiers of the artisans of the time. 

“ You ferr, son Henry,” he replied, with much gravity ; “ the 
glovers aaflfyith*rtpore honourable craft of the two, m regard they* 
provide foi^he accommodation of the hands, whereas the shoemakers 
and cordwiimers do but work for the feet.” 1 


i See Note H, The Glovers, 
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“ Botlr equally necessary members of the body corporate,” said 
* Henry, whose father had been a cordwainer. 

.“It may be so, my son,” said the Glorer; "but not both alike 
honourable. Bethink you, that we employ the hands as pledges of 
friendship and good faith, and the feet have no such privilege. 
Brave men fight with their hands— cowards employ their feet in 
flight. A glove is borne aloft, a shoe is trampled in the mire a 
man greets a friend with his open hand ; he spurns a dog, or one 
whom he holds as mean as a dog, with his advanced foot. A glove 
on the point of a spear is a sign and pledge of faith all the wide 
world over, as a gauntlet flung down is a gage of knightly battle; 
while I know no other emblem belonging to an old shoe, except that 
some crones will fling them after a man byway of good-luck, in 
which practice I avow myself to entertain no confidence.” 

“Nay,” said the Smith, amused with his friend's eloquent plead- 
ing for the dignity of the art he practised, " I am not the man, I 
promise you, to disparage the glover's mystery. Bethink you, I am 
myself a maker of gauiitlets. But the dignity of vour ancient craft 
removes not my wonder, that the father of this Conachar suffered 
liis son to learn a trade of any kind from a Lowland craftsman, hold- 
ing us, as they do, altogether beneath their magnificent degree, and 
a race of contemptible drudges, unworthy of any other fate than to 
be ill-used and plundered, as often as these barebreeehed Dunnie- 
wassals see safety and convenience for doing so.” 

“ Ay,” answered the Glover, " but there were powerful reasons 

for— for ■” He withheld something which seemed upon his lips, 

and went on, " for Conachar’s father acting as he did. — Well, I have 
played fair with him, and I do not doubt but he will act honourably 
•by me. — But Conachar’s sudden leave-taking lias put me to some 
inconvenience. He had tilings under his charge. 1 must look 
through the booth.” 

"Can I help you, father?” said Henry Gow, deceived by the 
earnestness of nis manner. 

"You?— no,”— said Simon, with a dryness which made Henry so 
sensible of the simplicity of his proposal, that he blushed tor the eyes 
-at his own dulness of comprehension, in a matter where love ought 
| to have induced him to take his cue easily up. "You, Catharine,” 

' said the Glover, as he left the room, u entertain your Valentine for 
five minutes, and see he departs not till my return. — Come hither 
with me, old Dorothy, aud bestir thy limbs in my. behalf.” 

He left the room, followea by the old woman ; and Henry Smith 
remained with Catharine, almost for the first time in liis life, entirely 
alone. There was embarrassment on the maiden’s part, and awk- 
wardness on that of the lover, for about a minute ; when Henry, 
calling up his** courage, pulled the gloves out of his pocket with 
which Simon had supplied him, and asked her to permit one 
$A\q had been so highly graced that morning to pay the usual 
.•penalty for being asleep at the moment when he would have 
given the slumbers, of a whole twelvemonth to be awake for a single 
minute.* 

^ ’ " JNay, but , 1 h said Catharine, " the fulfilment of my homage to St 



44 


THIS FAIR MAU> OF PERTH. 

Valentine infers no finch penalty as you desire to pay, and! cannot 
therefore think of accepting them.” 

b These gloves,” said llenry, advancing his seat insidiously to- 
wards Catharine as he spoke, “ were wrought by the hands that are 
dearest to you 5 and see— they are shaped for your own.” He ex- 
tended them as he spoke, and taking her arm in his robust hand, 
spread the gloves beside it to show how well they fitted. “Look 
at that taper arm,” ho said, “ look at these- small fingers 5 think 
who sewed these seams of silk and gold, and think whether the 
glove, and the arm which alone the glove can fit, ought to remain 
separate, because the poor glove liasliad the misfortune to be for a 
passing minute in the keeping of a hand so swart and rough as mine.” 

“ They are welcome as coming from my father,” said Catharine ; 
“ and surely not less so as coming from myfi'iend” (and there was 
an emphasis on the word), “ as well as my Valentine and preserver.” 

“ Let me aid to do them on,” said the Smith, bringing himself yet 
closer to her side ; “ they may seem a little over-tight at first, and 
you may require some assistance.” 

“ You are skilful in such service, good Henry Gow,” said the 
maiden, smiling, but at the same time drawing farther from her lover. 

“In good faith, no,” said Henry, shaking his head; “my experi- 
ence has been in donning steel gauntlets on mailed knights, more 
than in fitting embroidered gloves upon maidens.” 

“ I will trouble you then no further, and Dorothy shall aid me — 
though there needs no assistance — my father’s eye and fingers are 
faithful to his craft ; what work he puts through his hands is always 
. true to the measure.” 

“ Let me be convinced of it,” said the Smith ; let me see that 
these slender gloves actually match the hands they were made for.” 

“Some other time, good Henry,” answered the maiden; “I will 
wear the gloves in honour of St Valentine, and the mate he has sent 
me for the season. I would to Heaven I could pleasure my father 
as well in weightier matters— at present the perfume of the leather 
harms the headache 1 have had since morning.” 

“ Headache ! dearest maiden ?” echoed her lover. 

“ It* you call it heartache, you will not misname it,” said Catharine, 
with a sigh, and proceeded to speak in a very serious tone. “ Ilenrv,” 
she said, “ I am going perhaps to he as bold as I gave you reason’' to 
think me this morning; for I am about to speak the first upon a 
subject, on which, it may well be, 1 ought to wait till 1 had to an- 
swer you. But 1 cannot, after what has happened this morning-, 
suffer my feelings towards you to renmiu unexplained, without the 
possibility of iny being greatly misconceived.— Nay, do not answer 
till you have heard me out — You arc brave, Henry, beyond most 

men, honest and true as the steel you work upon ” 

* s Stop — stop, Catharine, for mercy’s sake ! You never said so 
much that was good concerning me, save to introduce some bitter . 
censure, of which your praises were the harbingers. I am honest/* 
and so forth, you would say, but a hot-brained brawler, ai?d common 
sworder or stabber.” , 

M I should injure both myself and you in calling you such. No, 
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henry, to* no common stabber, had he worn a plume in his bonnet, 
pnd gold spurs on his heels, would Catharine Glover have offered 
the little grace she has this day voluntarily done to you. If I have 
at times dwelt severely upon the proneness of your spirit to anger, 
and of your hand to strife, it is because I would have you. if I could 
so persuade you, hate in yourself the sins of vanity ana wrath, by 
which you are most easily beset. I have spoken on the topic more 
to alarm your own conscience, than to express my opinion. I know, 
os well as my father, that in these forlorn and desperate days the 
whole customs of our nation, nay, of every Christian nation, may be 

3 noted in favour of bloody quarrels for trifling causes ; of the taking 
eadly and deep revenge for slight offences; and the slaughter of 
each other for emulation of honour, or often in mere sport. But I 
know that for all these things we shall one day be called into 
judgment ; and fain would I convince fcliee, my brave and generous 
friend, to listen oftener to the dictates of thy good heart, and take 
less pride in the strength and dexterity of thy unsparing arm.” 

“I am— I am convinced, Catharine,” exclaimed Henry; “thy 
words shall henceforward be a law to me. I have done enough, far 
too much, indeed, for proof of my bodily strength and courage ; but 
it is only from you, Catharine, that I can learn a better way of think- 
ing. Remember, my fair Valentine, that my ambition of distinction 
in arms, and my love of strife, if it can be called such, do not fight 
£ven-lmnded with my reasou and my milder dispositions, hut have 
their patrons and sticklers to egg them on. Is there a quarrel, — 
and suppose that I, tliinkiug on vour counsels, am something loth to 
engage in it, — believe you I am left to decide between peace or war 
^t my own choosing? Not so, by St Mary! there are a hundred 
round me to stir me on. ‘Why, how now, Smith, is thy mainspring 
rusted?’ says one. ‘Jolly Henry is deaf on the quarrelling ear this 
morning,’ says another. ‘ Stand to it, for the honour of Perth/ says 
my Lord the Provost. * Harry against them for a gold noble/ cries 
your father, perhaps. Now, what can a poor follow do, Catharine, 
when all are hallooing him on in the devil’s name, and not a soul 
putting in a word on the other side?” 

“ Nay, 1 know the devil has factors enough to utter his wares,” 
said Catharine; “but it is our duty to despise such idle arguments, 
though they may be pleaded even by those to whom wc owe much 
love and honour.” 

“ Then there are the minstrels, with their roinaunts and ballads, 
which place all a man’s praise in receiving and repaying hard blows. 
It is sad to tell, Catharine, how many of my sins that Blind Harry 
the Minstrel hath to answer for. When I hit a downright blow, it is 
not fso save me, St John !) to do any man injury, but only to strike 
as William Wallace struck.” 

The Minstrel’s namesake spoke this in such a tone of rueful 
seriousness, that Catharine could scarce forbear smiling ; but never- 
theless she assured him that the danger of his own and other men’s 
lives ought jfot for a moment to be weighed against such simple toys. 

Ay, but,” replied Henry, emboldened by her smiles “ methinks 
now the good cause of peace would thrive all the better for an advo- 
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cate. Suppose, for example, that when I am pressed and*' urged t<? 
lay hand on . my weapon, I could have cause to recollect that there, 
was a gentle and guardian angel at home, whose image would seem 
to whisper, ‘Henry, do no violence; it is my hand which you crim- 
son witn blood— Henry, rush upon no idle danger; it is my breast 
which you expose to injury ;’ sucli thoughts would do more to restrain 
my mood, than if every monk in Perth should cry, * Hold thy hand, 
on pain of bell, book, and candle.’ ” 

"If such a warning as could be given by the voice of sisterly affec- 
tion can have weight in the debate,” said Catharine; “do think, 
that in striking, you empurple this hand ; that in receiving wounds,, 
you harm thisliearfc.” 

The Smith took courage at the sincerely affectionate tone in 
which these words were delivered. 

“ And wherefore not stretch your regard a degree beyond these 
cold limits ? Why, since you are so kind and generous as to own 
some interest in tne poor ignorant sinner before you, should you not 
at once adopt him as your scholar and your husband? Your father 
desires it ; the town expects it ; glovers ami smiths arc preparing 
their rejoicings; and you, only you, whose words are so fair and so 
kind, you will not give your consent ! ” 

" Henry,” said Catharine, in a low and tremulous voice, “ believe 
me, 1 should hold it my duty to comply with my father's commands^ 
were there not obstacles invincible to the match which he proposes. 

“Yet think— think but for a moment. I have little to say for 
myself in comparison of you, who can both read and write. But 
then I wish to near reading, and could listen to your sweet voice for 
ever. You love music, and I have been taught to play and sing as 
well as some minstrels. You love to be charitable; I have cnougll 
to give and enough to keep ; as large a daily alms as a deacon gives 
would never he missed by me. Your father gets old for daily toil; 
lie would live with us, as 1 should truly hold him for my father also. 
I would he as chary of mixing in causeless strife as of thrusting my 
hand into my own furnace; and if there came on us unlawful vio- 
lence, its wares would be brought to an ill-chosen market” 

“May you experience all the domestic happiness which you can 
conceive, Henry, — but with some one more happy than I am*! ” 

So spoke, or rather so sobbed, the Fair Maiden of Perth, who 
seemed choking in the attempt to restrain her tears. 

"You liatoj me, then?” said the lover, after a pause. 

"Heaven is my witness, No! ” 

" Or you love some other better ? ” 

" It is cruel to ask what it cannot avail you to know. But you are 
entirely mistaken.” 

“Yon wild-cat, Con&char, perhaps?” said Henry. “I have marked 
his looks ” 


"You avail yourself of this painful situation to insult me, Henly, 
though I have little deserved it. Conachar is nothing to me, more 
than the trying to tame his wild spirit by instruction might lead me 
to take some interest in a mind abandoned to prejudices and pas? 
sions ; and therein, Henry, not unlike your own.” 
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'v “ It must then be some of these flaunting silk- worm Sirs about 
the court/’ said the armourer, his natural heat of temper kindling 
from disappointment and vexation ; “ some of those who think they 
carrv it off through the height of their plumed bonnets and the 
jingle of their spurs. I would I knew which it was, that, leaving his 
natural mates, the painted and perfumed dames of the court, comes 
to take his prey among the simple maidens of the burgher craft. I 
would I knew but his name and surname ! ” 

“ Henry Smith/ 1 said Catharine, shaking off the weakness which 
seemed to threaten to overpower her a moment before, “ this is the 
language of an ungrateful fool, or rather of a frantic madman. I 
have told you already, there was no one who stood, at the beginning 
of this conference, more high in my opinion than he who is now 
losing ground with every word he utters, in the tone of unjust sus- 

t ricion and senseless anger. You had no title to know even what I 
lave told you, which, I pray you to observe, implies no preference to 
you over others, though it disowns any preference of another to you. 
It is enough you should be aware that there is as insuperable an 
objection to what you desire, as if an enchanter had a spell over my 
destiny.” 

. “ Spells may be broken by true men/’ said the Smith. “I would 
it were come to that. Thorbiorn, the Danish armourer, spoke of a 
spell he had for making breastplates, by singing a certain song while 
tne iron was heating. I told him that his ruuic rhymes were no 
proof against the weapons which fought at Eoll Car £y— what farther 
came of it it is needless to tell ; — but the corslet and the wearer, and 
the leech who salved his wound, know if Henry Gow can break a 
f^jell or no.” 

Catharine looked at him as if about to return an answer little 
approving of the exploit lie had vaunted, which the downright Smith 
had not recollected was of a kind that exposed him to her frequent * 
censure. But ere she had given words to her thoughts, her father 
thrust his head in at the door. 

“Henry,” lie said, “I must interrupt your more pleasing affairs, 
and request you to come into my working room in all speed, to con- 
sult about certain matters deeply affecting the weal of the burgh.” 

Henry, making his obeisance to Cathariue, left the apartment 
upon her father’s summons. Indeed it was probably in favour of 
their future friendly intercourse that they were parted on this occa- 
sion, at the turn which the conversation seemed likely to take. For 
as the wooer had begun to hold the refusal of the damsel as some- 
what capricious and inexplicable after the degree of encouragement 
which, in his opinion, she had afforded; Cathariue, on the other 
hand, considered him rather as an encroachcr upon the grace which 
she had shown him, than one whose delicacy rendered him deserving 
o£ such favour. 

But there was living in their bosoms towards each other a recipro- 
cal kiudnes% which ,on the termination of the dispute was sure to 
.revive, inducing the maiden to forget her offended delicacy, and the 
)3oYer his slighted warmth of passion. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

This quarrel may draw blood another day. 

Henry IV., Part l 

The ejmgla^e of citizens appointed to meet for investigating the 
affray ofttfiT preceding evening had now assembled. The work- 
room of Simon Glover was filled to crowding by personages of no • 
little consequence, some of whom wore black velvet cloaks, aiul gold 
chains arouud their necks. They were, indeed, the fathers of the 
city nmd there were bailies and deacons in the honoured number. 
There was an ireful and offended aii; of importance upon every 
brow, as they conversed together, rather in whisper, than aloud or 
in detail. Busiest among the busy, the little important, assistant 
of the previous night, Oliver Proudjrute by name, and bonnet-maker 
by profession, was bustling among the crowd nqich after the man- 
ner of the sea-gull, which flutters, screams, and sputters most at the 
commencement of a gale of wind, though dmc can hardly conceive, 
what the bird has better to do than to fly to its nest, and remain 
quiet till the gale is over. 

Be that as it may. Master Proudfuto was in the midst rf the. 
crowd, Ilia fingers upon every one’s button, and his mouth in every 
man’s car, embracing such as were near to his own stature, that he 
might more closely and mysteriously utter his sentiments ; ami 
standing on tiptoe, and supporting himself by the clonk -collars <rf 
tall men, that he might dole out to them also the same share of in- 
formation. He felt himself one of the heroes of the affair, being 
conscious- of the dignity of superior information on the subject as an 
eyewitness, and much disposed to push his connection * with tin? 
scuffle a few points beyond the modesty of truth. It cannot be said 
that his communications wore in especial curious and important, 
consisting chiefly of such assertions as these s — 

"It is all true, by St John. I was there and saw' it myself— was 
the first to run to the fray ; and if it had not been for me and another 
stout fellow, who came in about the same time, they had broken into 
Simon Glover’s house, cut his throat, and carried his daughter off to 
the mountains. It is too evil usage —not to be suffered, neighbour 
Crook shank,— not to be endured, neighbour Glass— not to bo borne, 
neighbours Balneavcs, Rollock, and Chrysteson. It was a more* 
that I. and that stout fellow came in— Was it not, neighbour an 1 
worthy Bailie Craigdallie?” 

These speeches were dispersed by the busy bonnet-maker int> 
Sundry ears. Bailie Craigdallie, a portly guild-brother, the wmo 
whpJiftd advised the prorogation of their civic council to the present 
. place and hour, a big, burly, good-looking ragn, shoot the deacos 
frorii Ms cloak with pretty much the grace with which a Jafge Jiorsd 
shrugs off the importunate fly that has beset him for t&n minutes, arid 
exclaimed, "Silence, good citizens; here comes Simon Glover, in 
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'Whom xiotaan ever saw falsehood. We will hear the outrage from 
liis own mouth.” 

} Simon being called upon to tell his tale, did so with obvious em- 
barrassment, which lie imputed to a reluctance that the burgh should 
he put in deadly feud with any one upon his account. It was, he 
dared to say, a masking or revel on the part of the young gallants 
about court ; and the worst that might come of it would be, that he 
would put iron sfcanchons on his daughter’s window, in case of such 
another frolic. 

“ Why, then, if this was a mere masking or mummery,” said Craig- 
dallie, “our townsman, Harry of the Wynd, did far wrong to cut off 
a gentleman’s hand for such a harmless pleasantry, and the town 
may be brought to a heavy fine for it, unless we secure the person of 
the mutilator.” - 

“ Our lady forbid ! ” said tiie Glover. “Did you know what I do, 
you would be as much afraid of handling this matter, as if it were 
''lowing iron. But, since you will needs put your fingers in the fire, 
truth must be spoken. And come wlmt will, I must say, that the 
matter might have ended ill for me and mine, hut lor the opportune 
assistance of Ilenry Gow, the armourer, well known to you all.” 

“ And mine also was nqt awantiug,” said Oliver Proudfute,“ though 

do not profess to be utterly so good a swordsman as our neighbour, 
. lenry Gow. — You saw me, neighbour Glover, at the beginning of 
the fray ? ” 

“I saw you after the end of it, neighbour,” answered the Glover, 
drily. 

“ True, true ; I had forgot you were in your house while the blows 
v^ere going, and could not survey who were dealing them.” 

“ Peace, neighbour Proudfute ; I prithee, peace,” said Oaigdallie, 
who was obviously tired of the tuneless screeching of the worthy 
deacon. 

“There is something mysterious here,” said the Bailie; “but I 
think 1 spy the secret. Our friend Simon is, as you all know, a 
peaceful man, and one that will rather sit down with wrong than 
put a friend, or say a neighbourhood, in danger to seek his redress. 
Thou, Ilenry, wlio art never wanting where the burgh needs $ 
defender, tell ns what thou k no west of this matter /* 

Our Smith told Ills story to the same purpose which we have al- 
ready related ; and the meddling maker of bonnets added as before. 
“ And thou sawest me there, honest Smith, didst thou not ? ” . 

“ .Not I, in good faith, neighbour," answered Henry 5 “ but you are 
a little man, you know, and I might overlook you." 

This reply produced a laugh at Oliver’s expense, who laughed for 
company, but added doggedly, “ I was one of the foremost to the 
rescue for all that.” 

“ \yhy, where wert thou, then, neighbour?” said the Smith; “for 
1 srfw you not, and I would hare given the worth of the best suit or 
nnour I ever .wrought to have seen as stout a fellow as thou at my 
kbow” J 

11 was no farther off, however, honest Smith: and whilst thou 

rt laying on blows as if on an anvil, I was parrying those that the 
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res t of the villains aimed at thee behind thy back $ and that is the.jJ 
cause tliou sawest me not. ” 1 11 

“ I have heard of Smiths of old time who had hut one eye,” saiun 
Henrv. “I have two, but they are both set in ray forehead, and so f 
I could not see behind my back, neighbour.” t! 

“The truth is, however,” persevered Master Oliver, “there I was, * 
and I will give Master Bailie ray account of the matter; for the£ 
Smith and 1 were first up to the fray.” 

“Enough at present,” said the Bailie, waving to Master Proudfute 
an injunction of silence. “ The precognition of Simon Glover ig id 
Henry Gow would bear out a matter less worthy of belief. — Aild# 
now, my masters, your opinion what should be done. Here are all < 
our burgher rights broken through and insulted, and you may well 
fancy that it is by some man of power, since no less dared have at- 
tempted such an outrage. My masters, it is hard on flesh and blood 
to submit to this. The laws have framed us of lower rank than 
the princes and nobles, yet it is against reason to suppose that we 
will suffer our houses to be broken into, and the honour of our 
women insulted, without some redress.” 

“ It is not to be endured ! ” answered the citizens, unanimously. 

Here Simon Glover interfered with a very anxious and ominous t 
countenance. “ I hope still that all was not meant so ill as it seemed 
to us, my worthy neighbours ; and I for one would cheerfully forgive 
the alarm and disturbance to my poor house, providing the fair city 
were not brought into jeopardy for me. I beseech you to consider 
who are to be our judges that are to hear the case, and give or refuse 
redress. I speak among neighbours and friends, and therefore I 
speak openly. The King, God bless him ! is so broken in mind aivl 
body, that he will but turn us over to some great man amongst his 
counsellors, who shall be in favour for the time — Perchance he will 
refer us to his brother the Duke of Albany, who will make our peti- 
tion for righting of our wrongs the pretence for squeezing money 
out of us.” 

“We will none of Albany for our judge!” answered the meeting, 
with the same unanimity as before. i 

“Or perhaps,” added Simon, “he will bid the Duke of Rothsay 
thke charge of it ; and the wild young prince will regard the outrage 
as something for his gay companions to scoff at, and his minstrels to 
turn into song.” 

“Away with Rothsay ! he is too gay to he our judge,” again ex- 
claimed the citizens. 

Simon, emboldened by seeing lie was reaching the point lie 
aimed at, yet pronouncing the dreaded name with a half whisper, 
next added, “Would you like the Black Douglas better to deal 
with?” 

There was no answer for a minute. They looked on each ether 
with fallen countenances and blanched lips. ‘But Henry Smith spoke 
out boldly, and in a decided voice, the sentiments whigi all felt, byT 
none else dared give words to — * r \ 

“ The Black Douglas to judge betwixt a burgher rfnd a gentlemaf 1 
nay, a nobleman, for all I know or care?— The black devil of hell ' 
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soonef! You are mad, father Simon, so muck as to name so wild a 
proposal.” 

There was again a silence of fear and uncertainty, which was at ; 
length broken T>y Bailie Craigdallie, who, looking very significantly 
to the speaker, replied, “ You are confident in a stout doublet, neigh- j 
hour Smith, or you would not talk so boldly.” 

“ I am confident of a good heart under my doublet, such as it is. 
Bailie,” answered the undaunted Ilenry ; “ and though I speak but 
little, my mouth shall never be padlocked by any noble of them all.” 

“ Wear a thick doublet, good Henry, or do not speak so loud,” 
•reiterated the Bailie, in the same significant tone. “ There are bor- 
der men in the town who wear the Bloody Heart 1 on their shoulder. 
— But all this is no rede. What shall we do ? ” 

“ Short rede, good rg.de,” said the Smith. * Let us to our Provost, 
and demand his countenance and assistance.” 

A murmur of applause went through the party, and Oliver Proud- 
fute exclaimed, “ That is what I have been saying for thi3 half hour, 
and not one of ye would listen to me. Let us go to our Provost, 
said I. lie is a gentleman himself, and ought tp come between the 
burgh and the nobles in all matters.” 

“ ITusli, neighbours, husli ; be wary what you say or do,” said a 
tliin meagre figure of a man, whose diminutive person seemed still 
more reduced m size, aud more assimilated to a shadow, by his efforts 
to assume an extreme degree of humility, and make himself, to suit 
his argument, look meaner yet, and yet more insignificant than 
nature had made him. 

“ Pardon me,” said he, “ I am but a poor Pott in gar. Nevertheless, 

I have been bred in Paris, and learned my humanities and my cursus 
medendi as well as some that call themselves learned leeches. Me- 
thinks I can tent this wound, and treat it with emollients. Here is 
our friend Simon Glover, who is, as you all know, a man of worship. 
Thiuk you he would not be the most willing of us all to pursue harsh 
courses here, since his family honour is so nearly concerned ? And 
since he blenches away fromtlie charge against these same revellers, 
consider if lie may not have some good reason more than he cares 
to utter for letting the matter sleep. It is not for me tor put my 
finger on the sore; but alack! we all know that young maidens are 
what I call fugitive essences. Suppose now, an honest maiden— I 
moan in all innocence — leaves her window unlatched on Saint Valen- 
tine’s morn, that some gallant cavalier may — in all honesty, I moan 
—become her Valentine for the season ; and suppose the gallant be 
discovered, may she not scream out as if the visit were unexpected, 
and— and— bray all this in a mortar, and then consider, will it be a 
matter to place the town in feud for ? ” 

The Pottingar delivered his opinion in a most insinuating manner ; 
butjlie seemed to shrink into something less than his natural tenuity 
when he saw the blood rise in the old cheeks of Simon Glover, and 
inflame to the temples the complexion of the redoubted Smith. The 
last, stepping forwaf d, and turning a stern look on the alarmed Pot- 
• 

1 The well-known cognisance of the house of Douglas. 

IS 
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tingar, broke out as follows:— .“Thou walking skeleton ! thou 
asthmatic gallipot ! thou poisoner by profession ! if I thought that 
the puff of vile breath thou hast left could blight for the tenth part 
of a miuute the fair fame of Catharine Glover, I would pound thee/ 
quacksalver! in thine own mortar, and beat up thy wretched carrion 
with. flower of brimstone, the only real medicine in thy booth, to 
make a salve to rub money hounds with ! ” 

v “ Hold, sou Henry, hold!” cried the Glover, in atone of authority; 
( *no naan has title to speak of this matter but me.— Worshipful Bailie 
Craigdallie, since such is the construction that is put upon my patience,, 
lam willing to pursue this riot to the uttermost; and though the 
issue may prove that we had better hare been patient, you will all 
see that my Catharine hath not by any lightness or folly of hers 
afforded grounds for this great scandal.” 

The Bailie also interposed. “Neighbour Henry," said he, “wo 
came here to consult, and not to quarrel. Ab one of the fathers of 
the fair city, I command tliee to forego all evil will and mal-talent 
you may have against Master Pottingar D wining.” 

“ He is too poor a creature. Bailie,” said Henry Gow, “ for me to 
harbour feud with— I that could destroy him anil his booth with one 
blow of my fore-hammer.” 

“Peace, then, and hear me,” said the official. “We all are as 
much believers in the honour of the Fair Maiden of Perth as in that 
of our Blessed Lady.” Here he crossed himself devoutly. “But 
touching our appeal to our Provost, are you agreed, neighbours, to 
put matter like this into our Provost’s hand, being against a power- 
fill noble, as is to be feared ? ” 

“The Provost being himself a nobleman” — squeaked the Pottiii- 
gur, in some measure released from his terror by the intervention 
of the Bailie. “ God knows, 1 speak not to the disparagement of an 
honourable gentleman, whose forbears have held the office he now 
holds for many years ” 

“ By free choice of the citizens of Perth/ said the Smith, inter- 
r up ting’ the speaker with the tones of his deep ami decisive voice. 

# “ Ay, surely,” said the disconcerted orator, “ by the voice of the 
citizens. How else?— I pray you, friend Smith, interrupt me not. 

I speak to our worthy ana eldest Bailie, Craigdallie, according to my 
poor mind. 1 say that, come amongst us how he will, still fliis Sir 
Patrick Chartens is a nobleman, and hawks will not pick hawks’ 
eyes out. He may well bear us out in a feud with the Highlandmen, 
and do the part of our Provost and leader against them; but whether 
he that himself wears silk will take our part against broidcred cloak 
and cloth of gold, though he may do so against tartan and Irish 
fneze, is something to be questioned. Take a fool’s advice. We 
have saved our Maiden, of whom I never meant to speak harm, as 
truly I knew none. They have lost one man’s hand, at least, thanks 
to Harry Smith ” 

“ And to me,” added the little important bonnet-make^. 

“And to Oliver Proudfute, as he tells us,” continued the Pottingar", 
who contested ho man’s claim to glory, provided he was not himself 
compelled to tread the perilous paths which lead to it. “ I say, neigh- 
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hours,' since they have left a hand ns a pledge they will never come 
in Couvrefew Street again, why, in my simple mind, we were beBt to 
thank our stout townsman, and the town having the honour, and 
'.these rakehelly the loss, that we should hush the matter up, and say 
no more about it.” 

These pacific counsels had their effect with some of the citizens, 
who began to nod and look exceedingly wise upon the advocate of 
acquiescence, with whom, notwithstanding the offence so lately given, 
Simon Glover seemed also to agree in opinion. B&t not so Henry 
Smith, who, seeing the consultation at a stand, took up, the speech 
in his usual downright manner. * 

“ I am neither the oldest nor the richest among you, neighbours, 
and I am not sorry for. it. Years will come, if one lives to see them; 
and I can win and spend my penny like another, by the blaze of the 
furnace and the wind of the* bellows. But no man ever saw me sit 
down with wrong done in word or deed to our fair town, if man’s 
tongue and man’s hand could right it. Neither will I sit down with 
this outrage, if I can help it. I will go to the Provost myself, if no 
one will go with me ; he is a knight, it is true, and a gentleman of 
free and true-born blood, as wo all know, since Wallace’s time, who 
settled his great-grandsire amongst us. But if he were the proudest 
nobleman in the laud, lie is the Provost of Perth, and for his own 
honour must see the freedoms and immunities of the burgh preserved 
— ay, and I know he will — 1 have made a steel doublet for him, and 
have a good guess at the kind of heart that it was meant to cover.” 

“ Surely,” said Bailie Craigdallie, “ it would be to no purpose to 
stir at court without Sir Patrick Charfceris’s countenance; the ready 
answer would be, Go to your Provost, you borrel loons. So, neigh- 
bours and townsmen, if you will stand by my side, I and our Pottingar 
1) willing will repair presently to Kinfauns, with Sim Glover, the jolly 
Smith, and gallant Oliver Proudfute, for witnesses to the onslaught, 
and speak with Sir Patrick Charteris, in name of the fair town." 

“ Nay,” said the peaceful man of medicine, “ leave me behind, I 
pray you; I lack audacity to speak before a belted knight.”* 

“Never regard that, neighbour, you must go,” said Bailie Craig- 
dallie. “ The town hold me a hot-headed carle for a man of three- 
score — Sim Glover is the offended party — we all know that Harry 
Gow spoils more harness with his sword than he makes with his 
hammer— and our neighbour Proudfute, who, take his own woigl, 
is at the beginning and end of every fray in Perth, is* of course a 
mau of action. We must have at least one advocate amongst us for 
peace and quietness ; and thou, Pottingar, must be the man. Away 
with you, sirs, get your boots and your beasts— horse and liattock, 1 
I say— and let us meet at the East Port ; that is, if it is your pleasure, 
neighbours, to trust us with the matter.” 

“ There can be no better rede,, and we will all avouch it,” said the 
citizens. “ If the Provost take our part, as the fair town hath a right 
to expect, we may bell-tlie-cot with the best of them.” 

1 Horn and ha&ock, the well-known ciy of the Dairies at mounting for a moonHgbt 
expedition, oame to be familiarly adopted oajuiy occasion of mounting. 
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"lfc 4g well, then, neighbours,” answered the Bailie ; “so said, so 
shall be done. Meanwhile, I lmve called the whole town-council 
together about this hour, and I have little doubt,” looking around 
the company, “ that as so many of them who are in this place have 
resolved to consult with our Provost, the rest will be compliant to 
the same resolution. And therefore, neighbours, and good burghers 
of the fair city of Perth— -horse and hattock, as I said before, and 
meet me at the East Port.” 

A general Acclamation concluded the sitting of this species of 
• privy council, or Lords of the Articles ; and they dispersed, the 
deputation to prepare for the journey, and the rest to tell their im- 
patient wives and daughters of the measures they had taken to 
render their chambers safe in future, against the intrusion of gallants 
at unseasonable hours. 

While nags are saddling, and the town-council debating, or rather 
putting in form what the Teadiug members of their body had already 
adopted, it may be necessary, for tne information of some readers, 
to state in distinct terms what is more circuitously intimated in the 
course of the former discussion. 

It was the custom at this period, when the strength of the feudal 
aristocracy controlled the rights, and frequently insulted the privi- 
leges of the royal burghs of Scotland, that the latter, where it was 
practicable, often chose their Provost, or Chief Magistrate, not out 
of the order of the merchants, shopkeepers, and citizens, who in* 
habited the town itself, and filled up the roll of the ordinary magis- 
tracy, but elected to that pre-eminent state some powerful nobleman 
or baron in the neighbourhood of the burgh, who was expected to 
stand their friend at court in such matters as concerned their com- 
mon weal, and to lead their civil militia to fight, whether in general 
battle or in private feud, reinforcing them with his own feudal re- 
tainers. This protection was not always gratuitous. The Provosts 
sometimes availed themselves of their situation to an unjustifiable 
degree, and obtained grants of laud and tenements belonging to the 
commoi>good, or public property of the burgh, and thus made the 
citizens pay dear for the countenance which they afforded. Others 
were satisfied to receive the powerful 'aid of the townsmen in their 
own feudal quarrels, with such other marks of respect and bene- 
volence as the burgh over which they presided were willing to gratify 
them with, in order to secure their active services in case of necessity. 
The Baron, who was the regular protector of a royal burgh, accepted 
such free-will offerings without scvuplc, and repaid them by defend- 
ing the rights of the town, by arguments in the council, and by bold 
deeds in tne field. 

The citizens of the town, or, as they loved better to call it, the 
Fair City of Perth, had for several generations found a protector 
and Provost of this kind in the knightly family of Charteris, Lords 
of Kinfauns. in the neighbourhood of the burgh. It was scarce a 
century (in the time of Robert III. ) since the first pf this distinguished 
family had settled in the strong castle which now belonged to them, 
with the picturesque and fertile scenes adjoining td it. But the 1 
history of the first settler, chivalrous and romantic in itself, was cal- 
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culatefl to facilitate the settlement of an alien in the land in which big 
lot was cast. We relate it as it is given by an ancient and uniform 
tradition, which carries in it great indications of truth, and is war- 
rant enough, perhaps, for its insertion in graver histories than the 
present. 

During the brief career of the celebrated patriot Sir William 
Wallace, and when his armrf had for a time expelled the English 
invaders from his native country, lie is said to have undertaken a 
voyage to France, with a small band of trusty friends, to try what 
his presence (for lie was respected through all countries for his 
prowess) might do to induce the French monarch to semi to Scotland 
a body of auxiliary forces, or other assistance, to aid the Scots in 
regaiuing their independence. 

The Scottish Champion was on board a small vessel, and steering 
for the port of Dieppe, when a sail appeared in the distance, which 
the manners regarded, first with doubt and apprehension, and at last 
with confusion and dismay. Wallace demanded to know what was 
the cause of their alarm. The captain of the ship informed him, 
that the tall vessel which was bearing down, with the purpose of 
boarding that which he commanded, was the ship of a celebrated 
rover, equally filmed for his courage, strength of body, and success- 
ful piracies. It was commanded by a geutleman named Thomas de 
Longueville, a Frenchman by birth, but by practice one of those 
pirates who called themselves friends to the sea, and enemies to all 
who sailed upon that element, lie attacked ami plundered vessels 
of all nations, like one of the ancient Norse Sea-kings, as they were 
termed, whose dominion was upon the mountain waves. The master 
added, that no vessel could escape the rover by flight, so speedy was 
the bark he commanded ; and that no crew, however hardy, could 
hope to resist him, when, as was his usual mode of combat, he threw 
himself on board at the head of his followers. 

Wallace smiled sternly, while the master of the ship, with alarm 
in his countenance, and tears in his eyes, described to him the cer- 
tainty of their being captured by the Red Rover, a name given to 
De Longueville, because he usually displayed the blood-red flag, 
which he had now hoisted. 

“ I will clear the narrow seas of this rover,” said Wallace. 

Then calling together some ten or twelve of his own followers, 
Boyd, Kerlie, Seton, and others, to whom the dust of the most des- 
perate battle was like the breath of life, he commanded them to arm 
themselves, and lie flat upon the dock, so as to be out of sight, lie 
ordered the mariners below, excepting such as were absolutely 
necesssary to manage the vessel ; and he gave the master instruc- 
tions upon pain of death, so to steer, as that while the vessel had the 
-appearance of attempting to fly, he should in fact permit the Red 
Rover to come up with them and do his worst. Wallace himself 
tlfen lay down on the deck, that nothing might bo seen which could 
intimate any purpose of resistance. In a quarter of an hour De 
LongueviTle’s vessel ran on board that of the Champion, and the Red 
•■"Rover, casting out grappling irons to make sure of his prize, jumped 
on the deck in complete armour, followed by his men, who gave a 
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terrible shout, as if victory had been already secured. But the 
armed Scots started up at once, and the Rover found himself unex- 
pectedly engaged with men accustomed to consider victory as secure, 
when tncy were only opposed as one to two or three. Wallace hip- 
self rushed on the pirate captain, and a dreadful strife began betwixt 
them with such fury, that the others suspended their own battle to 
look on, and seemed by common consent to refer the issue of the 
strife to the fate of the combat between the two chiefs. The pirate 
fought as well as man could do 5 but Wallace’s strength was beyond 
that of ordinary mortals. He dashed the sword from the Rover’s 
hand, and placed him in such peril, that, to avoid being cut down, 
he was fain to close with the Scottish Champion, in hopes of over- 
powering him in the grapple. In this also he was foiled. They fell 
on the deck, locked m each other’s arms, but the Frenchman fell 
undermost, and Wallace, fixing his grasp upon his gorget, com- 
pressed it so closely, notwithstanding it was made of the finest steel, 
that the blood gushed from his eyes, nose, and mouth, and he was 
only able to ask for quarter by signs. IJis men threw down their 
weapons and begged for mercy, when they saw their leader thus 
severely handled. The victor granted them all their lives, but took 
possession of their vessel, and detained them prisoners. 

When he came in sight of the French harbour, Wallace alarmed 
the place by displaying the rover’s colours, as if De Longucville was 
coming to pillage the town. The bells were rung backward ; horns 
were filowii, and the citizens were hurrying to arms, when the scene 
changed. The Scottish Lion on his shield of gold was raised above 
the piratical flag, and announced that the Champion of Scotland was 
approaching, like a falcon with his prey in his .dutch. He landed 
with his prisoner, and carried him to the court of France, where, at 
Wallace’s request, the robberies which the pirate had committed 
were forgiven, and the King even conferred the honour of knight- 
hood on Sir Thomas de Longueville, and offered to take him into 
his service. But the rover lmd contracted such a friendship for his 
genurous.victor, that he insisted on uniting his fortunes with those 
of Wallace, with whom he returned to Scotland, and fought by h is 
side in many a bloody battle, where the prowess of Bir Thomas dc 
Longueville was remarked as inferior to that of none, save of his 
heroic conqueror. His fate also was more fortunate than that of his 
. patron. Being distinguished by the beauty as well as strength of his 
person, he rendered himself so acceptable to a young lady, heiress 
of the ancient family of Charteris, that she chose him for her hus- 
band, bestowing on him with her hand the fair baronial Castle of 
Kinfauns, and the domains annexed to it. Their descendants took 
the name of Charteris, as connecting themselves with their maternal 
ancestors, the ancient proprietors of the property, though the name 
of Thomas de Longueville was equally honoured amongst them : 
and the large two-handed sword, with which he mowed the ranks of 
war, was, and is still, preserved among the family muniments. An- 
other account is, that the family name of De LOngue vilxe himself 
was Charteris. The estate afterwards passed to a family of Blairs/ 
and is now the property of Lord Gray. 
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Those Barons of Kinfauns, 1 * from father to son, held, for several 
generations, the office of Provost of Perth ; the vicinity of the castle 
and town rendering it a very convenient arrangement for mutual 
support. The Sir Patrick oi’ this history had more than once led 
out the men of Perth to battles and skirmishes with the restless 
Highland depredators, and with other enemies, foreign and domestic. 
True it is, he used sometimes to be weary of the slight and frivolous 
complaints unnecessarily brought before him, and in which he was 
requested to interest himself. Hence he had sometimes incurred 
the charge of being too proud as a noblemnif, or too indolent as a 
man of wealth, and one who was too much addicted to the pleasures 
of the field, and the exercise of feudal hospitality, to bestir himself 
upon all and every occasion when the Fair Town would have desired 
his active interference. But notwithstanding that this occasioned 
some slight murmuring, the citizens, upon any serious cause of 
alarm, were wont to rally around their Provost, and were warmly 
supported by him both in council and action. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

Within the bounds of Annandalo, 

The Clentle Johnstoncs ride ; 

They have been there ft thousand yeftva, 

A thousand more they’ll bide. 

Old Ballad. 

The character and quality of Sir Patrick Charteris, the Provost 
of Perth, being such as \vc have sketched in the last chapter, let us 
now return to the deputation which was in the act of rendezvousing 
at the East Port, 3 in order to wait upon that dignitary with them 
complaints, at Kinfauns. 

And first appeared Simon Glover, on a pacing palfrey, which had 
sometimes enjoyed the honour of hearing the fairer persdn as well 
as the lighter weight of his beautiful (.laughter. Ilia cloak was 
muffied round the lower part of his face, as a sign to his friends not 
to interrupt him by any questions while he passed through the streets, 
and partly, perhaps, on account of tiic coldness of the weather. . The 
deepest anxiety was seated on his brow, as if the more he meditated 
on the matter lie was engaged in, the more difficult and perilous it 
appeared. lie only greeted by silent gestures his friends as they 
came to the rendezvous. 

A strong black horse, of thfc old Galloway breed, of an under size, 
and not exceeding fourteen hands, but high-shouldered, strong- 
limbed, well-coupled, and round-barrelled, bore to the East Port the 

1 It Is generally believed that the ancient Karons of Kinfauns are now represented . 

in the male line by a once powerful branch of the name, the Uliarterises of Amisflela, 
in DunfPriossliire. The remains of the castle, close to which is their modern re- 
sidence, attest the former extent of their resources, 

- See Note I. Kant Port . 
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gallant Smith. A judge of the animal might sec in his eye a spark 
-of that yiciotts temper which is frequently the accompaniment of 
the form that Is most vigorous and enduring; but the weight, the 
hand, arid the seat of the rider, added to the late regular exercise of 
a long journey, had subdued his stubbornness for the present He 
was accompanied by the honest Borinet-maker, who being, as . the 
rriader is aware, a little round man, and what is vulgarly called 
duck-legged, bad planted himself like a red pincushion (for he was 
Wrapped in a scarlet cloak, over which he had slung a hawking- 
pouch), on the top of a great saddle, which lie might be said rather 
to be perched upon than to bestride. The saddle and the man were 

f 'rthed on the ridge-bone of a great trampling Flemish mare, with 
nose turned lip in the air like a camel, a huge fleece of hair at 
each foot, and every hoof full as large in circumference as a frying- 
pan. The contrast between the beast and the rider was so extremely 
extraordinary, that whilst chance passengers contented themselves 
with wondering how he got up, his friends were anticipating with 
sorrow the perils which must attend his coming down again ; for 
the high-seated horseman’s feet did not by any means come beneath 
the laps of the saddle. He had associated himself to the Smith, 
whose motions he had watched for the purpose of joining him ; for 
it was Oliver Proudfute’s opinion, that men of action showed to 
most advantage when beside each other; and he was delighted when 
some wag of the lower class had gravity enough to cry out, without 
laughing outright, “ There goes the pride of Perth— there go the 
slashing craftsman, the jolly Smith of the Wynd, and the bold Bon- 
net-maker ! ” 

It is true, the fellow who gave this all-hail thrust his tongue in 
his check to some scapegraces like himself; but as the Bonnet- 
maker did not sec this by-play, he generously threw him a silver 
penny to encourage his respect for martialists. This munificence 
occasioned their being followed by a crowd of boys, laughing and 
hallooing, until Henry Smith, turning back, threatened to switch 
the foremost of them ; a resolution which they did not wait to see 
put in execution. 

“ Here are we the witnesses,” said the little man on the large 
horse, as they joined Simon Glover at the East Port; but where are 
they that should back us ? Ah, brother Ilcnry ! authority is a load 
for an ass rather than a spirited horse; it would but clog the motions 
of such young fellows as you and mo.” 

“ I could well wish to sec you bear ever so little of that same 
weight, worthy Master Proudfute,” replied Henry Gow, “ were it 
but to keep you firm in the saddle; for you bounce about as if you' 
were dancing a jig on your seat, without any help from your legs.” 

“ Ay, ay ; I raise myself in my stirrups to avoid the jolting; She 
is cruelly hard-set this mare of mine;. but she has carried me in field 
and forest, and through some passages that were something peril- 
ou$ s so Jezabel and I part not— I call her Jezabel, after the Princess 
of Castile.” . 

“ Isabel, I suppose you mean,” answered the Smith. 

" Ay— Isabel, or Jezabel,— all the same, you know. But here' 
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y comes Birilie Craigdallie at last, with that poor, creeping, cowardly 
•creature the Pottingar. They have brought two town-ameers with 
their partisans, to guard their fair persons, I suppose.*- If there is 
oue tiling 1 hate more than another, it is such a sneaking varlet as 
that Dwining ! " 

“ Have a care he does not hear you say so,” said the Smith. “ I 
tell thee, Bonnet-maker, that there is more danger in yonder slight, 
wasted anatomy, than in twenty stout fellows like yourself.” 

“ Pslmw ! Bully Smith, you are but jesting with me,” said Oliver, 
— softening his voice, however, and looking towards the Pottingar, 
as if to discover in what limb or lineament of bis wasted face and 
* form lay any appearance of the menaced danger; and his examina- 
tion ’reassuring him, he answered boldly, “blades and bucklers, 
man, I would stand the feud of a dozen such as Dwining. What 
could he do to any man with blood in his veins ? ” 

“ He could give him a dose of physic,” answered the Smith, drily. 

They had no time for further colloquy, for Bailie Craigdallie 
called to them to take the road to Kinfauns, and himself showed the 
example. As they advanced at a leisurely pace, the discourse turned 
on the reception which they were to expect from their Provost, and 
the interest which he was likely to take in the aggression which 
they complained of. The Glover seemed particularly desponding, and 
talked more than once, in a manner which implied a wish that they 
would yet consent to let the matter rest. He did not speak out 
very plainly, however, fearful, perhaps, of the malignant interpreta- 
tion which might be derived from any appearance of his flinching 
from the assertion of his daughter’s reputation. Dwining seemed 
to agree with him in opinion, but spoke more cautiously than in the 
morning. 

“After all” said the Bailie, “when I think of all the propnies * 
and good gifts which have passed from the good town to my Lord 
Provost’s, I cannot think he will be backward to show himself. 
More than one lusty boat, laden with Bordeaux wine, has left the 
South Shore to discharge its burden under the Castle of Kinfauns. 

I have some right to speak of that, who was the merchant im- 
porter.” • 

“And,”, said Dwining, with his squeaking voice, “I could speak 
of delicate confections, curious comfits, loaves of wastel bread, and 
even cakes of that rare and delicious condiment which men call 
sugar, that have gone thither to help out a bridal banquet, or a 
kirstening feast, or suchlike. But alack, Bailie Craigdallie, wine 
is drunk, comfits arc eaten, and the gift is forgotten when the flavour 
M past away. Alas, neighbour! the banquet of last Christmas is 
gone like the last year's snow.” 

“But there have been gloves full of gold pieces,” said the Magis- 
trate. 

“1 should know that who wrought them,” said Simon, whose pro- 
fessional recollections still mingled with whatever else might occupy 
his miii^ “.One was a hawking glove for my lady. I made it some- 
jjfmg wide. IJcr ladyship found no fault, in consideration of the 
intended lining.” 
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“Well, go to,” said Bailie Craigdallie, c< the less I lie ; rflul if tbesS 
are not. to the fore, it is the Provost’s fault, and not the town’s ; thoV 
could neither be eat nor drunk in the shape in which he got them/ 

“ I could speak of a brave armour too,” said the Smith ; “ but, 
coban na schief 1 as John Highlandman says, — I think the Knight 
dr Kinfauns will do his devoir by the burgh in peace or war ; and it 
is needless to be reckoning the town’s good deeds, till we see him 
thankless for them.” 

“ So say I,” cried our friend Proudfute, from the top of his mare. 
“ We roystering blades never bear so base a niind as to count for 
wine aiiii walnuts with a friend like Sir Patrick Charteris. Nay. 
trust me, a good woodsman like Sir Patrick will prize the right of 
hunting ana sporting over the lands of the burgh as a high privilege, 
and one which, his Majesty the King’s Grace excepted, is neither 
granted to lord nor loon save to our Provost alone.” 

As the Bonnet-maker spoke, there was heard on the left hand the 
cry of “ So so — waw waw—haw” being the shout of a falconer to his 
hawk. 

“Methinks yonder is a fellow using the privilege you mention, 
who, from his appearance, is neither King nor Provost,” said the 
Smith. 

“Ay, marry, I see him,” said the Bonnet-maker, who imagined 
the occasion presented a prime opportunity to win honour. “Thou 
and I, jolly Smith, will prick towards him and put him to the ques- 
tion/’ 

“Have with you, then,” cried the Smith; and his companion 
spurred his mare and went off, never doubting that Gow was at his 
heels. 

But Craigdallie caught Henry’s liorse by the reins. “ Stand fast 
by the standard,” he said ; “ let us see the luck of our light horse* 
man. If he procures himself a broken pate, he will be quieter foi 
the rest of the day.” 

“From what I already see,” said the Smith, “lie may easily come 
by such a boon. Yonder fellow, who stops so impudently to look al 
us, as if he were engaged in the most lawful sport in the world — I 
guess him, by his trotting liobblcr, his rusty head-piece with the 
cock’s feather, and long two-handed sword, to be the follower, of 
some of the southland lords — men who live so near the Southron, 
that the black iack is never off their backs, and who are as free oi 
their blows as they arc light in their fingers.” 

Whilst they were thus speculating on the issue of the rencounter 
the valiant Bonnet-maker began to pull up Jezabel, in order that the 
Smith, who he still concluded was close behind, might overtake him 
and either advance first, or at least abreast of himself. But when he 
saw him at a hundred yards’ distance, standing composedly with the 
*rest of the group, the flesh of the champion, like that of the old SpanisI: 
genera], began to tremble, in anticipation of the dangers into ^hicl: 
Mb own venturous spirit was about to involve it. Yet the conscious- 
ness of being countenanced by the neighbourhood of so many friends \ 


1 “ Peace or war, I rare not.’* 
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^fie hopes that the appearance of such odds must intimidate the single 
'intruder, and the shame of abandoning an enterprise in which he had 
volunteered, and when so many persons must witness his disgrace, 
surmounted the strong inclination which prompted him to wheel 
Jezabel to the right about, and return to the friends whose protec- 
tion-lie liad quitted, as fast as her legs could carry them. He ac- 
cordingly continued his direction towards the stranger, who increased 
his alarm considerably by putting his little nag in motion, and riding 
to meet him at a brisk trot. On observing this apparently offensive 
movement, our hero looked over his left shoulder more than once, as 
if reconnoitring the ground for a retreat, and in the meanwhile came 
to a decided halt. But the Philistine was upon him ere the Bonnet- 
maker could decide whether to fight or fly, and a very ominous-look- 
ing Philistine ho was. His figure was gaunt and lathy, his visage-* 
marked by two or three ill-favoured scars, and the whole man had 
much the air of one accustomed to say, 44 Stand and deliver,” to a 
true man. 

This individual began the discourse, by exclaiming, in tones as 
sinister as his looks,— 44 The devil catch you for a cuckoo, why do 
you ride .across the moor to spoil my sport ? ” 

44 Worthy stranger,” said our friend, in the tone of pacific remon- 
strance, 44 i am Oliver Proudfute, a burgess, of Perth, and a man of 
substance ; and yonder is the worshipful Adam Craigdallie, the oldest 
Bailie of the burgh, with the fighting Smith of the Wyml, and three 
or four armed men more, who desire to know your name, and how 
you come to take your pleasure over these lands belonging to the 
burgh of Perth-— although, nathelcss, I will answer for them, it is not 
their wish to quarrel with a gentleman, or stranger, for any accidental 
ti&spuss ; only it is their use and wont not to grant such leave, unless 
it is duly asked ; and — and— therefore I desire to know your name, 
worthy sir.” . 

The grim and loathly aspect with which the falconer had regarded 
Oliver Proudfute during his harangue, had greatly disconcerted 
him, and altogether altered the character of the iuquiry which, with 
Henry Gow to hack him, he would probably have thought most fitting 
a'or the occasion. 

The stranger replied to it, modified as it was, with a most inauspi- 
cious grin, which the scars of his visage made appear still more re- 
pulsive. “You want to know my name? — My name is the Devil’s 
Dick of Ilcllgarth, well known in Annandale for a gentle Johnstone. 

I follow the stout Laird of Wamphvay, who rides with his kinsman 
the redoubted Lord of Johnstone, who is banded with the doughty 
Earl of Douglas; and the Earl and the Lord, and the Laird and 1 
the Esquire, fly our hawks where wc find our game, and ask no man 
whose ground we ride over.” 1 

44 1 will do your message, sir,” replied Oliver Proudfute, meekly 
enough ; for he began to De very desirous to get free of the embassy 
(which he had so rashly undertaken, and was in the act of turning his 
horse’s head, when the Annandale man added, --7 


1 See Note K. Johnston a. 
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“And take you this to boot, to keep you iu mind that you met tfe» 
Peril's Dick, and to teach you another time to beware how you spoil 
the sport of any one who wears the flying spur on his shoulder.” 

With these words he applied two or three smart blows of his riding- 
rod upon the luckless Bonnet-maker’s head and person. Some of 
them lighted upon Jezabel, who, turning sharply round, laid her 
rider upon the moor, and galloped back towards the party of citizens. 

Proudfute, thus overthrown, began to cry for assistance in no very 
manly voice, and almost in the same breath to whimper for mercy ; 
for Ilia antagonist, dismounting almost as soou a3lic fell, offered a 
whinger, or large wood -knife, to his throat, while he rifled the 
pockets of the unlucky citizen, and even examined his hawking 1 bag* 
swearing two or three grisly oaths, that he would have what it con- 
tained, since the wearer had interrupted his sport, lie nulled the 
belt rudely off, terrifying the prostrate Bonnet-maker still more by 
the regardless violence which he used, as, instead of taking the pains 
to unbuckle the strap, he drew till the fastening gave way. But 
apparently it contained nothing to his miud. He threw it carelessly 
from him, and at the same time suffered the dismounted cavalier to 
rise, while he himself remounted his hobbler, and looked towards the 
rest of Oliver’s party, who were now advancing. 

When they had seen their delegate overthrown, there was some 
laughter ; so much had the vaunting humour of the Bonnet-maker 
prepared his friends to rejoice, when, as Henry Smith termed it, 
they saw their Oliver meet with a Rowland. But when the Bonnet-'* 
maker’s adversary was seen to bestride him, and handle him in the 
manner described, tbe armourer could hold out no longer. “ Please 
you, good Master Bailie, I cannot endure to see our townsman beaten 
and rifled, aud like to be murdered before us all. It reflects upon 
the Jfnir Town ; and if it is neighbour Proudfute’s misfortune, it is 
our shame. I must to his rescue.” 

“ We will all go to his rescue " answered Bailie Craigdallie ; “ but 
let no man strike without order from me. We have more feuds on 
our hands, it is to be feared, than we have strength to bring to good 
end. • And therefore I charge you all, more especially you, Henry of* 
the Wyvtd, in the name of the Fair City, thajb you make no strok^ 
but iu self-defence.” They all advance! therefore, in a body; and 
the appearance of such a number drove the plunderer from his booty. 
He stood at gaze, however, at some distance, like the wolf, which, 
though it retreats before the dogs, cannot be brought to absolute 
flight. ; 

Henry, seeing this state of things, spurred his horse and advanced 
far before the rest of the party, up towards the scene of Oliver 
Proudfute’s misfortune. His first task was to catch Jezabel by the 
flowing rein, and his next to lead her to meet her discomfited mas- 
ter, who was crippling towards him, his clothes much soiled with his 
JWL his eyes streaming with tears, from pain as well as mortification, 
and altogether exhibiting an aspect so unlike the spruce aud dapper/ 
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” jqke. The’ difference is, that an ill-natured person can drink out ta 
very dregs the amusement which it affords, while the better moulded 
mind soon loses the sense of the ridiculous in sympathy for the pain 
of the sufferer. 1 

“Let me pitch you up' to your saddle again, neighbour,” said the 
Smith, dismounting at the same time, and assisting Oliver to scram- 
ble into his war-saddle, as a monkey might have done. 

“May God forgive you, neighbour Smith, for not backing of me ! 
I would not have believed in it, though fifty credible witnesses had 
sworn it of you.” 

Such were the first words, spoken in sorrow more than anger, by 
which the dismayed Oliver vented his feelings. 

“The Bailie kept hold of my horse by tire bridle; and besides,” 
Henry continued, with a smile, which even his compassion could not 
suppress, “ I thought you would have accused me of diminishing 
your honour, if I brought you aid agaiust a single man. But cheer 
up ! the villain took foul odds of you, your horse not being well at 
command.” 

“That is true— that is true,” said Oliver, eagerly catching at the 
apology. 

k. “And yonder stands the faitour, rejoicing at the mischief he has 
done, and triumphing in your foverthrow, like the King in the ro- 
mance, who played upon the fiddle whilst a city was burning. Come 
r thou with me, and thou shalt see how we will handle him— Nay, fear 
not that I will desert thee this time.” 

So saying, he caught Jezabel by the rein, and galloping alongside 
of her, without giving Oliver time to express a negative, he rushed 
t<yvanls the Devil’s Dick, who had halted on the top of a rising 
ground at some distance. The gentle Johnstone, however, either 
that he thought the contest unequal, or that he had fought enough 
for the day, snapping his fingers, ana throwing his hand out with an 
air of defiance, spurred his horse into a neighbouring bog, through 
which lie seemed to flutter like a wild-duck, swinging his lure round 
hia head, and whistling to his hawk all the while, though any other 
jhorse and rider must have been instantly hogged up to the saddle- 
girths. 

“There goes a thorough -bred moss-trooper,” said the Smith. 
“ That fellow will fight or iiec as suits ids humour, and there is no 
use to pursue him, any more than to hunt a wild-goose. lie has 
got your purse, I doubt me, for they seldom leave off till they are 
fuli-Imnded.” 

“Ye — ye— yes,” said Proudfute, in a melancholy tone: “he has 
got my purse— but there is less matter, since he hath left the hawk- 
mg-bag.” 

“ Nay, the hawking-bag had been an emblem of personal victor}’, 
to be sure— a trophy, as the minstrels call it.” 

“ There is more in it than that, friend,” said Oliver, significantly. 

“ Why, that is well, neighbour ; I love to hear you speak m your 
own .scholarly tone again. Cheer up, you have seen the villain s 
b&K, and regained the trophies you had lost when taken at advan- 
tage.” 
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“ Ah, Henry Gow — Henry Gow ! ” said the Bonnet-maker, and 
stopped short with a deep sigh, nearly amounting to agroan. 

“What is the matter?” asked his friend; “what is it you vex 
yourself about now ? ” 

“I have some suspicion, my dearest friend, Henry Smith, that 
the villain fled for fear of you, not of me!” 

“ Do not think so,” replied the armourer ; “ he saw ,two men and j 
fled, and who can tell whether he fled for one or the other? Besides, 
he knows by experience your strength aud activity ; we all saw how 
you kicked and struggled when you were on the ground.” 

“Did I?” said poor Proudfute; 14 1 do not remember it— but 3^ 
know it is my best point— I am a strong dog in the loins. But did 
they all see it ? ” 

“All as much as I,” said the Smith, smothering an inclination to 
laughter. 

“ But thou wilt remind them of it ? ” 

“ Be assured I will,” answered Henry, “ and of the desperate rally 
even now. Mark what I say to Bailie Craigdallie, and make the 
best of it.” 

“ It is not that I require any evidence in my favour, for I am as 

brave by nature as most men in Perth— but only ” Here the-' 

man of valour paused. 

“ But only what ? ” inquired the stout armourer. 

“But only I am afraid of being killed. To leave my pretty wife* 
and my young family, you know, would be a sad change, Smith. 
You will know this when it is your own case, and will feel abated in 
courage.” 

“ It is like that I may,” said the armourer, musing. 

“Then I am so accustomed to the use of arms, and so well breathed, 
that few men can match me. It’s all here,” said the little man, ex- 
panding his breast like a trussed fowl, and patting himself with his 
hands: “here is room for all the wind machinery.” 

“I daresay you are long breathed — long-winded — at least your 
speech bewrays ” 

“ My speech ? — You are a wag — but I have got the stern-post of ar 
dromond brought up the river from Dundee.” v 

“The stern-post of a Drummond!” exclaimed the armourer; 

“ conscience, man, it will put you in feud with the whole clan — not 
the least wrathful in the country, as I take it.” 

“ Saint Andrew, man, you put nie out!— -I mean a dromond, that 
is, a large ship. 1 have fixed this post in my yaH, and had it painted 
and carved something like a Soldan or Saracen, and with him I 
- breathe myself, and will wield my two-handed sword against him, 
thrust or point, for an hour together.” 

“That must make you familiar with the use of your weapon ” 
said the Smith. 

“Ay, marry does it— and sometimes I will place you a bonnet (an 
old one most likely) on my Soldan’s head, and cleave it with such at 
downright blow, that, in troth, the infidel has 'but little oMiis skull; 
remaining to hit at.” • \ 

“That is unlucky, for you will lose your practice,” said Henry.— 
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*“But how* say you, Bonnet-maker? I will put on my head-piece 
rtnd corslet one day, and . you shall hew at me, allowing me my broad- 
sword to parry and pay back ? Eh, what say you?” — 

“ By no manner of means, my dear friend. I should do you too 
much evil;— besides, to tell you the truth, I strike far more freely at 
a helmet or bonnet, when it is set on my wooden Soldan — then lam 
sure to fetch it down. But when there is a plume of feathers in it 
that nod, and two eyes gleaming fiercely from under the shadow of 
the visor, aud when the whole is dancing about here and there, I 
acknowledge it puts out my hand of fence." 

i v “So, if men would but stand stock still like your Soldan, you 
would play the tyrant with them, Master P rou d fu te ?” 

“In time aud with practice, I conclude I might,” answered Oliver. 
— “ But here we come up with the rest of them ; Bailie Craigdallie 
looks angry— but it is not his kind of anger that frightens me." 

You are to recollect, gentle reader, that as soon as the Bailie, 
and those who attended him, saw that the Smith had come up to the 
forlorn Bonnet-maker, mid that the stranger had retreated, they 
gave themselves no trouble about advancing further to liis assist- 
ance, which they regarded as quite insured by the presence of the 
Vedoubfced Henry Gow. They had resumed their straight road to 
JCinfauns, desirous that nothing should delay the execution of their 
mission. As some time lmd elapsed ere the Bonnet-maker and the 
Smith rejoined the party, Bailie Craigdallie asked them, and Henry 
Smith in particular, what they meant by dallying* away precious time 
by riding up hill after the falconer. 

“By the mass, it was not my fault, Master Bailie,” replied the 
Smith. “ If ye will couple up an ordinary Low-country greyhound 
with, a Highland wolf-dog, you must not blame the first of them for 
taking the direction in which it pleases the last to drag him on. It 
was so, and not otherwise, with my neighbour, Oliver Proudfute. He 
no sooner got up from the ground, but lie mounted his mare like a 
flash of lightning, and, enraged at the unknightly advantage' which 
yonder rascal had taken of liis stumbling horse, lie fiew after, him 
'ike a dromedary. I could not but follow, both to prevent a second 
5', tumble, and secure our over bold friend and champion from the 
chance of some ambush at the top of the hill. But the villain, who 
is a follower of some Lord of the Marches, and wears a winged spur 
for his cognisance, fled from our neighbour like fire from flint.” 

The senior Bailie of Perth listened with surprise to the legend 
which it had pleased Gow to circulate; for, though not much caring 
for the matter, he liad always doubted the Bonnet-maker’s romancing 
account of his own exploits, which hereafter he must hold as in some 
degree orthodox. The shrewd old Glover looked closer into the 
matter. 

“Yojiwill drive the poor Bonnet-maker mad,” he whispered to 
Henry, “ and set him a-ringing his clapper, as if he were s town-bell 
#n a rejoicing day, when for order and decency it were better he 

|U Crc ^ * 

4 t4 0, by Our Lady, father," replied the Smith, “I love the poor 
little braggadocio, and could not think of his sitting rueful and silent 
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in the Provost’s liall, while all the rest of them, ami in especial tha^ 
venomous Pottiugar, were telling their mind.” 

* Thou art even too good-natured a fellow, Henry, answered 
Simon. “But mark the difference betwixt these two men. The 
harmless little Bonnet-maker assumes the airs of a dragon, to disguise 
his natural cowardice ; while the Pottingar wilfully desires to show 
himself timid, poor-spirited, and humble, to conceal the danger of 
his temper. Tne adder is not the less deadly that he creeps under a 
stone. I tell thee, son Henry, that for all his sneaking locks, and' 
timorous talking, this wretched anatomy loves mischief more than 
he fears danger. — But here we stand in front of the Provost’s castle r 
and a lordly place is Kinfauns, and a credit to the city it is, to have" 
the owner of such a gallant castle for its chief magistrate.” 

“ A. goodly fortalice, indeed,” said the Smith, looking at'tlie broad 
winding Tay, as it swept under the bank on which the eastle stood, 
like its modern successor, and seemed the queen of the valley, 
although, on the opposite side of the river, the strong walls of Elcho 
appeared to dispute the pre-eminence. Elcho, however, was in that 
age a peaceful nunnery, and the walls with which it Vas surrounded 
were tne barriers of secluded vestals, not the bulwarks of an armed 
garrison. “ Tis a brave castle,” said the armourer, again looking at 
the towers of Kinfauns, “and the breastplate and target of the 
bonnie course of the Tay. It were worth lipping 1 a good blade, 
before wrong were offered to it.” 

The porter of Kinfauns, who knew from a distance the persons 
and characters of the party, had already opened the courtyard gate 
for their entrance, and sent notice to Sir Patrick Chartcris, that the 
eldest Bailie of Perth, with some other good citizens, were approach- 
ing the castle. The good knight, who was getting ready for a hawk- 
ing party, heard the intimation with pretty much the same feeling^ 
that the modern representative of a burgh hears of the menaced 
visitation of a party of his worthy electors, at a time rather unseason- 
able for their reception. That is, he internally devoted the intruders 
to Mahound and Termagant, and outwardly gave orders to receive 
them 1 with all decorum and civility ; commanded the sewers to bring 
Lot venison steaks and cold baked meats into the knightly hall with 
nil despatch, arid the butler to broach his casks, ana do his duty; 
for if tne Fair City of Perth sometimes filled his cellar, her citizen j 
were always equally ready to assist at emptying his flagons. 

The good burghers were reverently marshalled into the ball, 
where the knight, who was in a riding habit, and booted lip to the 
middle of his thighs, received them with a mixture of courtesy and 
patronising condescension ; wishing them all the while at the bottom 
of the Tay, on account of the interruption their arrival gave- to his 
proposed amusement of the morning. He met them in tne midst of 
the nail, with bare head and bonnet in band, and some such saluta- 
tion as the following:— “Ha! my Master Eldest Bailie, and you, 
worthy Simon Glover, fathers of the Fair City and you, my learned 

1 lipping, l.e. making notches in a sword, or knife. 
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Pottingar ; — and you, stout Smith and ray slashing Bonnet-maker 
too, who cracks more skulls than lie covers, how come I to have the 
pleasure of seeing so many friends so early? I was thinking to see 
my hawks fly, and your company will make the sport more pleasant 
— ( Aside , I trust in our Lady they may break their necks !)— that is, 
always, unless the city have any commands to lay on me— Butler 
Gilbert, despatch, thou knave — But* I hope you have no more grave 
errand than to try if the malvoisic holds its flavour ? ” 

The city debat es answered to their Provost’s civilities by inclina- 
tions and congees, more or less characteristic, of which the Pottingar’s 
bow was the lowest, and the Smith’s the least ceremonious. Probably 
lie knew his own value as a fighting man upon occasion. To the 
general compliment the elder Bailie replied. 

“ Sir Patrick Charteris, and our noble Lord Provost,” said Craig- 
dallie, gravely, “ had our errand been to enjoy the hospitality with 
which we have been often regaled here, our manners would have 
taught us to tarry till your lordship had invited us, as on other occa- 
sions. And as to hawking, we have had enough on’t for one morning ; 
since a wild fellow, who was flying a falcon hard by on the moor, 
unhorsed and cudgelled our worthy friend Oliver Bonnet-maker, or 
Proudfutc, as some men call hipt, 'merely because he questioned him, 
in your honour’s name, and the town of X^ertli’s, who or what he was 
that took so much upon him.” 

“ And what account gave he of himself?” said the Provost. “By 
St John ! I will teach him to forestall my sport ! ” 

“ So please your lordship,” said the Bonnet-maker, “ lie did take 
me at disadvantage. But I got on horseback again afterwards, and. 
pricked after him gallantly, lie calls himself Richard the Devil.” 

“How, man? he that the rhymes and romances are made on?” 
said the Provost. “I thought that smaik’s name had been Robert.” 

“ I trow they be different, my lord ; I only graced this fellow with 
the full title, for indeed lie called himself the Devil’s Dick, and said 
he was a Johnstone, and a follower of the lord of that name. But I 

{ rat him back into the bog, and recovered my hawking bag, which 
le had taken when I was at disadvantage.” 

Sir Patrick paused for an instant — “We have heard,” said he, 
“ of the Lord of Johnstone, and of his followers. Little is to be had 
by meddling with them. — Smith, tell me, did you endure this?” 

“Ay, faith, did I,” Sir Patrick; having command from my betters 
not to help.” 

“ Well, if thou sat’st down with it,” said the Provost, “ I see not 
why we should rise up; especially as Master Oliver Proudfute, 
though taken at advantage at first, has, as lie has told us, recovered 
his reputation and that of the burgh. But here comes the wiugj| 
length. Fill round to my good friends and guests till the wine 1M|| 
over the cup. Prosperity to St Johnstone, and a merry welcome^! 
you all, my honest friends ! And now sit you to eat a morsel, for 
the sun is high up, and it must be long since you thrifty men have 
broken your fast. ' , , , 

Before we* eat, my Lord Provost,” said the Bailie, 4 let us tell 

JT 
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you the pressing cause of our coming, which as yet we hare not 
touched upon.” . , 

“Nay, prithee, Bailie,” said the Provost, “put it oil till thou hast 
eaten. Some complaint against the rascally jackmen and retainers 
of the nobles, for playing at football on the streets of the burgh, or 
some such goodly matter.” 

“No, my lord,” said Craigdallie, stoutly and firmly. # “It is the 
jack men’s masters of whom we complain, for playing at football with 
the honour of our families, and using as little ceremony with our 
daughters’ sleeping chambers as if they were in U bpftjel at Paris. 
A party of reiving night-walkers — courtiers and men of rank, as 
there is hut too muen reason to believe — attempted to scale the 
windows of Simon Glover’s house last night ; they stood in their 
defence with drawn weapons when they were interrupted by Henry 
Smith, and fought till they were driven offby the rising of the citizens.” 

“IIow?” said Sir Patrick, setting’ down the cup which he was 
about to ijfiise to his head. “ Cccksbody, make that manifest to me. 
and by the soul of Thomas of Longueyille, I will see you righted 
with my best power, were it to cost me life and land. — Who attests 
this r— Simon Glover, you arc held an honest and a cautious man — 
do you take the truth of this charge upon your conscience? ” 

“My lord,” said Simon, “understand I am no willing’ complainer 
in this weighty matter. No damage has arisen, save to the breakers 
of the peace themselves. I fear only great power could have en- 
couraged such lawless audacity; and I were unwilling to put feud 
between my native town and some powerful nobleman on my account. 
But it has been said, that if I hang back in prosecuting this complaint, 
it will he as much as admitting that my daughter expected such a 
visit, which is a direct falsehood. Therefore, my lord, I will tell 
your lordship wlmt happened, so far as I know, and leave further 
proceeding to your wisdom.” lie then told, from point to point, 
all that he had seen of the attack. 

Sir Patrick Charteris, listening with much attention, scorned par- 
ticularly struck with the escape of the man who had been made 
prisoner. “ Strange,” he said, “ that you did not secure him when 
you had him. Did you not look at him so as to know him again ? ” 
“I had but the light of a lantern, my Lord Provost; and as to 
suffering him to escape, I was alone,” said the Glover, “and old. 
But yet I might have kept him, had I not heard my daughter shriek 
in the upper room ; and ere I had returned from her chamber, the 
man had escaped through the garden.” 

“Now, armourer, as a true man, and a good soldier,” said Sir 
Patrick, “ tell me what you know of this matter.” 

Henry Gow, in his own decided style, gave a brief but clear nar- 
rative of the whole affair. 

* Honest Troudfute being next called upon, began his statement 
with an air of more importance. “ Touching this awful and astound- 
ing tumult within the burgh, I cannot altogether, it is true, say with 
Henry Gow, that I saw tlie very beginning. Bht it will iiot^be dc 
nied that I beheld a great part of the latter end, and*especially tfi&t 
1 procured the evidence most effectual to convict the knaves ’* 
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“ And what is it man ? ” said Sir Patrick Charteris. " Never lose 
time fumbling 1 and prating about it. “ What is it ?” 

“ I have brought your lordship, in this pouch, what one of the 
rogues left behind him,” said the little man. It is a trophy which, 
in good faith and honest truth, I do confess I won not by the blade, 
but I claim the credit of securing it with that presence of mind 
which few men possess amidst flashing torches and clashing weapons. 
I secured it, my lord, and here it is.” 

So saying, he produced, from the hawking pouch already men- 
tioned, the stiffened hand which had been found on the scene of the 
skirmish. 

“ Nay, Bonnet-maker , 1 ” said the Provost, “ I’ll warrant thee man 
enough to secure a rogue’s hand after it is cut from the body. — What 
do you look so busily for in your bag ? ” 

“ There should have been— there was — a ring, my lord, which was 
on the knave’s finger. I fear I have been forgetful, and left it at 
home, for I took it off to show to my wife, as she cared not to look 
upon the dead hand, as women love not such sights. 'But yet I 
thought I had put it on the finger again. Nevertheless, it must, I 
bethink me, be at. home. I will ride back for it, and Henry Smith 
will trot along with me.” 

“We will all trot with thee,” said Sir Patrick Charteris, “since I 
am for Perth myself. Look you, honest burghers and good neigh- 
bours of Perth. You may have thought me unapt to be moved by 
light complaints and trivial breaches of your privileges, such as small 
trespasses on your game, the barons’ followers playing football in 
the street, and suchlike. But, by the soul of Thomas of Longueville, 
you shall not find Patrick Charteris slothful in a matter of this im- 
portance.— This hand,” ho continued, holding up the severed joint, 
“belongs to one who hath worked no drudgery. We will put it in 
a way to be known and claimed of the owner, if his comrades of the 
revel have but one spark of honour in them. — Hark you, Gerard — 
get me some half-score of good men instantly to horse, and let them 
take jack and spear. Meanwhile, neighbours, if feiul arise out of 
this, as is most likely, we must come to each other’s support. If my 
poor house be attacked, how many men will you bring to my support?” 

The burghers looked at Henry Gow, to whom they instinctively 
turned when such matters were discussed. “I will answer,” said 
he, “ for fifty good fellows to he assembled ere the common bell has 
rung ten minutes ; for a thousand, in the space of an hour.” 

“It is well,” answered the gallant Provost; “and in the case of 
need, I will come to aid the Fair City with such men as I can make. 
And now, good friends, let us to horse.” 



TO 


THIS FAIR MAID OF PERTH* 


CHAPTER IX. 


If I know how to manage these affaire. 
Thus thrust disorderly upon my handfl— 


Never believe me— 


Richard //. 


It was early in tlie afternoon of St Valentine s day that the Prior 
of the Dominicans was engaged in discharge of his duties as Con- 
fessor to a penitent of no small importance. This was an elderly 
man, of a goodly presence, a florid and healthful cheek, the under 
part of which was sanded by a venerable white beard, which descended 
over his bosom. The large and clear blue eyes, with the broad ex- 
panse of brow, expressed dignity ; but it was of a character which 
seemed more accustomed to receive honours voluntarily paid, than 
to enforce them when they were refused. The good-nature of the 
expression was so great as to approach to defenceless simplicity or 
weakness of character, unfit, it might be inferred* to repel intrusion, 
or subdue resistauce. Amongst the grey locks of this personage 
was placed a small circlet or coronet of gold, upon a blue fillet. His 
beads, which were large and conspicuous, were of native gold, rudely 
enough wrought, but ornamented with Scottish pearls, of rare size 
and beauty. These were his only ornaments ; and a long crimson 
robe of silk, tied by a sasli of the same colour, formed liis attire. 
His shrift being finished, he arose heavily from the embroidered 
cushion upon which he kneeled during his confession, and, by the 
assistance of a crutch-headed staff of ebony r , moved, lame and un- j 
gracefully, and with apparent pain, to a chair of state, which, sur- 
mounted by a canopy, was placed for his accommodation by the 
chimney of the lofty and large apartment. 

This was Robert, third of that name, and the second of the ill-fated 
family of Stewart, who filled the throne of Scotland. He had many 
virtues, and was not without talent ; but it was his great misfortune 
that, like others of his devoted line, his merits were not of a kind 
nuited to the part which he was called upon to perform in life. The 
King of so fierce a people as the Scots then were ought to have 
been warlike, prompt, and active, liberal in rewarding services, strict 
ini punishing crimes ; one whose conduct should make him feared as 
well as beloved. The qualities of Robert the Third were the reverse 
of all these. In youth he had, indeed, seen battles ; but, without in- 
curring disgrace, he had never manifested the chivalrous love of war 
and peril, or the eager desire to distinguish himself by dangerous 
achievements, which that age expected from all who wire of noble 
birth, and bad claims to authority. 

Besides, liis military career was very short. Amidst the tumult 
of a tournament, the young Earl of Oarrick, such was then liis title, 
received a kick from the horse of Sir James Dquglas of Dalkeith s 
is consequence of which be was lame for the rest of his life, c^d 
absolutely disabled from taking share either in warfare, or in the ‘ 
military sports and tournaments which were its image. As Robert 
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had never testified much predilection for violent exertion, he did not 
probably much regret the incapacities which exempted him from 
these active scenes. But his misfortune, or rather its consequences, 
lowered him in the eyes of a fierce nobility and warlike people. He 
was obliged to repose the principal charge of his affairs now in one 
member, now in another, of his family ; sometimes with the actual 
rank, and always with the power of Lieutenant-General of the king- 
dom. His paternal affection would have induced him to use tne 
assistance of his eldest 3011, a young man of spirit and talent, whom 
in fondness he had created Duke of Rothsay, in order to give him 
the present possession of a dignity next to that of the throne . 1 But 
the young Prince's head was too giddy, and his hand too feeble, to 
wield with dignity the delegated sceptre. However fond of power, 
pleasure was the Prince’s favourite pursuit ; and the court was dis- 
turbed, and the country scandalised, by the number of fugitive 
amours, and extravagant revels, practised by him who should have 
Bet an example of order and regularity to the youth of the kingdom.! 

The license and impropriety of the Duke of Rothsay’s conduct 
was the more reprehensible in the public view, that he was a mar- 
ried person ; although some, over whom his youth, gaiety, grace, and 
good temper, had obtained influence, were of opinion, that an excuse 
for his libertinism might be found in the circumstances of the mar* 
riage itself. They reminded each other that his nuptials were entirely 
'conducted by bis uncle, the Duke of Albany, by whose counsels the 
infirm and timid King was much governed at the time, and who had 
the character of managing the temper of his brother and sovereign, 
so as might be most injurious to the interests and prospects of the 
young heir. By Albany’s machinations, the hand of the heir-appa- 
rent was in a maimer put up to sale, as it was understood publicly 
that the nobleman in Scotland who should give the largest dower to 
his daughter, might aspire to raise her. to the bed of the Duke of 
Rothsay. 

In the contest for preference which ensued, George, Earl of 
Dunbar and March, who possessed by himself or his vassals, a great 
part of the eastern frontier, was preferred to other competitors; and 
nis daughter was, with the mutual good-will of the young couple, 
actually contracted to the Duke of Rothsay. 

But there remained a third party to be consulted, and that was no 
other than the. tremendous Archibald, Earl of Douglas, terrible alike 
from the extent of his lands, from the numerous offices and jurisdic- 
tions with* which he was invested, and from his personal qualities of 
wisdom and valour, mingled with indomitable pride, and more than 
the feudal love of vengeance. The Earl was also nearly related to the 
throne, having married the eldest daughter of the reigning Monarch. 

After the espousals of the Duke of Rothsay with the Earl or 
March’s daughter, Douglas, as if he had postponed his share in the 
negotiation to show that it could not be concluded with any one but 
himsqlf, entered the lists to break oft* the contract. He tendered a 
laager dower with his daughter Marjory than the Earl of March had 

1 Set Note 1«. PvX'C qf Rethtay, 
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proffered ; anil, secured by liis own cupidity and fear of the Douglas, 
Albany exerted his influence with the timid Monarch till he was pre- 
vailed upon to break the contract with the Earl of March, and wed 
his son to Marjory Douglas, a woman whom Rothsay could not love. 
No apology was offered to the Earl of March, excepting that the 
espousals betwixt the Prince and Elizabeth of Dunbar had not been 
approved by the States of Parliament, and that till such ratification 
the contract was liable to be broken off The Earl deeply resented 
the wrong done to himself and his daughter, and was generally un- 
derstood to study revenge, which his great influence on the English 
frontier was likely to place within his power. 

In the mean time, the Duke of Rothsay, incensed at the sacrifice 
of his hand and his inclinations to this state, intrigue, took his own 
mode of venting his displeasure, by neglecting his wife, contemning 
his formidable and dangerous father-in-law, and showing little respect 
to the authority of the King himself, and none whatever to the re- 
monstrances of Albany, his uncle, whom he looked upon as his con- 
firmed enemy. 

Amid these internal dissensions of liis family, which extended 
themselves through his councils and administration, introducing 
everywhere the baneful effects of uncertainty and disunion, the 
feeble Monarch lmd for some time been supported by the counsels 
of his Queen Annabella, a daughter of the noble house of Drum-* 
mond, gifted with a depth of sagacity and firmness of mind, which 
exercised some restraint over the levities of a son who respected 
her, and sustained on many occasions the wavering resolution of her 
royal husband. — But after her death the imbecile Sovereign re- 
sembled nothing' so much as a vessel drifted from her anchors, and 
tossed about amidst contending currents. Abstractedly considered, 
Robert might be said to float upon bis son. — to entertain respect and 
awe for the character of his brother Alban}’, so much more decisive 
than his own, — to fear the Douglas with a terror which was almost 
instinctive, and to suspect the constancy of the bold but fickle Earl 
of March. But his feelings towards these various characters were 
so mixed and complicated, that from time to time they showed 
entirely different from what they really were ; and according to the 
interest which had been last exerted over bis flexible mind, the King 

would change from an indulgent, to a strict and even cruel father 

from a confiding to a jealous brother— or from a benignant and 
bountiful, to a grasping and encroaching Sovereign. Like the 
cameleon, his feeble mi ml reflected the colour of that firmer charac- 
ter upon which at the time he reposed for counsel and assistance. 
And when he disused the advice of one of his family, and employed 
the counsel of another, it was no unwonted thing to see a total change 
of measures, equally disreputable to the character of the King, and 
dangerous to the safety of the state. 

It followed, as a matter of course, that the clergy of the Catholic 
Church acquired influence over a man whose intentions were so ex- 
cellent, but whose resolutions were so infirm. Robert ?.vas haunted',** 
not only with a due sense of the errors he had really committed, but 
with the tormenting apprehensions of those peccadilloes which beset 



TIIE FAIR MAID OF PERTH. 


73 


a superstitious and timid mind. It is scarcely necessary therefore to 
add, that the churchmen of various descriptions had no small influ- 
ence over this easy-tempered prince, though, indeed, theirs was, at 
that period, an influence from which few or none escaped, however 
resolute and firm of purpose in affairs of a temporal character. — 
We now return from this long digression, without which what we 
have to relate could not perhaps have been well understood. 

The King had moved with ungraceful difficulty to the cushioned 
chair, which, under a stale or canopy, stood prepared for his accom- 
modation, and upon which he sank down with enjoyment, like an 
indolent man, who had been for some time confined to a constrained 
position. When seated, the gentle and venerable looks of the good 
old man showed benevolence. The Prior, who now remained stand- 
ing opposite to the royal seat, with an air of deep deference which 
cloaked the natural haughtiness of his carriage, was a man betwixt 
forty and fifty years of age, but everyone of whose hairs still retained 
their natural black colour. Acute features and a penetrating look, 
attested the talents by which the venerable father had acquired his 
high station in the community over which he presided; and, we may 
add, in the councils of the kingdom in whose service they were often 
exercised. The chief objects which his education and habits taught 
him to keep in view, were the extension of the dominion and the 
‘wealth of the Church, and the suppression of heresy, both of which 
he endeavoured to accomplish by all the means which his situation 
afforded him. But lie honoured his religion by the sincerity of his 
own belief, and by the morality which guided his conduct in all ordi- 
nary situations. The faults of the Prior Anselm, though they led 
him into grievous error, and even cruelty, were perhaps rather those 
of his age ami profession — his virtues were his own. 

“These things done,” said the King, “and the lands I have men- 
tioned, secured by my gift to this monastery, you are of opinion, 
father, that I stand as much in the good graces of our Holy Mother 
Church, as to term myself her dutiful son?” 

“Surely, my liege,” said the Prior; “would to God thn£ all her 
children brought to the efficacious sacrament of confession as deep 
a sense of their errors, and as much will to make amends for them. 
But I speak these comforting words, my liege, not to Robert King 
of Scotland, but only to my humble and devout penitent, Robert 
Stewart of Garrick.” 

“You surprise me, father,” answered the King; “I have little 
check on my conscience for aught that 1 have done in my kingly 
office, seeing that I use therein less mine own opinion than the 
advice of the most wise counsellors.” 

“ Even therein lietli the danger, my liege,” replied the Prior. 
“The Holy father recognises in your Grace, in every thought, word, 
and action, an obedient vassal of the Iloly Church. But there are 
perverse counsellors, who obey the instinct of tlieir wicked hearts, 
while they abuse the good-nature and ductility of their monarch, anil 
itfSder colour ,of serving his temporal interests, take stops which are 
prejudicial to those that last to eternity.” 

King Robert raised himself upright in his chair, and assumed an 
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air of authority, which, though it well became him, he did not usually 
display. 

“ Prior Anselm,” lie said, “ if you have discovered anything in 
my conduct, whether as a king or a private individual, which inay 
call down such censures as your words intimate, it is your duty to 
speak plainly, and I command you to do so. ” 

“ My liege, you shall be obeyed ” auswered the Prior, with an in- 
clination or the body. Then raising himself up, and assuming the 
dignity of his rank in the Church, he said, “ Hear from me the words 
of our Holy Father the Pope, the successor of St Peter, to whom 
have descended the keys, both to bind and to unloose. ‘ Wherefore, 
- O Robert of Scotland, hast thou not received into the See of St 
Andrews, Henry of Wardlaw, whom the Pontiff hath recommended 
to fill that See ? Why dost thou make profession with thy lips of 
dutiful service to the Church, when thy actions proclaim the deprav- 
ity and disobedience of thy inward soul? Obedience is better than 
sacrifice.’” 

“Sir Prior,” said the Monarch, bearing himself in a manner not 
unbecoming his lofty rank, “ we may well dispense with answering 
you upon this subject, being a matter which concerns us and the 
Estates of our kingdom, but does not affect our private conscience.” 

“ Alas,” said the Prior, “ and whose conscience will it concern at 
the last day ? Which of your belted lords or wealthy burgesses will 
then step between their King and the penalty which he has incurred 
by following of their secular policy in matters ecclesiastical ? Know, 
mighty King, that, were nil the chivalry of thy realm drawn up to 
shield thee from the red levin-bolt, they would be consumed like 
scorched parchment before the blaze of a furnace.” 

“ Good Father Prior,” said the lying, on whose timorous conscience 
this kind of language seldom failed to make an impression, “you 
surely argue oyer rigidly in this matter. It was during my last in- 
disposition, while the Earl of Douglas held, as Lieutenant-General, 
the regal authority in Scotland, that the obstruction to the reception 
of the Primate unhappily arose. Do not, therefore, tax me with 
what happened when 1 was unable to conduct the affairs of the king- 
dom, and compelled to delegate my power to another.” 

* your subject, Sire, you have said enough,” replied the Prior. 
“But if the impediment arose during the lieutenancy of the Earl of 
Douglas, the Legate of his Holiness will demand wherefore it lias 
not been instantly removed, when the King resumed in his royal 
hands the reins of authority ? The Black Douglas can do much ; 
more perhaps than a subject should have power to do in the kingdom 
of his sovereign ; but lie cannot stand betwixt your grace amfyour 
own conscience, or release you from the duties to the lloly Church 
which your situation as a king imposes upcfn you.” 

“Father,” said Robert, somewhat impatiently, “you are over 
peremptory in this matter, and ought at least to wait a reasonable 
season until we have time to consider of Home remedy Such dis- 
Putes have happened repeatedly in the reign3 of- our predecessors; 
and our royal and blessed ancestor, Saint David, did not resign hit 
privileges as a monarch without making a stand ip their defence! 
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‘fcven though lie was involved in arguments with the Holy Father 
himself.” 

“ And therein was that great and good king neither holy nor 
saintly,” said the Prior ; “ and therefore was he given to be a rout 
and a spoil to his enemies, when he raised his sword against the 
banners of St Peter and St Paul, and St John of Beverley, in the 
war, as it is still called, of the Standard. Well was it for him that, 
like his namesake, the son of Jesse, his sin was punished upon earth, 
and not entered against him at the long and dire day of accounting.” 

“ Well, good Prior — well — enough of this for the present. The 
Holy Sec shall, God willing, have no reason to complain of me. I 
take Our Lady to witness, I would not, for the crown I wear, take 
the burden of wronging our Mother Church. We have ever feared 
that the Earl of Douglas kept his eyes too much fixed on the fame 
and the temporalities of this frail and passing life to feel altogether 
as he ought the claims that refer to a future world.” 

“ It is but lately,” said the Prior, “ that he hath taken up forcible 
quarters in the Monastery of Aberbrothoek, with his retinue of a 
thousand. followers; and the abbot is compelled to furnish him with 
all he needs for horse and man, which the Earl calls exercising the 
hospitality which lie hath a right to expect from the foundation to 
which his ancestors were contributors. Certain it were better to 
return to the Douglas his lands than to submit to such exaction, 
which more resembles the masterful license of Highland thiggers 
and sorners 1 than the demeanour of a Christian baron.” 

“The Black Douglasses,” said the King, with a sigh, “are a race 
which will not be said nay. But, Father Prior, I am myself, it may 
be, an intruder of this kind ; for my sojourning hath been long among 
ytra, and my retinue, though far fewer than the Douglases, are never- 
theless enough to cumber you for their daily maintenance; and 
though our order is to send out purveyors to lessen your charge as 
much as may be, yet if there be inconvenience, it were fitting we 
should remove iu time.” 

“ Now, Our Lady forbid ! ” said the Prior, who, if desirous of 
power; had nothing meanly covetous in his temper, but was ’even 
magnificent in his generous kindness; “certainly the Dominican 
Convent can afford to her Sovereign the hospitality which the house 
offers to every wanderer of whatever condition, who will receive it 
at the hands of the poor servants of our patron. No, ray royal liege; 
come with ten limes your present train, they shall, neither want a 
grain of oats, a pile of straw, a morsel of bread, nor an ounce of 
food, which our convent can supply them. It is one thiug to employ 
the revenues of the Church, which are so much larger than monks 
ought to need or wish for, in the suitable and dutiful reception of 
your lloyal Majesty, and another to have it wrenched from us by the 
hands of rude and violent men, whose love of rapine is only limited 
by the extent of their power.” 

“ It is well, good Prior,” said the King ; and now to turn our 

• * 

i Triggers and formers, i. e., sturdy beggars, the former, howover, being, as the 
word implies, more civil than the latter, 
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thoughts for mi instant from slate affairs, can thv rev* icneeintovnj 
us how the good citizens of Perth have begun then’ Valentine a J >a> . J 
— Gallantly, and merrily, and peacefully, 1 hope.” . . 

“For gallantly, my liege, I know little of such «.naltfies. r«>r 
peacefully, there were three or four men, two ern Uv wounded, 
came this morning before daylight to ask the privilege o[ girth ami 
sanctuary, pursued by a hue and cry of citizens in the. r shirts, with 
clubs, hills. Leebaber axes, alul two handed swords, eniiigkill and 
slay, each louder than another. Nay, they were not >. ii'fn*d wlu*n 
our porter and watch told them that those they pnr.-m <1 had taken 
refuge in the Galilee of the Church :* but continued for some 
minutes clamouring and striking upon the postern door, demanding 
that the men who had offended should be delivered up to them. 1 
was afraid their rude noise might have broken your Majesty's rest, 
and raised some surprise.” 

“ My rest might have been broken,” said the Monarch ; “but that 
sounds of violence should have occasioned surprise—- Alas ! reverend 
Father, there is in Scotland only one place wnerc the shriek of the 
victim, and threats of the oppressor, are not heard — and that, 
Father, is — the grave.” 

The Prior stood in respectful silence, sympathising with the feel- 
ings of a monarch, whose tenderness of heart suited so ill with the 
condition and manners of his people. 

“And what became of the fugitives?” asked Robert, after a 
minute’s pause. 

“Surely, Sire,” said the Prior, “they were dismissed, as they 
desired to be, before daylight; and after we had sent out to hi 
assured .that no ambush of their enemies watched them in tin 
vicinity, they went their way in peace.” 

“You know’ nothing,” inquired the King, “who the men were 
or the cause of their taking refuge with you ?” 

“The cause,” said the Prior, “was a riot with the townsmen 
but how arising is not known to us. The custom of our house is U 
afford twenty-four hours of uninterrupted refuge in the sanctuary o 
St Dominic, without asking any question at the poor unfortunate 
who have sought relief there. If they desire to remain for a longe 
space, the cause of their resorting to sanctuary must be put upon th< 
register of the convent ; and. praised he our holy Saint, many per 
sons escape the weight of the law by this temporary protect ioi 
whom, did we know the character of their crimes, we might hav 
found ourselves obliged to render up to their pursuers ami perse 
cutors.” 

As the Prior spoke, a dim idea occurred to the Monarch, that th 
privilege of sanctuary thus peremptorily executed, must prove 
severe? interruption to the course of justice through his realm. Bi 
he repelled the feeling, as if it had been a suggestion of Satan, an 
took care that not a single word should escape to betray to th 
churchman that such a profane thought had ever occupied hi* bosom 
on the contrary, lie hasted to chauge Die subject. 


i See Note M. The Galilee, 
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;* “ The sun." lu> said, a moves sh- .vly on the; index. After the min- 
iful informal ion you have given mo, I expected the Lords of my 
Council ere now, to toko order with the ravelled affairs of this un- 
happy riot. Evil was 1 In* for! 111 o which gave me rule over n people, 
among whom it. seems to me I am in my own person the only man 
who deserves rest and tranquillity ! ” 

“Thu Church always desire- pence and tranquillity,” added the 
Prior, not suffering even so Mi neral 11 proposition to escape the poor 
I Kind's oppressed mind, without insisting* on a saving clause for the 
'Church’s honour.” 

*■ We meant, nothing else," said Robert. “But, Father Prior, you 
will allow that the Church, in quelling strife, as is doubtless her pur- 
pose, resembles the busy housewife, who puls in motion the oust 
which she means to sweep away.” 

To this remark the Prior would have made some reply, but the 
door of the apartment was ppened, and a gentleman-usher announced 
jthc Duke of Albany. 


CHAPTER X. 

Gentle friend ! 

Cl 1 Me not her mirth, who was sad yesterday, 

And mny he so to-morrow. 

Joanna Bajli.ik. 

Titr Duke of Albany was, like bis royal brother, named Robert. 
r l 1 )<» Christian name of the latter had been John, until he was called 
to the throne ; when the superstition of the times observed, that the 
name had been connected with misfortune in the lives and reigns of 
John of England, John of France, and John Balinl of Scotland. ^ it 
was therefore agreed, that to elude the bad omen, the new King* 
should assume the name of Robert, rendered dear to Scotland by the 
recollect ions of Robert Bruce. We mention this, to account foV the 
existence of two brothers of the same Christian name in one family, 
' which was not certainly a usual occurrence, more than at the present 
day. 

Albany, also an aged man, was not supposed to be much more 
disposed for warlike enterprise than the King himself. But if he 
had not courage, he had wisdom to conceal and cloak over his want 
of that quality, which, once suspected, would have ruined all the 
plans which his ambition had formed. Jfe had also pride enough to 
supply, in extremity, the want of real valour, and command enough 
over his nerves to conceal their agitation. I11 other respects, lie was 
experienced in the ways of courts, calm, cool, and crafty, fixing* upon 
k the points which he desired to attain, while they were yet far re- 
moved, ajul never losing sight of them, though the winding paths in 
IwhiclfcJie trode might occasionally seem to point to a different direc- 
tion. In bis person lie resembled the Kings for be was noble and 
majestic both in stature and countenance. But he had the advan- 
tage of bis elder brother, in being unincumbered with any infirmity, 
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and in every respect lighter and more active. His dress was rich 
and grave, as became his age and rank, and, like Ins royal brother, 
he wore no arms of any kind, a case of small knives supplying at Ins 
girdle thejplace usually occupied by a dagger, in absence of a sword. 

At the Duke’s entrance, the Prior, after making an obeisance, re- 
spectfully withdrew to a recess in the apartment at some distance 
from the royal seat, in order to leave the conversation of the brothers 
uncontrolled by the presence of a third person. It is necessary to 
mention, that tne recess was formed by a window, placedin the inner 
front of the monastic buildings, called the Palace, from its being the „ 
frequent residence of the Kings of Scotland, but which was, unless 
on such occasions, the residence of the Prior or Abbot. The window 
was placed over tne principal entrance to the royal apartments, and 
commanded a view of the internal quadrangle of the convent, formed 
on the right- hand by the length of the magnificent church, on the 
left by a building, containing the range of cellars, with the refectory, 
chapter-house, and other conventual apartments rising above them, 
for such existed altogether independent of the space occupied by 
King Robert and his attendants ; while a fourth row of buildings, 
showing a noble outward front to the rising sun, consisted of a large 
hospitium for the reception of strangers and pilgrims, and many 
subordinate offices, warehouses, and places of accommodation, for 
the ample stores which supplied the magnificent hospitality of the 
Dominican fathers. A lofty vaulted entrance led through this 
eastern front into the quadrangle, and was precisely opposite to the 
window at which Prior Anselm stood, so that he could see underneath 
the dark arch, and observe the light which gleamed below it from 
the eastern and open portal ; hut, owing to the height to which be 
was raised, and the depth of the vaulted archway, his eye could but 
indistinctly reach the opposite and extended portal. It* is necessary 
to notice these localities. We return to the conversation between 
the princely relatives. 

“My dear brother," said the King, raising the Duke of Albany, as 
he stooped to kiss his hand ; “ my dear, dear brother, wherefore* this 
ceremonial ? Are we not both sons of the same Stewart of Scotland, 
and of the same Elizabeth More ? ” 

“ I have not forgot that it is so,” said Albany, arising ; “ but I must 
not omit, in the familiarity of the brother, the respect that is due to 
the King.” 

“ Oh, true, most true, Robin," answered the King. “ The throne 
is like a lofty and barren rock, lipon which flower or shrub can nevei 
take root. All kindly feelings, all tender affections, are denied to i 
monarch. A king must not fold a brother to his heart — he dare not 
give way to fondness for a son ! ” 

« Such, in some respects, is the doom of greatness, Sire,” answered 
Albany; “but Heaven, who removed to some distance from your 
Majesty’s sphere the members of your own family, has given you a 
whole peoplp to he your children.” 

“Alas! Robert,” answered the Monarch, “your heart is better 
framed for the duties of a sovereign than mine. I see from the 
height at which fate has placed me, that multitude whom you call 
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^Sy children — Ilove them, I wish them well— but they are mnnv, and 

f thcy are distant from me. Alas ! even the meanest of them has 
ome beloved being whom lie can clasp to his heart, and upon whom 
e can lavish the fondness of a father ! But all that a king can give 
to a people is a smile, such as the sun bestows on the snowy peaks of 
the Grampian mountains, as distant and as ineffectual. Alas, Robin ! 
our father used to caress us, and if he chid us it was. with a tone of 
kindness ; yet he was a monarch as well as I, and wherefore should 
not I be permitted, like him, to reclaim my poor prodigal by affection 
as well as severity?" 

| “Had affection never been tried, my liege," replied Albany, in the 
tone of one who delivers sentiments which he grieves to utter, “means 
of gentleness ought assuredly to be first made use of. Your Grace 
is best judge whether they have been long enough persevered in, and 
-whether those of discouragement and restraint may not prove a more 
[effectual corrective. It is exclusively in your royal power to take 
what measures with the Duke of Rothsay you think will be most 
available to his ultimate benefit, and that of the kingdom." 

► “ This is unkind, brother,” said the King ; “ you indicate the pain- 
ful path which you would have me pursue, yet you offer me not your 
•support in treading it." 

“My support your Grace may ever command," replied Albany; 
“ but would it become me, of all men on earth, to prompt to your 
Grace severe measures against your son and heir ? Me— on whom, 
in case of failure — which Heaven fnrefend !— of your Grace’s family, 
this fatal crown might descend ? Would it not be thought and said 
by the fiery March and the lmughty Douglas, that Albany had sown 
<bssciision between his royal brother and the heir to the Scottish 
throne, perhaps to clear the i^ay for the succession of his own family ? 
— No. my liege— I can sacrifice my life to your service, but I must 
not place my honour in danger." 

say true, Robin— you say very true,” replied the King, 
Hastening to put his own interpretation upon his brother’s words. 
“ We must not suffer these powerful and dangerous lords to perceive 
that there is aught like discord in the royal family. That, must be 
‘.avoided of all things; and, therefore, we will still try indulgent 
measures, in hopes of correcting the follies of Rothsay. I behold 
sparks of hope in him, Robin, from time to time, that aye well worth 
cherishing. He is young — very young — a prince, and in the heyday 
of his blood, Wc will have patience with him, like a good rider with 
a hot-tempered horse. Let him exhaust this idle humour, and no 
one will be better pleased with him than yourself. You have cen- 
sured me in your kindness for being too gentle, too retired— Rothsay 
lias no such defects." 

I will pawn my life he has not,” replied Albany drily. 

“ And he wants not reflection as well as spirit, continued the poor 
King, pleading the cause of his son to his brother. “ I have sent for 
him to attend council to-day, and we shall see liow he acquits him- 
self qf his devoir. You yourself allow, ltobin, that the Prince wants 
neither shrewdness nor capacity for affairs, when lie is in the humour 
to consider them." 
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. “Doubtless, he wants neither, my liege,” replied Albany, “ whetf 
he is in the humour to considerthem.” 

“ I say so,” answered the King; “and am heartily glad that you 
agree with me, liobin, in giving this pour hapless young man another 
trial. He has no mother now to plead his cause with an incensed 
father. That must he remembered, Albany.” 

“ I trust,” said Albany, “ the course which is most agreeable to 
your Grace’s feelings will also prove the wisest and the best.” 

: The Duke well saw the simple stratagem by which the King was 
endeavouring to escape from the conclusions of his reasoning, and 
to adopt, under pretence of his sanction, a course of proceeding rite- 
reverse of what it best suited him to recommend. But. though lie saw* 
-he could not guide his brother to the line of conduct he desired, he 
would not abandon the reins, but resolved to watch for a fitter oppor- 
tunity of obtaining the sinister advantages to which new quarrels 
betwixt the King and Prince were soon, lie though!, likely to give 
rise. 

In the mean time. King Robert, afraid lest liis brother should re- 
sume the painful subject from which lie had just escaped, called aloud 
to the Prior of the Dominicans: “I hear the trampling of horse. 
Your station commands the courtyard, reverend Father. Look froni 
the. window, and tell us who alights— 1L fhsny, is it not?” 

" The noble Earl of March, with liis foll owers,” said the Prior. 

“ Is lie strongly accompanied ? ” said the King. “ Do liis people 
enter the inner gate ? ” 

At the same moment. Albany whispered the King, “Fear nothing 
—■the Brandanes 1 of your household arc under arms.” 

The King nodded thanks, while the Prior from the window an- 
swered the question lie had put. “The Karl is attended by tftc 
pages, two gentlemen, and four grooms. One page follows him 14 
the main staircase, bearing his lordship's sword. The others halt ii 
the court, and— Beuedici to, how is this? — Here is a strolling glee 
woman, with her viol, preparing to sing beneath the royal windows 
and in the cloister of the Dominicans, as she might in the yard of ai 
hostel lie ! I will have her presently thrust forth.” 

w Kot so, Father,” said the King. “Let me implore grace for tin 
poor wanderer. The Joyous Science, as they call it, which they pro 
less, mingles sadly with the distresses to which want and calaiuif 
condemn a strolling race; and in that they resemble a Kin»-, t< 
whom all men cry, ‘ All hail ! ' while he lacks the homage and'obe 
dient affection which the poorest yeoman receives from his family 
Let tlie wanderer remain undisturbed, Father ; and let. her siim- i 
she will to the yeomen and troopers in the court— it will keep tlicr: 
from quarreling with each other, belouging, as they do, to such 1111 
ruly aud hostile masters.” 

So spoke the well-meaning and feeble-minded Prince, and tin 
Prior bowed in acquiescence. As he spoke, the Earl of March er 
ternl the hall of audience, dressed in the ordinary riding-garb of tli 
time, and wearing his poniard, lie had left in the ante-room the pa g 

1 See Note N. The Brandanes. 



THE FAIR MAID OF PERTH. 81 

df honour wlio carried liis sword. The Earl was a well-builfc, hand- 
some man, fair-complexioncd, with a considerable profusion of light- 
coloured lniir, and bright blue eyes, which gleamed like those of a 
falcon, lie exhibited in his countenance, otherwise pleasing, the 
marks of a hasty, and irritable temper, which his situation as a high 
and powerful feudal lord had given him but too many opportunities 
of indulging. 

“ I am glad to see you, my Lord of March,” said the King, with a 
gracious inclination of his person, “ You have been long abseut 
from our councils.” 

“My liege,” answered March, with a deep reverence to the King, 
and a haughty and formal inclination to the Duke of Albany, “if I 
have been absent from your Grace’s councils, it is because my place 
has been supplied by more acceptable, and, 1 doubt not, abler couii- 
jsellors. And now I come but to say to your Highness, that the news 
from the English frontier make it necessary that T should return 
►without delay to my own estates. Your Grace has your wise and 
politic brother, my Lord of Albany, with whom to consult, and the 
mighty and warlike Earl of Douglas to carry your councils into 
effect. 1 am of no use save in my own country; and thither, with 
*our Highness’s permission, I am purposed instantly to return, to 
attend my charge, as Warden of the Eastern Marches.’ 1 

“ You will not deal so unkindly with us, cousin,” replied the gentle 
Monarch. “Here are evil tidings on the wind. These unhappy 
Highland clans are again breaking into general commotion, and the 
tranquillity even of our own court requires the wisest of our council 
to advise, and the bravest of our barons to execute, what may he 
resolved upon. The descendant of Thomas .Randolph will not 
surely abandon the grandson of Robert Bruce at such a period as 
this?*” 

“I leave with him the descendant of the far-famed Janies of 
Douglas,” answered March. “It is his lordsliip’s boast that he 
never puts foot in stirrup hut a thousand horse mount with him as 
his daily lifeguard, and 1 believe the monks of Aberbrolhock 1 .will 
.swear to the fact. Surely, with all the Douglases chivalry, they are 
lifter to restrain a disorderly swarm of Highland kerne, than I can be 
to withstand the archery of England, and power of Henry Hotspur ? 
And then, here is his Grace of Albany, so jealous in his care of your 
Highness’s person, that he calls your Bnuidanes to take arms, when 
a dutiful subject like myself approaches the court with a poor half- 
score of horse, the retinue of the meanest of the petty barons who 
own a tower and a thousand acres of barren heath. When such pre- 
cautions are taken where there is not the slightest chance of peril — 
since 1 trust none was to be apprehended from me — your royal per- 
son will surely he suitably guarded in real danger.” 

“My Lord of March,” said the Duke of Albany, “ the meanest of 

i The complaint of the monks of Arbroath about the too great honour tho Earl of 
^Douglas liad*p;\iil them in becoming their guest with a train of a thousand liteu, passed 
into a pr**erb, and was never forgotten when the old Scots churchmen railed at the 
nobility, who, in the sequel, demolished the Church, out of that earnest yearning they 
hud long iclt for her goods. 
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the barons of whom you speak put their followers in arms, even 
when they receive their dearest and nearest friends within the iroif 
Rate of their castle ; and, if it please Our Lady, I will not care less 
for the King’s person than they do for their own. The Brand an cs 
are the King’s immediate retainers and household servants, and an 
hundred of them is but a small guard round his Grace, when your- 
self, my lord, as well as the Earl of Douglas, often ride with ten 
times the number.” . 

“My lord duke,” replied March, “when the service of the King 
requires it, T can ride with ten times as many horse as your Grace 
has named; but I have never done so either traitorously to entrap 
the King, or boastfully to overawe other nobles.” 

“Brother Robert,” said the King, ever anxious to he a peace- 
maker, “you do wrong even to intimate a suspicion of my Lord of 
March. And you, cousin of March, misconstrue my brother’s caution. 
— But hark— to divert this angry parley— I hear no unpleasing touch 
of minstrelsy. You know the Gay Science, my Lord of March, ami 
love it well — Step to yonder window, beside the holy Prior, at whom 
we make no question touching secular pleasures, and you will tell 
us if the music and lay be worth listening to. The notes are of 
France, I think — My brother of Albany’s judgment is not worth vv 
cockle-shell in such matters— so, you, cousin, must report your 
opinion whether the poor glee-maiden deserves recompense. Our 
son and the Douglas will presently be here, and then, when our- 
council is assembled, we will treat of graver matters.” 

With something like a smile on his proud brow, March withdrew 
into the recess of the window, and stood there in silence beside the 
Prior, like one who, while he obeyed the King’s commands, s$w ' 
through and despised the timid precaution which it implied, as an ' 
attempt to prevent the dispute betwixt Albany and himself. The 
tune, which was played upon a viol, was gay and sprightly in the 
commencement, with a touch of the wildness of the Troubadour 
music. But as it proceeded, the faltering tones of the instrument, 
and of the female voice which accompanied it, became plaintive and 
interrupted, as if choked by the painful feelings of the minstrel. 

The offended Earl, whatever might be his judgment in such mat- . 
ters on which the King had complimented him, paid, it may be sup* 

{ )osed, little attention to the music of the female minstrel. His proud 
leart was struggling between the allegiance he owed his sovereign, 
as well as the love he still found lurking in his bosom for the person 
of his well-natured King, and a desire of vengeance arising* out of his 
disappointed ambition, and the disgrace done to him by the substitu- 
tion of Marjory Douglas tobe brideof the heir-apparent, instead of his 
betrothed daughter. March lmd the vices and virtues of a hasty and 
uncertain character, and even now, when he came to bid the King 
adieu, with the purpose of renouncing Lis allegiance as soon as lie 
reached his own feudal territories, lie felt unwilling, and almost un- 
able, to resolve upon a step so criminal and so full of peril. It wafc 
with such dangerous cogitations that he was occupied tlqring tli4l 
beginning of the glee-maiden’s lay ; but objects which called his 
attention powerfully, as the songstress proceeded, affected the cur- 
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rent of his thoughts, and riveted them on what was passing in the 
‘courtyard of the monastery. The song was in the Provei^al 
dialect, well understood as the language of poetry in all the courts 
of Europe, and particularly in Scotland. It was more simply turned, 
however, than was the general caste of the Sirventes, and rather 
resembled the lid of a Norman Minstrel. It may be translated 
thus : — 


Ztje Eaj> of 3poot iioutee. 1 

All, poor lionise ! The livelong day 
Sho roams from court to castle gay ; 

And still her voice and viol aay, 

Ah, maids, beware the woodland way. 

TJuuk on Louise. 

Ah, poor Louise ! The sun was high. 

It smirch’d her cheek, it dimni'd her eye. 

The woodland walk was cool and nigh. 

Where birds with chiming streamlets vie 

To cheer LuuLc. 


Ah, poor Louise ! The savage bear 
Made ne’er that lovely grove his lair ; 

The wolves molest not paths so fair— 

Hut bolter far had such been there 

For poor LouLe. 

All, poor Louise 1 In woody wold 
.She met a huntsman fair and bold ; 

JI is baldric was of silk and gold, 

And many a witching talc lie told 

To poor Louise. 

Ah, poor Louise ! Small can.=>e to pine 
Hadsfc thou for treasures of tlio mine ; 

For peace of mind, that gift divine, 

And spotless innocence, wore thine, 

Ah, poor Louise 1 

All, poor Louise ! Thy treasure's reft ! 

1 know not if by force or theft, 

Or part by violence, part by gift, 

Hut misery is all that’s left 

To poor Louise. 

Let poor Louise some succour have ! 

She will not long your bounty crave, 

Or tire the gay with warning stave — 

For Ilcavcn lias grace, and earth a grave 

For poor Louise. 

The song wus no sooner finished than, anxious lest the dispute 
should bo revived betwixt his brother and the Earl of March, King 
Hubert called to the latter, ‘‘What think you of the minstrelsy, my 
lord ?— Methinks, as 1 heard it even at tliis distance, it was a wild 
and pleasing lay. ” 

“ My judgment is not deep, my lord ; but the singer may dispense 

1 This4ay has been set to beautiful music by a lady whose composition, to say 
nothing of her sinking, might make a’*jr poet proud of his verses, Mrs Robert 
Arkwright, born Miss Kemble. 
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witli my approbation, since she seems to have receive': him ol his. 
Grace of Rotlisay— the first judge in {Scotland.” _ 

“ How ! ” said the King in alarm ; is my son below : 
w He is sitting on horseback by the glee-maiden, ’ said ‘hire!), won 
a malicious smile on his cheek, “ apparently as much interested by 
her conversation as her music.” . 

« How is this. Father Prior ? ” said the King. But the 1 nor drew' 
back from the lattice. • 

“ I have no will to see, my lord, things which it would pam me to 

repeat.” . , , 

“ How is all this?” said the King, who coloured deeply, and soemou 
about to rise from his chair; but changed his mind, as if nn willing, 
perhaps, to look upon some unbecoming prank of the wild young 
Prince, which lie might not have had heart to punish with necessary 
severity. The Earl of March seemed to have a pleasure in in form- 
ing him of that of which doubtless he desired to remain ignorant. 

“My liege,” he cried, “ this is better and better. The glec-maidcu 
has not only engaged the ear of the Prince of Scotland, as well as of 
every ^room and trooper in the courtyard, but she has riveted the 
attention of the Black Douglas, whom w'c have not known as a pas- 
sionate admirer of the Gay Science. But truly, I do not wonder at 
his astonishment, for the Prince has honoured the fair professor of 
song and viol with a kiss of approbation.” 

“How?” cried the King, “is David of llothsay trifling with a 
glee-maiden, and his wife’s father in presence ?— Go, my good Fa- 
ther Abbot, call the Prince here instantly — Go, my dearest brother.” 
— And when they had both left the room, the King continued, “ Go, 
good cousin of March — there will be mischief, 1 am assured of it. J. 
pray you go, cousin, and second my Lord Prior’s prayers with my 
commands.” 

“ You forget, my liege,” said March, with the voice of a deeply 
offended person; “the father of Elizabeth of Dunbar were but an 
unfit intercessor between the Douglas and his royal son-in-law.” 

“•I crave your pardon, cousin,” said the gentle old man. “ [ own 
you have had some wrong— -but my Rotlisay will be murdered— I 
must go myself.” 

But as he arose precipitately from his chair, the poor King missed 
a footstep, stumbled, and fell heavily to the ground, in such a man- 
ner, that his head striking the corner of the scat from which he had 
risen, lie became for a minute insensible. The sight of the accident 
at once overcame March’s resentment, and melted his heart. He 
ran to the fallen Monarch, and replaced him in his seat, using, in 
the tenderest and most respectful manner, such means as sec-metl 
most lit to recall animation. Robert opened his eyes, and '«azed 
around with uncertainty. v 

“ What has happened? — are we alone? — who is with us ?” 

“ Your dutiful subject, March,” replied the Karl. 

M Alone with the Earl of March,” repeated the King, his still dis- 
turbed intellects receiving some alarm from the liaipe of a powerful 
chief, whom he had reason to believe lie had mortally offended. 
“Yes, my gracious liege, with poor George of Dunbar; of whom 
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many have wished your Maj'sty to flunk ill, tliouo.li lie will bo found 
truer to your royal person :»! the last than limy will/' 

“ Indeed, cousin, you have had too much wrong • and, believe me, 
we shall strive to redress -- ” 

“ If your Grace thinks so, it may yet he righted,” interrupted the 
Earl, catching 1 at the hopes winch his ambition suggested; “the 
Prince and Marjory Doug Ian are nearly related — the dispensation 
from Home was informally granted — their marriage cannot he lawful 
— the Pope, who will do much for so godly a Prince, can set aside 
this unchristian union, in respect of the precontract. Bethink vmi 
well, my liege,” continued the Earl, kindling with a new train of 
ambitious thoughts, to which the unexpected opportunity of pleading 
his cause personally lmd given rise, — “ bethink you how you choose 
betwixt the Douglas and me. He is powerful and mighty, I grant. 
But George of Dunbar wears the keys of Scotland at his belt, and 
could bring an English army to the gates of Edinburgh ere Douglas 
could leave the skirts of Cairutable to oppose them. Your royal son 
lores my poor deserted girl, and hates the haughty Marjory of 
Douglas. Your Grace may judge the small account in which lie 
holds her, by his toying with a common glee-maiden even in the 
presence of her father.” 

The King had hitherto listened to the Earl's argument with the 
bewildered feelings of a timid horseman, borne away by an impetu- 
ous steed, whose course be can neither arrest nor direct. But the 
last words awakened in his recollection the sense of his son’s im- 
mediate danger. 

*‘ Oh, ay, most true— my son— the Douglas. Oh, my clear cousin, 
prevent blood, and all shall be as you will. — Hark, there is a tumult— 
that was the clash of arms ! ” 

“By my coronet— by my knightly faith, it is true ! ” said the Earl, 
looking from the window upon the inner square of (lie convent, now' 
filled with armed men and brandished weapons, and resounding with 
the clash of armour. The deep-vaulted entrance was crowded.with 
warriors at its farthest extremity, and blows seemed to be in the act 
of being exchanged betwixt some who were endeavouring to shut 
the gate, and others who contended to press in. 

“I will go instantly,” said the Earl of March, “ and soon quell this 
sudden broil— Humbly, 1 pray your Majesty to think on what I have 
had the boldness to propose.” 

“I will, 1 will, fair cousin,” said the King, scarce knowing to what 
he pledged himself—* 4 Do but prevent tumult and bloodshed! ” 
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CHAPTER XI. 


Fair is the damsel, passing fair — 

{■Minay at distance gleams her sniilo ; 

Approach — the cloud of woeful enro 
lianas trembling in Iior eye the while. 

Llxinda, a i: UaJ. 


V/i: must nere trace, a lillle more correctly, the events which had 
been indistinctly' scon from the window of the royal apartments, and 
yet more indistinctly reported by those who witnessed them. The 
glee -maiden, already mentioned, had planted herself, where a rise of 
t wo large lnoad steps, giving access to the main gateway of the royal 
apartments, gained her an advantage of a foot ami a half in height 
over those in the court, of whom she hoped to form an audience. 
>Slie wove the dress of her calling, which was more gaudy tlian rich, 
and showed the person more than did the garb of other females. 
>Shc had laid aside an upper mantle, and a small basket which con- 
tained her slender stock of necessaries, and a little French spaniel 
dog sat beside them as their protector. An azure-blue jacket, em- 
broidered with silver, and sitting close to the person, was open in 
front, and showed several waistcoats of different coloured silks, 
calculated to set off the symmetry of the shoulders and bosom, and 
remaining open at the throat. A small silver chain worn around 
her neck," involved itself amongst these brilliant-coloured waistcoats, 
and was again produced from them, to display a medal of the same 
metal, which intimated, in the name of some court or guild of min- 
strels, the degree she had taken ill the Gay or Joyous Science. A 
small script, suspended over her shoulders by a blue silk riband, hung 
on her left side. 

Her sunny complexion, snow-white teeth, brilliant black eyes, and 
raveh locks, marked her country lying far in the south of France, . 
and the arch smile and dimpled cbm bore the same character. Hfcr 
luxuriant raven locks, twisted around a small gold bodkin, were kept 
in. their position by a net of silk and gold. Short petticoats, deep- 
laced with silver, to correspond with the jacket, red stockings which 
were visible so high as near the calf of the leg, and buskins of 
Spanish leather, completed her adjustment, which, though far from 
new, had been saved as an untarnished holiday suit, which much 
care had kept in good order. She seemed about twenty-five years 
old ; but perhaps fatigue and wandering had anticipated the touch 
of time, in obliterating the freshness of early youth. 

We have said the glee-maiden’s manner was lively, and we may 
add, that her smile and repartee were ready. But her gaiety was 
assumed, as a quality essentially necessary to her trade, of which it 
was one of the miseries, that the professors were obliged frequently 
to cover an aching heart with a compelled smile. This seemed to 
be the case with Louise, who, whether she was actually the heroine 
of her own song, or whatever other cause al$ might have ftr sad- 
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ness, showed ill times a strain of deep melancholy thought, which 
‘ interfered with and controlled I lie natural How of lively spirits, which 
the practice of the Joyous Science especially required. She lacked 
also, even in her gayest sallies, the decided boldness and effrontery 
of her sisterhood, who were seldom at a loss to retort a saucy jest, or 
turn the laugh against any who interrupted or interfered with them. 

It may he here remarked, ihat it was impossible that this class of 
women, very numerous in that age, could bear a character generally 
respectable. They were, however, protected by the manners of the 
time; and such were the immunities they possessed by the rights of 
chivalry, that nothing was more rare than to hoar of such errant 
damsels sustaining injury or wrong, and they passed and repassed 
safely, where armed travellers would probably have encountered a 
bloody opposition. Jlut though licensed and protected in honour 
of their tuneful art, the wandering minstrels, male or female, like 
similar ministers to the public amusement, the itinerant musicians, 
for instance, and stroll-ing comedians of our own day, led a life too 
irregular and precarious, to he accounted a creditable part of society. 
Indeed, among the stricter Catholics, the profession was considered 
as unlawful. 

Such was the damsel, who, with viol in hand, and stationed on the 
slight elevation we have mentioned, stepped forward to the bystanders 
and announced herself as a mistress of the Gav Science, duly <juali- 
fied by a brief from a court of Love and Music held at Aix, in Pro- 
vence, under the countenance of the flower of chivalry, the gallant 
Count Aymev; who now prayed that the cavaliers of merry Scotland, 
who were known over the wide world for bravery ami courtesy, would 
permit a poor stranger to try whether she could alibi'd them any 
amusement by her art.— The love of song was like the love of light, 
a common passion of the age, which all at least affected, whether 
they were actually possessed by it or no ; therefore the acquiescence 
in Louise’s proposal was universal. At the same time, an aged, 
dark-browed monk, who was among the bystanders, thought it 
necessary to remind the glee-maiden that, since she was tolertited 
within tfiese precincts, which was an unusual grace, ho trusted 
nothing would be sung or said inconsistent with the holy character 
of the place. 

The glee-maiden bent her head low, shook her sable locks, and 
crossed herself reverentially, as if she disclaimed the possibility of 
such a transgression, and then began the song of Poor Louise, which 
we gave at length in the last chapter. 

Just as she commenced, she was stopped by a cry of “ Room — room 
— place for the Duke of Rothsay ! ” 

“Nay, hurry no man on my score,” said a gallant young cavalier, 
who entered on a noble Arabian horse, which he managed with ex- 
quisite grace, though by such slight handling of the reins, such im- 
perceptible pressure of the limbs and sway of the body, that to any 
dye savc,that of an experienced horseman, the animal seemed to be 
putting* forth his paces for his own amusement, and thus gracefully 
bearing forward* a rider who was too indolent to give himself- any 
trouble about the matter. 
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The Prince’s apparel, which was very rich, was put on with slovenly 
carelessness. His form, though his stature was low, ami Jus limbs* 
extremely slight, was elegant in the extreme ; and his features no 
less* handsome. But there was on his brow a haggard paleness, which 
seen od the effect of care or of dissipation, or of both these wasting 
caiis* s combined. Ilia eyes were sunk and dim, as from late indul- 

§ ence in revelry on the preceding evening, while his cheek was in- 
amed with unnatural red, as if either the effect of the Bacchanalian 
orgies had not passed away from the constitution, or a morning 
draught had been resorted to in order to remove the effects of the 
night’s debauchery. 

Such was the Duke of Uothsay, and licir of the Scottish crown, a 
sight at once of interest and compassion. All unbonneted, and made 
way for him, while he kept repeating carelessly, “ No haste— no haste 
— l shall arrive soon enough at the place 1 am bound for.— How’s 
this — a damsel of the Joyous Science? Ay, by St Giles! and a 
comely wench to bool. Stand still, my merry-men ; never was min- 
strelsy marred for me.— A good voice, by the mass ! Begin me that 
lay again, sweetheart.” 

Louise did iu»t know the person who addressed her ; but the gene- 
ral reject paid by all around, and the easy and indifferent manner 
in which it- was received, showed her she was addressed by a man of 
the highest quality. She recommenced her lay, and sung her best 
accordingly ; while the young Duke seemed thoughtful and rather 
affected towards the close of the ditty. But it was not his habit to 
cherish such melancholy affections. “This is a plaintive ditty, my 
nut-brown maid/' said lie, chucking tlic retreating glee-maiden under 
the chin, and detaining her by the collar of her dress, which was not 
difficult, as lie sat on horseback so close to the steps on which she 
stood. “But I warrant me you have livelier notes at will, ma bellu 
Ituid/rosa ; ay, and caust sing in bower as well as wold, and by night 
as well as day/' 

“ I am no nightingale, my lord," said Louise, endeavouring to 
escape a species of gallantry which ill-suited the place and circum- 
stances, a discrepancy to which he who addressed it to hey seemed 1 
contemptuously indifferent. 

“What hast thou there, darling?" he added, removing his hold 
from her collar to the scrip which she carried. 

Glad was Louise to escape his grasp by slipping the knot of the 
riband, and leaving the little hag in the Prince’s hand, as, retiring 
back beyond liis reach, she answered, “Nuts, my lord, of the last 
season.” 

The Prince nulled out a handful of nuts accordingly. “Nuts, 
child !— they will break thine ivory teeth— hurt thy pretty voice/' 
said ltothsay, cracking one with his teeth, like a village schoolboy. 

“ They are not the walnuts of my own sunny clime, my lord," said 
Louise ; “ but they hang low, and are within the reach of the poor.” 

“ You shall, have something to afford you better fare, poor,. wander- 
ing ape,” said the Duke, in a tone in which feeling predominated* 
more than in the affected and contemptuous gallantry of Iris first 
address to theglce-niaidcn. 
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At this moment, ns he turned to ask an attendant for his purse, the 
• Prince encountered the stem and piercing look of a tall black man, 
seated on a powerful iron-grey horse, who had entered the court 
with attendants while the Duke of Rothsay was engaged with Louise, 
and now remained stupified and almost turned to stone by bis sur- 
prise and anger at this unseemly spectacle. * Even one who had 
never seen Archibald, Earl of Douglas, called the Grim, must have 
known him by his swart complexion, his gigantic frame, his buff-coat 
of bull’s hide, and liis air or courage, firmness, and sagacity, mixed 
with indomitable pride. The loss of an eye in battle, though not 
perceptible at first sight, as the hall of the injured organ remained * 
similar to the other, gave yet a stern immovable glare to the whole 
aspect. 

The meeting of the royal son-in-law with his terrible step-father, 
was in circumstances which arrested the attention of all present; and 
the bystanders waited the issue with silence and suppressed breath, 
lost they should lose any part of what was to ensue. 

When the Duke of Rothsay saw the expression which occupied the 
stern features of Douglas, and remarked that the Earl did not make 
the least motion towards respectful or even civil salutation, he 
seemed determined to show him how little respect he was disposed 
to pay to his displeased looks. lie took his purse from liis chamber- 
lain. 

“ Here, pretty one," he said, “ I give thee one gold piece for the 
song thou hast sung me, another for the nuts 1 have stolen from 
thee, and a third for the kiss thou art about to give me. For know, 
my pretty one, that when fair lips (and thine for fault of better may 
be called so) make sweet music for my pleasure, I am sworn to St 
Valentine to press them to mine.” 

“ iVIy song is recompensed nobly -said Louise, shrinking back ; 
'ray nuts are sold to a good market — farther traffic, my lord, were 
neither befitting you nor beseeming me." 

“ What ! you coy it, my nymph of tha highway ? ” said the Prince, 
contemptuously. “ Know, damsel, tliaft one asks you a grace who is 
unused to denial.” 

“ It is the Prince of Scotland” — “ the Duke of Rothsay,” — said the 
courtiers around to the terrified Louise, pressing forward the trem- 
bling young woman ; “ you must not thwart his humour.” 

“But I cannot vouch your lordship,” she said timidly, “you sit so 
high on horseback.” 

“If I must alight,” said Rothsay, “there shall be the heavier pen- 
alty — What does the wench tremble for ? Place thy foot on the toe 
of iny boot, give me hold of thy hand — Gallantly done !” He kissed 
her as she stood thus suspended in the air, perched upon his foot, and 
supported by liis hand; saying, “There is thy kiss, and there is my 
purse to pay it; and to grace thee farther, Rothsay will wear thy 
scrip for the day.” He suffered the frightened girl to spring to the 
ground, mid turned his looks from her to bend them contemptuously 
on tlicjEaii of Douglas, as if lie had said, “ All this Ido in despite of 
you and of youi*dsiught.er’s claims.” 

“By yt Bride of Douglas!” said the Earl, pressing towards the 
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Prince, “ this is too much, unmannercd boy, as void of sense as lion- 
our! You know what considerations restrain the hand of Douglas, 

else had you never-dared ” ■ 

“ Can you play at spang-cockle, my lord ? ” said the Prince, macing 
a nut on the second joint of his forefinger, and spinning it off by a 
smart application of the thumb. The nut struck on Douglas s broad 
breast, who burst out into a dreadful exclamation of wrath, inarticu- 
late, but resembling the growl of a lion in depth and sternness of ex- 
pression. “ I cry your pardon, most mighty lord,” said the Duke of 
Kotlisay, scornfully, while all around trembled ; “ I did not conceive 
my pellet could have wounded you, seeing' you wear a 
Surely, I trust, it did not hit your eye ? ” 

The Prior, despatched by the King, as we have seen in the last 
chapter, had by this time made way through the crowd, and laying 
hold on Douglas's rein, in a manner that made it impossible for him 
to advance, reminded him that the Prince was the son of his Sover- 
eign, and the husband of his daughter. 

“ Fear not. Sir Prior,” said Douglas. “ I despise the childish boy 
too much to raise a finger against him. But I will return insult for 

insult Here, any of you who love the Douglas,— spurn me this queau 

from the Monastery gates ; and lot her be so scourged that she may 
bitterly remember to the last day of her life, how she gave means to 
an unrespective boy to affront the Douglas ! ” 

Four or five retainers instantly stepped forth to execute commands 
which were seldom uttered in vain, and heavily would Louise have 
atoned for an offence of which she was alike the innocent, unconscious, 
and unwilling instrument, had not the Duke of llothsay interfered. 

" Spurn the poor glee-woman ! ” he said in high indignation : 
“scourge her for obeying my commands !— Spurn thine own op- 

E ressed vassals, rude Earl — scourge thine own faulty hounds— but 
eware how you touch so much as a dog that llothsay hath patted 
on the head, far less a female whose lips lie hath kissed.” 

Before Douglas could give an answer, which would certainly have 
beeiuin defiance, there arose that great tumult at the outward gate 
of the Monastery, already noticed, and men both on horseback and 
on foot began to rush headlong in, not actually fighting with each 
other, but certainly in no peaceable manner. 

One of the contending parties, seemingly, were partisans of 
Douglas, known by the cognisance of the Bloody Heart, the other 
were composed of citizens of the town of Perth. It appeared they 
had been skirmishing in earnest when without the gates, but, out of re- 
spect to the sanctified ground, they lowered their weapons when they 
entered, and confined their strife to a war of words ami mutual abuse. 

The tumult had this good effect, that it forced asunder, by the 
weight and press of numbers, the Prince and Douglas, at a moment 
when the levity of the former and the pride of the latter were urging 
both to the utmost extremity. * But now peacemakers interfered on 
all sides. The Prior and the Monks threw themselves among the 
multitude, and commanded pence in the name of Heaven, an*4 rever- 
ence to their sacred walls, under penalty of excommunication ; and 
their expostulations began to be listened to. Albany, who was de- 
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spntdied by his royal brother at the beginning 1 of the fray, Imil not 
'arrived till now on flic scene of action. He instantly applied himself 
to Douglas, and in his ear conjured him to temper his passion. 

“ By Bt Bride of Douglas, 1 will be avenged, said the Karl. “No 
man snail brook life after ho has passed an affront on Douglas/' 

“ Why so you may be avenged m fitting time," said Albany ; “ but 
let it not be said, that, like a peevish woman, the great Douglas could 
choose neither time nor place for his vengeance. Bethink you, all 
that we have laboured at is like to be upset by an accident. George 
of Dunbar hath had the advantage of an audience witli the old man ; 
and though it lasted but five minutes, I fear it may endanger the dis- 
solution of your family match, which we brought about with so much 
difficulty. The authority from Rome has not yet been obtained." 

“A toy 1 ” answered Douglas, haughtily, — “ they dare not dissolve it." 

“ Not while Douglas is at large and iii possession of his power," 
answered Albany. “Blit, noble earl, come with me, and I will show 
you at what disadvantage you stand." 

Douglas dismounted, and followed his wily accomplice in silence. 
In a lower hall they saw the ranks of the Brandanes drawn up, well- 
armed, in caps of steel and shirts of mail. Their captain, making an 
obeisance to Albany, seemed to desire to address him. 

“What now, MacLouis ?" said the Duke. 

“ We are informed the Duke of Rothsay has been insulted, and I 
can scarce keep the Brandanes within door." 

“Gallant MacLouis," said Albany, “and you, my trusty Brandanes, 
the Duke of Rothsay, my princely nephew, is as well ns a hopeful 
gentleman can be. Borne scuffle there lias been, but all is appeased." 
He continued to draw the Earl of Douglas forward. “ You see, my 
lord," he said in bis ear, “ that if the word arrest was to be once 
spoken, it would be soon obeyed, and you are aware your attendants 
are few for resistance." 

Douglas seemed to acquiesce in the necessity of patience for the 
time. “If my teeth," lie said, “should bite through my lips, I will 
be silent till it is the hour to speak out." 

George of March, in the meanwhile, laid a more easy task of paci- 
fying the Prince. “My lord of Rothsay," lie said, approaching him 
with grave ceremony, “ I need not tell you that you owe me some- 
tiling for reparation of honour, though I blame not you personally 
for the breach of contract which has destroyed the peace of my 
family. Let me conjure you, by what observance your Highness 
may owe an injured man, to forego for the present this scandalous 

iliunnfn M 


UJSUUIL'. 

“My lord, I owe you much,” replied Rothsay; “but this haughty 
and all-controlling Lord has womulod mine honour.” 

“My lord, I can but add, your royal father is ill— hath swooned 
with terror for your Highness’s safety." 

“111!” replied the Prince—' “the kind, good old man— swooned, 
said yoy, my Lord of March ? — I am with him in an instant." 

Tlic#Duke of Rothsay sprung from his saddle to the ground, and 
was dashing into the palace like a greyhound, when a feeble grasp 
was laid on his cloak, and the faint voice of a kneeling female ex- 
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claimed- — “ Protection, my noble Prince I — Protection for a helpless 

^‘UjSnds off, stroller I ” said the Earl of March, thrusting the sup- 
pliant glee-maiden aside. 

But the gentler Prince paused. “ It is true.” he said, “ I have 
brought the vengeance of an unforgiving devil upon this helpless 
creature. 0 Heaven, what a life is mine, so fatal to all who approach 
nae ! — What to do in the hurry ? — She must not go to m v apartments 
— And all my men are such born reprobates — Ha! tuou at mine 
elbow, honest Harry Smith ? What dost thou here ? ” 

“ There has been something of a fight, my lord,” answered our 
acquaintance the Smith, “between the townsmen and the Southland 
loons who ride with the Douglas; and we have swinged them os far 
as the Abbey-Gate.” 

“I a m glad of it— I am glad of it. And you beat the knaves fairly?” 

“ Fairly, does your Highness ask ? ” said Henry. “ W by, ay ! We 
were stronger in numbers, to be sure; but no men ride better armed 
than those who follow the Bloody Heart. And so in a sense we beat 
them fairly; for, as your Highness knows, it is thq Smith who makes 
the men-at-arms, and men with good weapons are a match for great 
odds.” 


While they thus talked, the Earl of March, who had spoken with 
some oue near the palace-gate, returned in anxious haste. 

“My Lord Duke! — My Lord Duke!— Your father is recovered, 
and if you haste not speedily, my Lord of Albany and the Douglas 
will have possession of his royal ear.” 

“ Ami if my royal father is recovered,” said the thoughtless Prince, 
“ami is holding, or about to hold, council with my gracious uncle 
and the Earl of Douglas, it befits neither your lordship nor me to 
intrude till we are summoned. »So there is time for me to speak of 
my little business with mine honest armourer here.” 

“Dues your Highness take it so ? ” said the Earl, whose sanguine 
hopes of a change of favour at court had been too hastily excited, 
ami were as speedily checked, — “ Then so let it bo for George of 
Dunbar.” 


He glided away with a gloomy and displeased aspect; and thus 
out of the two most powerful noblemen in Scotland, at a time when 
the aristocracy so closely controlled the throne, the reckless heir- 
apparent had made two enemies ; the one by scornful defiance, and 
the other by careless neglect. He heeded not the Earl of March’s 
departure, however, or rather lie felt relieved from his importunity. 

The Prince went on in indolent conversation with our armourer, 
whose skill in his art had made him personally known to many of 
the groat lords about the court. 

“1 lmd something to say to thee, Smith— -Canst thou take up a 
fallen link in my Milan hauberk?” 

“ As well, please your Highness, as my mother could take up a 
stitch in the nets she wove — The Milaner shall not know lpy work 
from his own.” % 

“ Well, hut that was not what 1 wished of thee just now,” said the 
Prince, recollecting himself; “this poor glee- woman, good Smith, 
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slie roust be placed in safety. Thou art man enough to be any 
woman’s champion, and thou roust conduct her to some place of 
safety.” 

Henry Smith was, as we have seen, sufficiently rash and daring 
when weapons were in question. But he had also the pride of a 
decent burgher, and was unwilling to place himself in what might 
be thought equivocal circumstances by the sober part of his fellow- 
citizens. 

“ May it please your Highness,” he said, “I am but a poor crafts- 
mau. But though my arm ana sword arc at the King’s service, 
and your Ilighness’s, I am, with reverence, no squire of dames. 
Your Highness will find, among your own retinue, knights and lords 
willing enough to play Sir Pandarus of Troy — it is too knightly a 
part for poor Hal of the Wynd.” 

“Umph— ha!” — said the Prince. “My purse, Edgar” — (his 
attendant whispered him), — “True, true, I gave it to the poor 
wench. — I know enough of your craft, Sir Smith, and of craftsmen 
in general, to be aware that men lure not hawks with empty lmnds; 
but I suppose my word may pass for the price of a good armour, 
and I will pay it thee with thanks to boot, for this slight service.” 

“Your Highness may know other craftsmen,” said the Smith; 
“hut, with reverence, you know not llenry Gow. He will obey you 
in making a weapon, or in wielding one, hut he knows nothing of 
Ibis petticoat service.” 

“ 1 lark thee, thou Perthshire mule,” said the Prince, yet smiling, 
while he spoke, at the sturdy punctilio of the honest burgher,— “the 
wench is as little to me as she is to thee. But in an idle moment, as 
you may learn from those about thee, if thou sawest it not thyself, I 
Ilid her a passing grace, which is likely to cost the poor wretch her 
life. There is no one here whom I can trust to protect her against 
the discipline of belt, and bow-string, with which the border brutes 
who follow Douglas will heat her to death, since such is his pleasure.” 

“If such be the case, my liege, she has a right to every honest 
man’s protection ; and since she vvear^ a petticoat, — though I would 
it were longer, and of a less fanciful fashion, — I will answer for her 
protection as well as a single man nyiy. But where am 1 to bestow 
her ?” 

“ Good faith, I cannot tell,” said the Prince. “ Take her to Sir 
John liamoruy’s lodging — But, no— no — he is ill at case, and besides, 
there are reasons— take her to the devil if thou wilt, but place her 
in safety, and oblige David of llothsay.” 

“My "noble Prince,” said the Smith, “I think— .always with re- 
verence— that I would rather give a defenceless woman to the care 
of the devil than of Sir John Hamorny. But though the devil be a 
worker in lire like myself, yet I know not his haunts, and with the 
aid of Iloly Church hope to keep him on terms of defiance. And, 
moreover, how 1 am to convey her out; of this crowd, or through the 
streets, in such a mumming' habit, may be well made a question.” 

“ F*r the leaving the convent,” said the Prince. “ this good monk” 
(seizing upon The nearest by his cowl), “Father .Nicholas or Boni- 
face ” 
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“ Podt brother Cyprian, at your Highness's command/' said the 
father. . 

“ Ay, ay, brother Cyprian,” continued the Prince, ."yes. Brother 
Cyprian shall let you out at some secret passage which ho knows or, 
ana I will see him again to pay a Prince’s thanks for it. 

The churchman bowed m acquiescence, and poor Louise, who, 
during this debate, bad looked from the one speaker to the other, 
hastily said, “ I will not scandalise this good man with my fpolish 
garb — I have a mantle for ordinary wear. 

“Why, there, Smith, thou hast a friar’s hood and a woman’s 
mantle to shroud thee under. I would all my frailties were as well 
shrouded ! — Farewell, honest fellow ; I will thank thee hereafter.” 

Then, as if afraid of farther objection on the Smith's part, lie 
hastened into the palace. . 

Henry Gow remained stupified at what had passed, and at finding 
himself involved in a charge at once inferring much danger, and an 
equal risk of scandal, both which, joined to a principal share which 
he had takeu, with Ills usual forwardness, in the fray, might, he saw, 
do him no small injury in the suit he pursued most anxiously. At 
the same time, to leave a defenceless creature to the ill-usage of 
the barbarous Galwegians, and licentious followers of the Douglas, 
was a thought which his manly heart could not brook for an instant. 

lie was roused from his reverie by the voice of the Monk, who, 
sliding out his words with the indifference which the holy fathers 
entertained, or affected towards all temporal matters, desired them 
to follow him. The Smith put himself in motion, with a sigh, much 
resembling a groan, and, without appearing exactly connected with 
the Monk’s motions, he followed him into a cloister, and through a 
postern door, which, after looking once behind him, the priest left 
ajar. Behind them followed Louise, who had hastily assumed her 
small bundle, and, calling her little four-legged companion, had 
eagerly followed in the path which opened an escape from what had 
shortly before seemed a great and inevitable danger. 


CHAPTER XII. 

Then up and spak tlie anld gudewife, 

And wow ! but sho was grim : 

“ Had e’er your father done tho like. 

It had been ill for him.” 

Lucky Trumbull. 

The party were now, by a secret passage, admitted within the 
church, the outward doors of which, usually left open, had been 
closed against every one in consequence of the recent tumult, when 
the rioters of both parties had endeavoured to rush into it for other 
purposes than those of devotion. They traversed the gloomy 'aides, 
whose arched roof resounded to the heavy tread or the armourer, 
but was silent under the sandal’d foot of the Monk, and the light 
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step of poor Louise, who trembled excessively, as much from fear as 

E >ki. She saw that neither her spiritual nor temporal couductor 
oked kindly upou her. The former was an austere man, whose 
pect seemed to hold the luckless wanderer in some degree of 
horror, as well as contempt; while the lntter, though, as we have 
seen, one of the best-uatured men living, was at present grave to the 

} )itch of sternness, and not a little displeased with having the part 
le was playing forced upon him, without,, as lie was constrained to 
feel, a possibility of his declining it. 

His dislike at his task extended itself to the innocent object of his 
protection, and he internally said to himself, as lie surveyed her 
scornfully — “ A proper queen of beggars to walk the streets of Perth 
with, and I a decent burgher l This tawdry minion must have as 
ragged a reputation as the rest of her sisterhood, and I am finely 
sped if my chivalry in her behalf comes to Catharine's ears. I had 
better have slain a man, were he the best in Perth ; and, by hammer 
and nails, I would have done it on provocation, rather than convoy 
this baggage through the city.” 

Perhaps Louise suspected the cause of her conductor's anxiety, 
for she said, timidly and with hesitation, “ Worthy sir, were it not 
better I should stop one instant in that chapel, and don my mantle?” 

“Umpli, sweetheart, well proposed,” said the armourer; but the 
Monk interfered, raising at the same time the linger of interdiction. 

“ The Chapel of holy St Madox is no tiring-room for jugglers and 
strollers to sliift their trappings in. I will presently show thee a 
vestiary more suited to thy condition.” 

The poor young woman hung down her humbled head, and turned 
from the. chapel door which she had approached, with the deep sense 
of self-abasement. Iler little spaniel seemed to gather from his 
mistress’s looks and manner that they were unauthorised intruders 
on the holy ground which they trode, and hung liis ears, and swept 
the pavement with his tail, as he trotted slowly and close to Louise’s 
heels. 

The Monk moved on without a pause. They descended a broad 
iiiglit of steps, and proceeded through a labyrinth of subtcrraucau 

J mssagcs, dimly lighted. As they passed a low-arclied door, the 
Honk turned, and said to Louise, with the same stern voice as be- 
fore — “ There, daughter of folly, there is a robing-room where many 
before you have deposited their vestments!” 

Obeying the least signal with ready and timorous acquiescence, 
she pushed the door open, but instantly recoiled with terror. It was 
a eharncl-housc, half nlled with dry skulls and boues. 

“ I fear to change my dress there, and alone — But if you, father, 
command it, be it as you will.” 

•‘Why, thou child of vanity, the remains on which thou lookest 
arc but the earthly attire of those who, in their day, led or followed 
in the pursuit of worldly pleasure. And such shalt thou be, for all 
thy mincing and ambling, thy piping and thy harping ; thou, and all 
such ppnisters of frivolous and worldly pleasure, must become like 
these poor bones, whom thy idle nicety fears and loathes to look 
upon.” 
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“Say not with idle nicety, reverend father,” answered the fflee- 
maiden* “for Heaven knows, 1 covet the repose of these poor* 
bleached relics ? and if by stretching my body upon them, L could, 
without sin, bring my state to theirs, I would choose that chiiniel- 
heap for my place of rest, beyond the fairest and softest couch 111 

Scotland.” , „ , . ... . 

“ Be patient, and come on,” said the Monk, m a milder tone ; “the 
reaper must not leave the harvest-work till sunset gives the signal 
that the day’s toil is over.” _ _ . 

They walked forward. Brother Cyprian, at the end of a long gal- 
lery, opened the door of a small apartment, or perhaps a clnvpel, for 
it was decorated with a crucifix, before which burned four lamps. 
All bent and crossed themselves ; and the priest said to the minstrel 
maiden, pointing to the crucifix, “ What says that emblem ?” 

" That IJe invites the sinner as well as the righteous to any 

“ Ay, if the sinner put from him his sin,” said the Monk, whose tone 
of voice was evidently milder. “ Prepare thyself here for thy journey.” 

Louise remained ‘an instant or two in the chapel, and presently 


her ordinary attire. 

The Monk presently afterwards unlocked a door which led to the 


open air. They found themselves in the garden which surrounded 
the Monastery of the Dominicans. “The southern gate is on the 
latch, and through it you can pass unnoticed,” said the Monk. 
“Bless thee, my son; and bless thee too, unhappy child, Uemem- 
bering where you put off your idle trinkets, may you lake care how 
you again resume them ! ” 


“Alas, father!” said Louise, “if the poor foreigner could supply 
the mere wants of life by any more creditable occupation, she has 

small wish to profess her idle art. But ” 

But the Monk laid vanished, nay, the very door through w hich she 
had* just passed appeared to have vanished also, so curiously was it 
concealed beneath a flying buttress, and among the profuse orna- 
ments of Gothic architecture. “Ilere is a woman let out by this 
private postern, sure enough,” w as Henry’s reflection. “ Pray Ileavcn 
the good fathers never let any in ! The place seems convenient for 
such games at bopeep. — But, bencdicite, what is to be done next ? I 
must get rid of this quean as fast as I can ; ami I must see her safe. 
For let her be at heart what she may, she looks too modest, now she 
is in decent dress, to deserve the usage which the wild Scot of Gal- 
loway, or the Devil’s legion from the Liddell, arc like to afford 
her.” 


Louise stood as if she waited his pleasure which way to go. Iler 
little dog, relieved by the exchange of the dark subterranean vault 
for the open air, sprung in wild gambols through the walks, and 
jumped upon its mistress ; and even, thougli more timidly, circled 
close round the Smith’s feet, to express its satisfaction to him also,' 
and conciliate his favour. * 

“ Down, Chariot, down ! ” said the glee-maiden. “ You are glai 
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to get into the biased sunshine ; but where shall we rest at night, 
my poor Chariot ^ 

“ And now, miffesa,” said the Smith, — not churlishly, for it was 
not in his nature, Xufebluntly, as one who is desirous to finish a dis- 
agreeable emplojfbarfc — “ which way lies your road ? ” 

* Louise looked 4i*Tfce ground, and was Bilent. On being again 
urged to say whicn way she desired to be conducted, she again looked 
down, and said, she could not tell. 

“ Come, come,” said Henry, “ I understand all that —I have been 
a galliard — a reveller in iny day— but it’s best to be plain. As 
matters are with me now, I am an altered man for these many, many 
months ; and so, my quean, you and I must part sooner than perhaps 
a light-o’-love such as you expected to part with — a likely young 
fellow.” 

• Louise wept silently, with her eyes still cast on the ground, as one 

who felt an insult which she had not a right to complain of. At 
length, perceiving that her conductor was grown impatient, she fal- 
tered out, “ Noble sir ” 

“ Sir is for a knight,” said the impatient burgher, “ and noble is 
for a baron. I am Harry of the Wynd, an honest mechanic, and free 
of my guild.” 

“Good craftsman, then,” said the minstrel woman, "you judge me 
harshly, but not without seeming cause. I would relieve you 
immediately of my company, which, it may be, brings little credit to 
good men, did I but know which way to go.” 

“ To the next wake or fair, to he sure,” said Henry, roughly, having 
no doubt that this distress was affected for the purpose of palming 
herself upon him, and perhaps dreading to throw himself into the 
wav of temptation ; “ and that is the feast of St Madox, at Auchter- 
nrder. I warrant thou wilt find the WTiy thither well enough.” 

“ Aftr — Auditor — ” repeated the glee-maiden, her southern tongue 
in vain attempting the Celtic accentuation. “1 am told my poor 
lays will not be understood if I go nearer to yon dreadful range of 
mountains.” 

“ Will you abide, then, in Perth?” 

“ But where to lodge ? ” said the wanderer. 

“ Why, where lodged you last night ? ” replied the Smith. “ You 
know where you came from surely, though you seem doubtful where 
you arc going ? ” 

“ I slept in the hospital of the Convent. But I was only admitted 
upon great importunity, and I was commanded not to return.” 

“Nay, they will never take you in with the ban of the Douglas 
upon you, that is even too true. But the Prince mentioned Sir John 
llamorny’s — I can take you to his lodgings through by-streets — 
though it i9 short of an honest burgher’s office, ami my time presses.” 

“I will go anywhere— 1 know I am a scandal and incumbrance. 
There was a time when it was otherwise — But this Ramorny, who 
is he ? ” 

“A courtly knight, who lives a jolly bachelor’s life, and is Master 
of the llorsc, a*d privado, as they say, to the young Prince.” ^ 

“ What ! to the wild, scornful young man who gave occasion to 
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yonder scandal?— Oh, take me not thither, goo^friend ! —Is them 
no Christian woman, who would give a poor crcatjire rest in her cow- 
house, or barn, for one night ? 1 will be gone wim early daybreak. 

I will repay her richly. I have gold— and I wilErepay you too, if 
Vpu will take me where I may be safe from that wild reveller, and 
from the followers of that dark Baron, in whose e#e was death. 

“ Keep your gold for those who lack it, mistress, said Henry, and 
do not offer to honest hands the money that is won by violing, and 
labouring, and toe-tripping, and perhaps worse pastimes. I tell you 
plainly, mistress, I am not to be fooled. I am ready to take you to 
any place of safety you cau name, for my promise is as strong as an iron 
shackle. But you cannot persuade me that_ you do not know what 
earth to make for. You are not so young in your trade as not to 
know there are hostelrics in every town, much more in a city like 
Perth, where such as you may be harboured for your money, if you 
cannot find some gulls, more or fewer, to pay your lawing. — If you 
have money, mistress, my care about you need be the less; and, truly, 
I see little but pretence in all that excessive grief, and fear of being 
left alone, in one of your occupation.” 

Having thus, as he conceived, signified that he was not to be de- 
ceived by the ordinary arts of a glee-maiden. Ilcnry walked a few 
paces sturdily, endeavouring to think he was doing the wisest and 
most prudent thing in the world. Yet he could not help looking 
back to see how Louise bore his departure, and was shocked to ob- 
serve that she had sunk upon a bank, with her arms resting on her 
knees, and her head on her arms, in a situation expressive of the ut- 
most desolation. 

The Smith tried to harden his heart. “ It is all a sham,” lie said ; 
u the gouge 1 knows her trade — I’ll be sworn, by Saint Ringan.” 

At the instant something gulled the skirts of liis cloak; and, 
looking round, he saw the Tittle spaniel, who, immediately, as if to 
plead liis mistress’s .cause, got on his hind-legs and began to dance, 
whimpering at the same time, and looking back to Louise, as if to 
solicit compassion for his forsaken owner. 

“ Poor thing” said the Smith, “ there may be a trick in this too, 
for thou dost but as thou art taught. — Yet, as I promised to protect 
this poor creature, I must not leave her in a swoon, if it be one, were 
it but for manhood’s sake.” 

Returning, and approaching his troublesome charge, he was at 
once assured, from the change of her complexion, either that she 
was actually in the deepest distress, or lmd a power of dissimula- 
tion beyond the comprehension of man- -or woman either.” 

/‘Young woman, he said, with more of kindness than he had 
hitherto been able even to assume, “ I will tell you frankly how I 
am placed. This is St Valentine’s Day, and, by custom, 1 was to 
spend it with my fair Valentine. But blows and quarrels have 
occupied all the morning, save one poor half hour. Now, you may 
well understand where my heart and my thoughts are, and where, 
were it only in mere courtesy, my body ought to be.” 


3 Gouge, in old French, is almost equivalent to wench. 
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The glee-maiden listened, and appeared to comprehend him. 

“ If you are a true lover, and have to wait upon a chaste Valen- 
tine, God forbid that one like me should make a disturbance between 
you ! Think about me no more. I will ask of chat great river to be 
my guide to where it meets the ocean, where I think they said there 
was a seaport ; I will sail from thence to La Belle France, and will 
find myself once more in a country in which the roughest peasant 
would not wrong the poorest female. 

“You cannot go to Dundee to-day,” said the Smith. “The 
Douglas people are in motion on both sides of the river, for the 
alarm of the morning has reached them ere now ; and all this day, 
and the next, and the whole night which is between, they will gather 
to their leader's standard, like Highlandmcn at the fiery cross.— Do 
you see yonder five or six men, who are riding so wildly on the other 
side of the river ? These are Annandale men : I know them by the 
length of their lances, and by the way they hold them. An Annan- 
dale man never slopes his spear backwards, but always keeps the 
point upright, or pointed forward.” 

“ And what of them ?” said the glee-maiden. “ They are men-at- 
arms, and soldiers: — They would respect me for my viol and my 
helplessness.” 

“ I will say them no scandal,” answered the Smith. “ If you were 
in their own glens they would use you hospitably, and you would 
have nothing to fear ; but they are now on an expedition. All is 
fish that comes to their net. There are amongst them who w r ould 
take your life for the value of your gold earrings. Their whole soul 
is settled ill their eyes to see prev, and in their hands to grasp it. 
They have no ears either to hear lays of music, or listen to prayers 
for mercy. Besides, their leader’s order is gone forth concerning 
you, and it is of a kind sure to be obeyed. Ay, great lords are 
sooner listened to if they say, ‘ Burn a church,’ than if they say, 
* Build one/ ” 

“ Then,” said the glee-woman, “I were best sit down and die.” 

“Do not say so” replied the Smith. “If I could but get you a 
lodging for the night, I would carry you the next morning to Our 
LadyV Stairs, from whence the vessels go down the river for Dundee, 
and would put you on board with some one bound that way, who 
should* see you safely lodged where you would have fair entertain- 
ment and kind usage.” 

“Good — excellent— generous man!” said the glee-maiden, “do 
this, and if the prayers and blessings of a poor unfortunate should 
ever reach Heaven, they will rise thither m thy behalf. We will 
meet at yonder postern door, at whatever time the boats take their 
departure.” 

“ That is at six in the morning, when the day is but young.” 

“Away witli you, then, to your Valentine and if she loves you, 
oh, deceive her not ! ” 

“ Alas, poor damsel! I fear it is deceit hath brought thee to this 
pass. •But I uniat not leave you thus unprovided. I must know 
where you are to pass the night.” 

“ Care not for that” replied Louise— “ the heavens are clear— 

U 
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there are bushes and boskets enough by the river -side; 1 ’harlot nnd . 
1 can well make a sleeping-room of a preen arbour for >ne ui*^ht ; 
and to-morrow will, with your promised aid, see me mil ff reach of 
injury and wrong'. Oh, the night soon passes awaywl-n there is 
hope for to-morrow !— Do you still linger, with your Vah-utine wait- 
ing for you? Nay, I shall hold you but a loitering lov-r, and you 
know what belongs to a minstrel’s reproaches.” 

“1 cannot leave you, damsel,” answered the armour . . now' com- 
pletely melted. “It were mere murder to suffer you ;<> puss the 
night exposed to the keenness of a {Scottish blast in February. ^ "No, 
no — my word would ho ill kept in this manner ; and if I hoiild incur 
some risk of blame, it is but just penance for thinking of thee, and 
using tliec, more according to my own prejudices, as l now well 
believe, than thy merits. Come with me, damsel— thou slmlt have, 
a sure and honest lodging for the night, whatsoever limy he the eon-' 
sequence. It would he an evil compliment to my Catharine, were I' 
to leave a poor creature to he starved to death, that L might, enjoy 
her company an hour sooner.” 

Bo saying, and hardening himself against all anticipations of the 
ill consequences or scandal which might arise from such a measure, 
the manly-hearted Smith resolved to set evil report at defiance, and 
give the wanderer a night’s refuge in his own house, it must he 
added, that he did this with extreme reluctance, and in a sort of 
enthusiasm of benevolence. 

Ere our stout son of Vulcan lmd fixed his worship on the Fair 
Maid of Perth, a certain natural wildness of disposition had placed 
him under the influence of Venus, as well as that of Mars; and it 
was only the effect of a sincere attachment which had withdrawn him 
entirely from such licentious pleasures. lie was, therefore, justly 
jealous of his newly -acquired reputation for constancy, which his 
conduct to this poor wanderer must expose to suspicion — a little 
doubtful, perhaps, of exposing himself too venturously to tempta- 
tion, —anci, moreover, in despair to lose so much of St Valentine’s 
Day, which custom not only permitted, but enjoined him to pass 
beside his mate for the season. The journey to Kinfiums, and tli6 
various transactions which followed, had consumed the day, and it 
was now nearly even-song time. 

As if to make up by a speedy pace for the time lie was compelled 
to waste upon a subject so foreign to that which he had most at heart, 
lie strode on through the Dominican’s gardens, entered the town, 
and casting his cloak around the lower part of Ins face, and pulling 
down his bonnet to conceal the upper, he continued the same celerity 
of movement through by-streets and lanes, hoping to reach his own 
house in the Wynd without being observed. Jhit when he had con- 
tinued his rate of walking for ten minutes, he began to bo sensible 
it might be too rapid for the young woman to keep up with him. .1 U 
accordingly looked behind him with a degree of angry impatience 
which soon turned into compunction, when he saw that she wa; 
almost utterly exhausted by the speed which she lmd exerted. 0 

“Now, marry, hang me up for a brute,” said Ilenrv to himself 
“ Was my own haste ever so great, could it give that l.bor creator 
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licivst, tlmt cerium. v.’l'.cv vor women are in question ; mill iUlf'IJif 
sure, to tin wrong 1 when 1 he .e file host will to act right. - - Hark tlu-V, 
damsel; lot. mo carry those i lungs for tlico. We shall mtika bettor 
speed that. I do so.” 

Poor Louise would have objected, Imt her breath was too much 
exhausted to express herself; and she permitted her good-natured 
guardian to fake her little basket, which when the dog behold, he 
came straight before Ile.nrv, stood up and shook his forepaws, whining 
gently, as if he too wanted to he carried. 

“Kay, then,” 1 must needs lend thee a lift too,” said the Smith, 
who saw the creature was tired. 


"Fie, Chariot!” said Louise: “thou knowest I will carry thee 
myself.” 

She endeavoured to take up the little spaniel, hut it escaped from 
her; and going to the other side of the Smith, renewed its supplica- 
tion that he would take it up. 

“ Chariot’s right,” said the Smith ; “ he knows best who is. ablest 
to hear him. This lets me know, my pretty one, that you have not 
been always the bearer of* your own mail— Chariot can toll tales.” 

So deadly a hue came across the poor glee-maiden’s countenance 
as Henry spoke, that lie was obliged to support her, lest she should 
have dropped to the ground. She recovered again, however, in 
an instant or two, and with a feeble voice, requo -ted her guide would 


go on. 

“Nay, nay,” said Henry, as they began to move, “keep hold of 
my cloak, or. my arm, if it helps you forward better. A. fair sight 
wc are* and had I but a rebeck or a guitar at my back, and a jack- 
anapes on my shoulder, wc should seem as joyous a hi ace of strollers 
a,s ever touched string at a castle gate — ’Snails!” lie ejaculated 
internally, “were any neighbour to meet me with this little harlotry’s 
basket at my back, her dog under my arm, and herself hanging on 
my cloak’, what could they think but that I had turned mumper in 
.good earnest ? I would not for the best harness I ever laid hammer 
on, that any of our long-tongued neighbours met me in this guise ; 
it were a jest would last from St Valentine’s Day to next Candle- 
mas.” 

Stirred by these thoughts, the Smith, although at the risk of 
making much longer a route which he wished to traverse as swiftly 
as possible, took the most indirect and private course which he could 
find in order to avoid the main streets, still crowded with people, 
owing to the late scene of tumult and agitation. But unhappily bis 
policy availed him nothing; for, in turning into nit alley, he met a 
man with his cloak mulHcd around his face, from a desire like his 
own to pass unobserved, though the slight insignificant figure, the 
spindle-shanks, which showed themselves beneath the mantle, and 
tne snjall dull eye that blinked over its upper folds, announced the 
Pottivgnr as distinctly as if lie had carried his sign in front of his 
bonnet, i lis unexpected and most unwelcome presence overwhelmed 
the Smith with confusion. Heady evasion was not thd property of 
his bold, blunt temper; and knowing this man to be a curiuu.; 
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observer, a malignant tale-bearer, and by no means well disposed to 
himself in particular, no better hope occurred to him than that the 
worshipful apothecary would give him some pretext to silence his 
testimony, and secure his discretion, by twisting his neck round. 

But, far from doing* or saying anything which could warraut such 
extremities, the Pottingar, seeing himself so close upon his stalwart 
townsman that recognition was inevitable, seemed determined it 
should be as Blight as possible; and without appearing to notice 
anything particular in tne company or circumstances in which they 
met, he barely slid out these words as ho passed him, without even a 
glance towr ds his companion after the first instant of their meeting. 
— “A merry holiday to you once more, stout Smith. What! thou 
art ‘bringing thy cousin, pretty Mistress Joan Lctham, with her 
mail, from the water-side— fresh from Dundee, I warrant ? I heard 
she was expected at the old cordwainer’s.” 

An he spoke thus, he looked neither right nor left; .and exchang- 
ing a “ Save you! ” with a salute of the same kind which the Smith 
rather muttered than uttered distinctly, he glided forward on his 
way like a shadow. 

“ The foul tiend catch me if I can swallow that pill,” said Henry 
Smith, “ how well soever it may be gilded. The knave has a shrewd 
eye for a kirtle, and knows a wild-duck from a tame as well as e’er 
a man in Perth.— ITc were the last in the Fair City to take sour 
plums for pears, or my roundabout cousin Joan for this piece of fan- 
tastic. vanity. I fancy his bearing was as much as to say, 4 1 will not 
see what you might wish me blind to ’—and he is right to do so, as lie 
might easily purchase himself a broken pate by meddling with my 
matters— and so he will be silent for his own sake.— But whom have 
we next? — By St Du list an ! the chattering, bragging*, cowardly 
knave, Oliver Proudfute! ” 

It was, indeed, the bold Bonnet-maker whom thev next, encoun- 
tered, who, with his cap on one side, and trolling the "ditty of 

* “ Thou art over long at the rot, Tom, Tom,” 

gave plain intimation that he had made no dry meal. 

“Ha! my jolly Smith/’ lie said, “have I caught llice in the man- 
ner ?— What, can the true steel bend?— Can Vulcan, as the minstrel 
says, pay Venus back in her own coin ?— Faith, thou wilt be a gay 
Valentine before the year’s out, that begins with the holiday so 
jollily.” 

“ Hark ye, Oliver,” said the displeased Smith, 11 shut your eyes 
and pass on, crony. And hark ye again, stir not your tongue about 
what concerns you not, as you value having an entire tooth in your 
head.” 

“I betray counsel ?— I bear tales, and that against my brother 
murtmlist ?— I scorn it - I would not tell it even to my timber Soldan! 
— Why, I can be a wild galliard in a corner as well as thou, man— 
And now I think nn’t, 1 will go with thee somewhere, and wi* will 
have a rouse together, and thy Dalilah shall give us a song. Ha' 
said I not well?'* 
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“Excellently, 1 ’ said llenry, longing the whole time to knock his 
brother martialist down, but wisely taking a more peaceful way to 
rid himself of the incumbrance of his presence—** Excellently well ! 
— I may want thy help, too— for here are five or six of the Douglases 
before us— they will not fail to try to take the wench from a poor 
burgher like myself, so I will be glad of the assistance of a teaivr 
such as thou art.” 

“ I thank yo— I thank ye,” answered the Bonnet-maker; “ but were 
I not better run, and cause ring the common bell, and get my great 
sword ? ” 

** Ay, ay— run home as fast as you can, and say nothing of what 
you have seen.” 

“Who, 1? — Nay, fear me not. Pah ! I scorn a tale-bearer.” 

** Away with you, then ; — I hear the clash of armour.” 

This put life and mettle into the heels of the Bonnet-maker, who, 
turning his back on the supposed danger, set ofF at a pace which the 
Smith never doubted would speedily bring him to his own house. 

“Here is another chattering jay to deal with,” thought the Smith; 
u but I have a hank over him too. The minstrels have a fabliau of a 
daw with borrowed feathers, — why, this Oliver is the very bird, and, 
by St Dunstau, if he lets his chattering tongue run on at my expense, 
I will so pluck him as never hawk plumed a partridge. And this he 
knows” 

As these reflections thronged on his mind, lie had nearly reached 
the end of his journey ; and, with the glee-maiden still hanging on 
his cloak, exhausted partly with fear, partly with fatigue, he at 
length arrived at the middle of the Wyiut, which was honoured with 
his own habitation, and from which, in the uncertainty that then at- 
tended the application of surnames, he derived one of his own nppel- , 
latives. Here, on ordinary days, his furnace was seen to blaze, and 
four half-stripped knaves stunned the neighbourhood with the clang 
of hammer and stithy. But St Valentine's holiday was an excuse fur 
these men of steel having shut the shop, and for the present being 
absent on their own errands of devotion or pleasure. The house 
which adjoined to the smithy called Ilcnvy its owner; and though it 
was small, and situated in a narrow street, yet, as there was a large 
garden with fruit-trees behind it, it constituted upon the whole a 
pleasant dwelling. The Smith, instead of knocking or calling, which 
would have drawn neighbours to doors and windows, drew out a 
pass-key of his own fabrication, then a great and envied curiosity, 
and opening the door of his house, introduced his companion into 
hrs habitation. 

The apartment which received Henry and the glee-maiden was the 
kitohen, which served amongst those of the Smith's station for the 
family sitting-room, although one or two individuals, like Simon 
Glover, had an eating-room apart from that in which their victuals 
W'ere prepared. In the corner of this apartment, which was arranged 
with air unusual attention to cleanliness, sat an old woman, whose 
neatness of attire, and the precision with which her scarlet plaid was 
drawn over her head, so as to descend to her shoulders on each side, 
might have indicated a higher rank than that of Luckic Shoolbred, . 
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the Smith’s housekeeper. Yet such and no other was her designflr*' 
tion ; and not having attended mass in the morning, she was quietly 
reposing herself by the side of the fire, her beads, half-told, hanging 
ovey her left arm; her prayers, half-said, loitering upon her tongue; 
her eyes, half-closed, resigning themselves to slumber, while she ex- 
pected the return of her foster-son, without being able to guess at 
what hour it was likely to happen. She started up at the sound of 
his entrance, and bent her eye upon his companion, at first with a 
look of the utmost surprise, which gradually was exchanged for one 
expressive of great displeasure. 

“Now the Saints bless mine eyesight, Henry Smith 1”— she ex- 
claimed, very devoutly. 

“Amen, with all my heart.— Get some food ready presently, good 
nurse, for I fear me this traveller hath dined but lightly.” 

“Ami again I pray that Our Lady would preserve my eyesight 
from the wicked delusions of Satan ! ” 

“ So be it, I tell you, good woman. But what is the use of all this 
pattering and prayering ? Do you not hear me ? or will you not do 
as I bid you ?’* 

“ It must he himself, then, whatever is of it ! But oh ! it is more 
like the foul Fiend in his likeness, to have such a baggage hanging 
upon his cloak.— O Harry Smith, men called you a wild lad for less 
things! But who would ever have thought that Harry would have 
brought a light Ionian under the roof that sheltered his worthy 
mother, and where his own nurse has dwelt for thirty years ! ” 

“ Hold your peace, old woman, and be reasonable, said the Smith. 

“ This glee-woman is no Ionian of mine, nor of any other person that 
1 know t>f ; but she is going off for Dundee to-morrow by the boats, 
and we must give her quarters till then.” 

“ Quarters ! ” said the old woman. “ You may give quarters to 
such cattle if you like it yourself Harry Wynd ; hut the same house 
shall not quarter that trumpery quean and me, and of that you may 
assure yourself.” 

“ Your mother is angry with me,” said Louise, misconstruing the 
connection of the parties. <l l will not remain to give her any ollence. 
If there is a stable or a cowhouse, an empty stall will be bed enough 
for Chariot and me.” 

“Av, ay ; I am thinking it is the quarters you are best used to,” 
said Dame Shoolbred. 

“ Hark ye, Nurse Shoolbred,” said the Smith. “ You know I love 
you for your own sake, and for my mother’s ; hut by St Dunstan, who 
was a saint of my own craft, I will have the command of my own 
house ; and if you leave me wit hout any better reason but your own 
nonsensical suspicions, you must think how you will have the door 
open to you when you return ; for you shall have no help of mine, I 
promise you.” 

“ Awed, my bairn, and that will never make me risk the honest 
name I have kept for sixty years. It was never your mother’s cus- 
tom, and it shall never he mine, to lake up with ranters, and Jugglers, 
and singing women : and I am not so far to seek fof- a dwelling, that 
the same roof should cover me and a tramping princess like that.” 
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With this the refractory gouvernaute began in great hurry to ad- 
just her tartan mantle for going abroad, by pulling it so far forwards 
as to conceal the white linen cap, the edges of which bordered her 
shrivelled but still fresh and healthful countenance. This done, she 
seized upon a staff, the trusty companion of her journeys, aud was 
fairly trudging towards the door, when the Smith stepped between 
her and the passage. 

“ Wait at least, old woman, till we have cleared scores. I owe you 
for fee and bouutith.” 

“ An' that’s e’en a dream of your own fool’s head. What fee or 
bountith am I to take from the son of your mother, that fed, clad, and 
bielded me as if I had been a sister ?” 

“ And well you repay it, nurse, leaving her only child at his utmost 
need.” 

This seemed to strike the obstinate old woman with compunction. 
She stopped and looked at her master and the minstrel alternately ; 
then shook her head, and seemed about to resume her motion towards 
the door. 

“I only receive this poor wanderer under my roof,” urged the 
Smith, “ to save her from the prison and the scourge.” 

“ And why should you save her ? ” said the inexorable Dame Shool- 
bred. “ I daresay she has deserved them both as well as ever thief 
deserved a hempen collar.” 

“ For aught I know she may, or she may not. But she cannot de- 
serve to be scourged to death, or imprisoned till she is starved to 
death ; and that is the lot of them that the Black Douglas hears mal- 
talent against.” 

“ And you are going to thraw the Black Douglas, for the sake of a 
glee-woman? This will he the worst of your feuds yet. — Oh, llenry 
Gow, there is as much iron in your head as in your anvil I ” 

“ I have sometimes thought this myself, Mistress Shoolbrcd, but if 
I do get a cut or two on this new argument, I wonder who is to 
cure iTk in, if you run away from me like a scared wild-goose? Ay, 
and moreover, wiio is to receive my bonny bride, that I hope to bring 
up the Wynd one of these days?” 

“ Ah, liarry, liarry,” said the old woman, shaking her head, “ this 
is not t he way to prepare an honest man’s house for a young bride — 
you should he guided by modesty and discretion, and not by chamber- 
ing and wan ton ness.” 

“ 1 tell you again, this poor creature is nothing to me. I wish her 
only to be safely taken care of ; and 1 think the boldest Border-man 
in Forth will respect the bar of my door as much as the gate of Car- 
lisle Castle.- -1 am going down to Sim Glover’s — I may stay there 
all night, for the Highland cub is run back to the hills, like a wolf- 
whelp as he is, and so there is a bed to spare, and father Simon will 
make me welcome to the use of it. You will remain with this poor 
creature, feed her, and protect her during the night, and I will call 
on hev before day ; and thou mayst go with her to the loafc thyself 
an 11mm wilt, and so thou wilt set the last eyes on her at the same 
time 1 shall.” * 

“ There is some reason in that,” said Darue Shoolbrcd; “though 
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why you should put your reputation in risk for a creature that would- 
find a lodging for a silver twopence and less matter, is a mystery tome. ” 

•* Trust me with that, old woman, and be kind to the girl. 

"Kinder than she deserves, I warrant you; and truly, though 1 
little like the company of such cattle, yet I think I am less like to 
take harm from her than you — unless she be a witch, indeed, which 
may well come to be the case, as the devil is very powerful with all 
this wayfaring clanjamfray.” 

“ No more a witch than I am a warlock,” said the honest Smith ; 
“ a poor broken-hearted thing, that, if she hath done evil, has dreed 
a sore weird for it. Be kind to her— And you, my musical damsel — 
I will call on you to-morrow morning, amt carry you to the water- 
side. This old woman will treat you kindly, if you say nothing to 
her but what becomes honest ears.” 

The poor minstrel had listened to this dialogue, without under- 
standing more than its general tendency; for, though she spoke 
English well, she had acquired the language in England itself, and 
the northern dialect, was then, as now, of a broader and harsher 
character. She saw, however, that she was to remain with the old 
lady, and meekly folding her arms on her bosom, bent her head with 
humility. She next looked towards the Smith with a strong expres 
sion of thankfulness, then raising her eyes to heaven, took his 
passive hand, and seemed about to kiss the sinewy fingers, in token 
of deep and affectionate gratitude. But Dame Skoolbred did not 

g ive license to the stranger's mode of expressing her feelings. She 
irusfc in between them ; and, pushing poor Louise aside, said, “ No, 
no, I'll have none of that work. Go into the chimney-nook, mistress, 
and when Harry Smith's gone, if you must have hands to kiss, you 
shall kiss mine as long as you like. — And you, Harry, away down to 
Sim Glover’s, for if pretty Mistress Catharine hears of the company 
you have brought home, she may chance to like them as little as I do. 
— What’s the matter now? — is the man demented ?— are you going 
out without your buckler, and the whole town in misrule ? ” 

“You are right, dame,” said the armourer; and throwing the 
buckler over his broad shoulders, he departed from his house without 
abiding farther question. 


CHAPTER XIII. 


TTow in tlie noon of night tliat pibroch thrills, 

.Savage and shrill ! Hut with the breath which tills 
Their mountain pipe, so fill tho mountaineers 
With the fierce native daring which instill 
The stirring memory of a thousand years. 

Bvnov. 

We must now leave the lower parties in our historical drqjna. to 
attend to the incidents which took place among those of a higher 
rank and greater importance. 

We pass from the hut of an armourer, to the council*room of a 
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fetmarch ; and resume our story just when, the tumult beneath being 
settled, the angry chieftains were summoned to the royal presence! 
They entered, displeased with and lowering 1 upon each other, each 
so exclusively filled with his own fancied injuries, as to be equally 
unwilling 1 and unable to attend to reason or argument. Albany 
alone, calm and crafty, seemed prepared to use their dissatisfaction 
for his own purposes, and turn each incident, as it should occur, to 
the furtherance of his own indirect ends. 

The King’s irresolution, although it amounted even to timidity, 
/ljd not prevent his assuming the exterior bearing becoming his 
'situation. It was only when hard pressed, as in the preceding scene, 
that he lost his apparent composure. In general, he might be driven 
from his purpose, but seldom from his dignity of manner. He re- 
ceived Albany, Douglas, March, and the Prior (those ill-assorted 
members of his motley council), with a mixture of courtesy and 
loftiness, which reminded each haughty peer that he stood in the 
presence of his Sovereign, and compelled him to do the beseeming 
reverence. 

Having received their salutations, the King motioned them to be 
seated ; and they were obeying his commands when liolhsay entered, 
lie walked gracefully lip to his father, and, kneeling at his footstool, 
requested his blessing. Robert, with an aspect in which fondness 
and sorrow were ill disguised, made an attempt to assume a look of 
"reproof as he laid his hand on the youth’s head, and said, with a 
sigh, “ God bless thee, my thoughtless boy, and make thee a wiser 
man in thy future years ! 99 

“Amen, my dearest father!” said Rotlisav, in a tone of feeling 
such as his happier moments often evinced/ lie then kissed the 
royal hand, with the reverence of a son and a subject ; and instead 
of taking a place at the council board, remained standing behind the 
King’s chair, in such a position that he might, when he chose, whisper 
into his father’s ear. 

The King next made a sign to the Prior of St Dominic to take his 
..place at the tabic, on which there were writing materials, which, of 
all the subjects present, Albany excepted, the churchman was alone 
.able to use . 1 The King then opened the purpose of their meeting, 
by saying, with much dignity, 

‘‘Our business, my lords, respected these unhappy dissensions in 
the Highlands, which, wc learn by our latest messengers, are about 
to occasion the. waste and destruction of the country, even within a 
few miles of this our own court. Rut near as this trouble is, our 
ill fate, and the instigations of wicked men, have raised up one yet 
nearer, by throwing strife and contention among the citizens of 
Perth and those attendants who follow your lordships, and others 
our knights and nobles. I must first, therefore, apply to yourselves, 
my lords, to know why our court is disturbed by such unseemly eon- 


l Mr Clirystul Croftangry had not, it must be confessed, when lie indited Lina 
'^sentence, Aactly recollected tlic character of Rotlisay, as given by the Prior of Loeli- 
i/leven. 


" A seemly person In stature, 
Cuumiml Into Uttcrutare." 


J3. ix., cap. 23. 
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tendings, aiul by what means they ought to be repressed r Brother 
of Albany, do you tell us first your sentiments on this mutter.” 

“ Sir, our royal Sovereign and brother,” said the Duke, “ being i \i 
attendance on your Grace’s person when the fray began, A am Xu>t 
acquainted with its origin.” I 

“And for me,” said the Prince, “ I heard no worse war-cry ti\\ai 
a minstrel wench’s ballad, and saw no more dangerous bolts flyfyny 
than hazel nuts.” 

“ And 1,” said the Earl of March, “ could only perceive that tl 
stout citizens of Perth had in chase some knaves who liad assuim 
the Bloody Heart on their shoulders. They ran too fast to be actu , 
ally the men of the Earl of Douglas.” 

Douglas understood the sneer, but only replied to it by one of 
those withering looks with which he was accustomed to intimate his 
mortal resentment. He spoke, however, with haughty composure. 

“My liege,” lie said, “must of course know it is Douglas who 
must answer to this heavy charge ; for when was there strife or 
bloodshed in Scotland, but there were foul tongues to asperse a 
Douglas or a Douglas’s man, as having given cause to them ? We 
have here goodly witnesses. 1 speak not of my Lord of Albany, 
who has only said that lie was, as well becomes him, by your Grace’s 
side. And I say nothing of my Lord of llothsay, who, as befits his 
rank, years, and understanding, was cracking nuts with a strolling 
musician.— He smiles — Here lie may say his pleasure— I shall nor 
forget a tie which lie seems to have forgotten. But here is my Lord 
of March, who saw my followers flying- before the clowns of Perth! 

1 call tell that Kail, that the followers of the Bloody Heart advance 
or retreat when their chieftain commands, and the good of Scotland 
requires.” 

“And I can answer,” exclaimed the equally proud Earl of March, 
his blood rushing into his face, when the King interrupted him— 

“Peace! angry lords,” said the King, “and remember in whose 
presence you stand !-— And you, my Lord of Douglas, tell us, if you 
eaij, the cause of this mutiny, and why your followers, whose general 
good services we are most willing to acknowledge, were th us active 
m private brawl?” 

‘*1 obey, my lord,” said Douglas, slightly stooping a head that sel- 
dom beat. M 1 was pacing from my lodgings in the Carthusian 
Convent, through the High Street of Perth, with alow of my or- 
dinary retinue, when 1 beheld some of the baser sort of citizens 
crowding around the Cross, against which there was nailed this 
placard, and that which accompanies it.” 

He took from a pocket in the bosom of his huff-coat a human hand 
and a piece of parchment. The King was shocked and agitated. 

liead, lie said, good A athcr l’riur, and let that ghastly spectacle 
be removed. 

The Prior read a placard to the following purpose: 

“ Inasmuch as the house of a citizen of Perth was assaulted last 
night, being h t V alen tine’s Eve, )>v a sort of disorderly nighLvalkers? 
belonging to some company of the strangers now resident in the Fair 
City; And whereas this hand was struck from one of the lawless 
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Jlimniers iu the fray that cnsind, the Provost ami Magistrates have 
directed that it should be naih d to the Cross, in scorn and contempt, 
tot 1 those bv whom such brawl was occasioned. And if any one of 
‘knightly decree sljall say that this our act is wrongfully done, I, 
Patrick Charteris of Kin fauns, knight, will justify this cartel in 
knightly weapons, within the barrace ; or, if any one of meaner birth 
shall deny what is here said, he shall be met with by a citizen of the 
Fair City of Perth, according to his degree. Ana so God and St 
John protect the Fair City !” 

! “You will not wonder, my lord,” resumed Douglas, ‘‘that when 
my almoner had read to me the conteuts of so insolent a scroll, I 
caused one of my squires to pluck down a trophy so disgraceful to 
the chivalry and uobility of Scotland. Whereupon, it seems, some 
of these saucy burghers took license to hoot and insult the hindmost 
of my train, who wheeled their horses oil them, and would soon have 
settled the feud, but for my positive command, that they should fol- 
low me in as much peace as the rascally vulgar would permit. And 
thus they arrived here in the guise of flying men, when, with my 
command to repel force by force, they might have set fire to the 
four corners of this wretched borough, and stifled the insolent churls, 
like malicious fox-cubs, in a burning brake of furze." 

There was a silence when Douglas had done speaking, until the 
Duke of Rothsay answered, addressing his father, — 

“ Since the Earl of Douglas possesses the power of burning the 
town where your Grace holds your court, so soon as the Provost and 
he differ about a night riot, or the terms of a cartel, I am sure we 
ought all to be thankful that lie lias not the will to do so.” 

“ The Duke of Rothsay ,” said Douglas, who seemed resolved to 
maintain command of his temper, “ may have reason to thank 
Heaven in a more serious tone than he now uses, that the Douglas 
is as true as he is powerful. This is a time when the subjects iu all 
countries raise against the law. We have heard of the insurgents 
of the Jacquerie in France ; and of Jack Straw, and Hob Miller, 
and Parson Ball, among the Southron, and we may be sure there 
is fuel enough to catch such a flame, were it spreading to our fron- 
tiers. When I see peasants challenging noblemen, and nailing the 
hands of the gentry to their ciiy Cross, I will not sav l fear mutiny 
— for that would be false— but 1 foresee, and will stand well prepared 
for it.” 

“And why does my Lord Douglas say,” answered the Earl of 
March, “that this cartel has been done by churls? I see Sir Patrick 
Char tori** name there, and be, I ween, is of no churl’s blood. The 
Douglas himself, since be takes the matter so warmly, might lift 
Sir Patrick’s gauntlet without soiling of bis honour.” 

“My Lord of March,” replied Douglas, “should speak but of 
wluit lie understands. Ido no injustice to the descendant of the 
lied Rover when I say, he is too slight to he weighed with the 
Douglas. The heir of Thomas Randolph might have a better claim 
to his answer.” 

“ And, by my honour, it shall not miss for want of my asking the 
grace,” said the Earl of March, pulling his glove oil’. 
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“ Stay, my lord,” said the King*, “ Do ns not so gross ail injury as 
to bring your feud to mortal defiance here ; but rather offer your 
ungloved hand in kindness to the noble Earl, and embrace in tokei 'j 
of your mutual fealty to the crown of Scotland. 5 * 

“Not so, my liege,” answered March; “your Majesty may com- 
mand me to return my gauntlet, for that ami all the armour it be- 
longs to are at your command, while I continue to hold my Earldom 
of the crowu of Scotland— but when I clasp Douglas, it must be 
with a mailed hand. Farewell, my liege. My counsels here avail 
not, nay, are so unfavourably received, that perhaps farther stay 
were unwholesome for my safety. May God keep your Highness' « 
from open enemies and treacherous friends ! — I am for my Castle of 
Dunbar, from whence I think you will soon hear news. Farewell to 
you, my Lords of Albany and Douglas ; you are playing a high 
game, look you play it fairly— Farewell, poor thoughtless Prince, 
who art sporting like a fawn within spring of a tiger !— Farewell 
all— George of Dunbar secs the evil he cannot remedy.— Adieu, all.” 

The King would have spoken, but the accents died on his tongue, 
as lie received from Albany a look cautioning him to forbear. The 
Earl of March left the apartment, receiving the mute salutations of 
the members of the council whom he had severally addressed, ex- ’ 
cepting from Douglas alone, who returned to his farewell speech a 
glance of contemptuous defiance. 

*• The recreant goes to betray us to the Southron,” he said ; " his 
pride rests on his possessing that sea- worn Hold 1 which can admit 
the English into Lothian. — Nay, look not alarmed, my liege, I will 
hold good what I say — nevertheless, it is yet time. Speak but the 
word, my liege — say but ‘ Arrest him/ and March shall not yet cross 
the Earn on his traitorous journey.” 

“ Kay, gallant Earl,” said Albany, who wished rather that the two 
powerful lords should counterbalance each other, than that one 
should obtain a decisive superiority, “ that were too hasty counsel. 
The Karl of March came hither on the King’s warrant of safe-eon- 
dueffc, and it may not consist witli my royal brother’s honour to break 
it. Yet, if your lordship can bring any detailed proof ” 

Here they were interrupted by a flourish of trumpets. 

“Ilis Grace of Albany is umvoutedly scrupulous to-day,” said 
Douglas ; “ but it skills not wasting words— the time is past— these 
arc March’s trumpets, and I warrant me he rides at flight-speed so 
soon tw he passes the South Port. We shall hear of him in time ; 
and if it he as I have conjectured, lie shall be met with though al: 
England hacked his treachery.” 

“Nay, let us hope better of the noble Earl,” said the King, m 
way displeased that the quarrel betwixt March and Douglas hn< 
seemed to obliterate the traces of the disagreement betwixt Rothsa; 
and his father-in-law ; “ lie hath a fiery but not a sullen temper-' 
In some things he has been — 1 will not say wronged- -but aisn] 
pointed — and something is to be allowed to the resentment of big 
Wood armed with great power. But, thank Heaven, all 01 us wl 


l The Castle of Dunbar. 
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Remain are of one sentiment, and, I may say, of one house ; so that, 
at least, our councils cannot now be thwarted with disunion. — Father 
Prior, 1 pray you take your writing materials, for you must as usual 
be our clerk of council. — And now to business, my lords — and our 
first object of consideration must be this Highland cumber.” 

“ Between the Clan Clmttan and the Clan Quhele,” said the Prior; 
“ which, as our last advices from our brethren at Dunkeld inform 
us, is ready to break out into a more formidable warfare than lias 
yet taken place between these sons of Belial, who speak of nothing 
jihe than of utterly destroying one another. Their forces are as- 
sembling on each side, and not a man, claiming in the tenth degree 
of kindred, but must repair to the Brattach 1 of his tribe, or stand to 
the punishment of fire and sword. The fiery cross hath flitted about 
like a meteor in every direction, and awakened strange and un- 
known tribes beyond the distant Murray Frith— may Heaven and 
fc$t Dominic be our protection ! But if your lordships cannot lind a 
remedy for the evil, it will spread broad and wide, and the patrimony 
| of the Church must in every direction be exposed to the fury of 
J these Amalekites, with whom there is as little devotion to Heaven, 
I as there is pity or love to their neighbours-— may Our Lady be our 
•guard ! — Wo hear some of them are yet utter heathens, and worship 
Mahound and Termagauut.” 

- “ My lords and kinsmen,” said Robert, “ ye have heard the urgency 
of this case, and may desire to know my sentiments before you de- 
liver what your own wisdom shall suggest. And, in sooth, no better 
remedy occurs to me than to send two commissioners, with full 
power from us to settle such debates as be among them ; and at the 
same time to charge them, as they shall be answerable to the law, to 
lay down their arms, and forbear all practices of violence against 
each other.” 

“ I approve of your Grace’s proposal,” said Hollisay ; “ and I trust 
the good Prior will not refuse the venerable station of envoy upon 
ibis peace- making errand. And liis reverend brother, the Abbot of 
'lie Carthusian convent, must contend for an honour which will cer- 
tainly add two most eminent recruits to the large army of martyrs, 
since the Highlanders little regard the distinction betwixt clerk and 
layman, in the ambassadors whom you send to them.” 

“ My royal Lord of Rothsay,” said the Prior, “ if I am destiued to 
the blessed crown of martyrdom, 1 shall be doubtless directed to the 
path by which I am to attain it. Meantime, if y ou speak in jest, may 
Heaven pardon you, and give you light to perceive that it were better 
buckle on your arms to guard the possessions of the Church, so peril- 
ously endangered, than to employ your wit in taunting her ministers 
and servants.” 

“I taunt no one, Father Prior,” said the yoittli, yawning; “nor 
have I much objection to taking arms, excepting that they are a 
somewhat cumbrous garb, and in February a furred mantle is more 
^ruling tortlic weather than a steel corslet. And it irks me the more 

i 1 Sun ri. ini — literally cloth. Tho Lowhm.l Liumiiasc Mill rttatoa the wur-l Wai , 
which, liovvover, is only now niipliruMe to achiM's pinafore, or u o<xu--c towel, lo 
Midi mean oit'ico may twnls* ‘iesccin-l. 
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to put on cr>ld harness in this nipping weather, that., would but, the 
Church send a detachment of their saints (and they have some High- 
land ones well known in this district, and doubtless used to the cli- 
mate), they might fight their own battles, like Merry St George of 
England. "But, 1 know not how it, is, we hear of their miracles when 
they are propitiated, and of their vengeance, if any one trespasses on 
then* patrimonies, and these arc urged as reasons For extending' their 
lands by large largesses ; and yet if there come down but a had'd of 
twenty Highlanders, hell, hook, and candle make no speed, and 
belted baron must he fain to maintain the Church in possession 
the lands which he lias given to her, as much as if he himself still*' 
enjoyed the fruits of them.” 

“ Son David,” said the King, “you give nn undue license to your 
tongue.” 

“Nay, sir, I am mute,” replied the Prince. " I had no purpose to 
disturb your Highness, or displease the Father Prior, who, with so 
many miracles at his disposal, will not face, as it seems, a handful of 
Highland caterans.” 

“ Wo know," said the Prior, with suppressed indignation, “ from 
what source these vile doctrines arc derived, ’which wo hear with, 
horror from the tongue that now utters them. When princes con- 
verse with heretics, their minds and manners are alike corrupted. 
They show themselves in the streets as the companions of maskers 
and harlots, and in the council as the accruers of the Church, and of 
holy tilings.” 

“Pence, good Father!” said the King. “Kotlisav shall make 
amends for what, he lias idly spoken. Alas! let us take counsel in 
friendly fashion, rather than resemble a mutinous crew of mariners 
in a sinking vessel, when each is more intent on quarrelling’ with his 
neighbours, than in assisting the exertions of the forlorn master for 
the safety of the ship.— My Lord of Douglas, your house has been 
seldom to lack, when the crown of Scotland desired either wise coun- 
sel, or manly achievement; 1 trust you will help us in Hits strait?” t 

“I can only wonder flint the strait should exist, my lord,” an- 
swered the haughty Douglas. “When I was intrusted with the 
lieutenancy of the kingdom, there were some of these wild clans 
came down from the Grampians. 1 troubled not the council about 
the matter, hut made the Sheriff. Lord Hulhvcn, got to horse with 
the forces of the Oarse — the I lavs, the Lindsays, I he Ogil vies, ami 
other gentlemen. By St Bride ! when it was steel coat to frieze 
mantle, the thieves knew what lances were good for, and whether 
swords had edges or no. There were some three hundred of their 
best bonnets, besides that of their chief, Donald Connae. 1 left on the 
moor of Thorn, and in Uochinroy Wood ; and as many were gibbeted 
at Hough man Stairs, which has still the name from the hangman 
work that was done there. This is the way men deal with thieves b: 
my country ; and if gentler methods will succeed better with tlicsi 
Efirish knaves, do not blame Douglas for speaking his ir^'id. — ' Yo\ 
smile, my Lord of Kothsay. May 1 ask how I Ifave a second time 


1 Some nulhoritics place this i.kimish fo Jato ns 1443. 
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become your jest, before I have replied to tlie first which you passed 
on me ? ” 

“Xs T ay, be not wrathful, my good Lord of Douglas,” answered tho 
Prince; “I did but smile to think how your princely retinue would 
dwindle, if every thief were dealt with as the poor Highlanders at 
Houghman ♦Stairs.” 

The King again interfered, to prevent the Earl from giving an 
angry reply. “ Your Lordship,” said lie to Douglas, “ advises wisely, 
flint we should trust to arms when these men come out against our 
[subjects on the fair and level plain ; but the difficulty is to put a stop 
“to their disorders while they continue to lurk within their moun- 
tains. 1 need not tell you that the Clan Ohattiin, and flu* Clan 
Quhele, arc great confederacies, consisting each of various tribes, 
who are handed together, each to support their own separate league, 
and who of late have had dissensions which have drawn blood wher- 
ever they have met, whether individually or in bands. The whole 
country is torn to pieces by their restless "feuds.” 

“ I cannot see the evil of this,” said the Douglas ; tc the ruffians 
will destroy each other, and the deer of the Highlands will increase 
,ns the men diminish. We shall gain as hunters the exercise we lose 
as warriors.” 

„ “ Rather say that the wolves will increase as the men diminish, 5 ' 
replied the King. 

“ f am content,” said Douglas ; “hotter wild wolves than wild Cafcr- 
nns — Let there be strong forces maintained along the Parish fron- 
tier, to separate the quiet from the disturbed country. Confine the 
fire of civil war within the Highlands; Jet it spend its uncontrolled 
fury, and it will be soon burnt out. for want of fuel. The survivors 
will be bumbled, and will be more obedient to a whisper of your 
Grace's pleasure, than their fathers, or the knaves that now ori^t, 
have been to your strictest commands.” 

“ 'Phis is wise but ungodly counsel,” said the Prior, shaking his 
yhead ; ■* I cannot take it upon my conscience to W commend it. L is 
, wisdom, but it, is the wisdom of Achitophel, crafty at once, and cruel.’ 

1 “ My 1 1 curt tells me so,” said the King, laying bis hand on bis 
breast/; “ my heart tells me that it will be asked of me at the awful 
day, ‘Robert Stewart, where are the subjects I have given thee?’ it 
tells me that l must, account for them all, Saxon ami Gael, Lowland, 
Highland, and Lorderman; that. I will not be required to answer for 
those alone who have wealth and knowledge, but for those also who 
were robbers because they were poor, and rebels because they were 
ignornm.” 

“Your Highness speaks like a Christian king,” said the Prior*, 
“but you bear 1 lie? sword as well as the sceptre, and this present evil 
is of a" kind which the sword nfflst cure.” 

“llavk ye, my lords,” said the Prince, looking up as if a gay 
it) i ought hod suddenly struck him, — “ suppose we learn those savage. 
Mountaineers a strain of chivalry? Ft were no hard matter to bring 
these two great commanders, the captain of the Clan Chattau, and 
the chief of the no less doughty race of the Clan Quhele, to defy each 
other to mortal combat. They might fight here in Perth — wc would 
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leml them liorsc and armour : thus their feud would be stanched by 
the death of one, or probably both, of the villains (for 1 think both 
would break their necks in the first charge), my father’s godly desire 
of saving blood would be attained, mul we should have the pleasure 
of seeiug such a combat between two salvage knights, for the first 
lime in their lives wearing breeches, and mounted on horses, as has 
not been heard of since the days of King Arthur.” , 

“ Shame upon you, David ! ” said the King. “ Do you make Che 
distress of your native country, and the perplexity of our councils, W 
subject for ‘buffoonery ? ” * . X 

“If you will pardon me, royal brother,” said Albany, “I think,* 
that though my princely nephew hath started this thought in a jocular 
manner, there may be something wrought out of it which might 
greatly remedy this pressing evil.” 

“ Good brother,” replied the King, “ it is unkind to expose Rotli- 
say’s folly by pressing further his ill-timed jest. We know the High- 
land clans have not our customs of chivalry, nor the habit or mode 
of doing battle which these require.” 

" True, your Grace,” answered Albany ; “ vet I speak not in scorn, 
but in serious earnest. True, the mountaineers have not our forms, 
and mode of doing battle in the lists, hut they have those which are 
as effectual to the destruction of human life ; and so that the mortal 
game is played, and the stake won and lost, what signifies it whether 
these Gael fight with sword and lance, as becomes belted knights, 
or with sand-bags, like the crestless churls of England, or butcher 
each other with knives and skeans, in their own barbarous fashion ? 
Their habits, like our own, refer all disputed rights and claims to the 
decision of battle. They are as vain, too, as they are fierce ; and 
the idea that these two clans would be admitted to combat in pre- 
sence of vour Grace and of your court, will readily induce them to 
refer their difference to the fate of battle, even were such rough 
arbitrament less familiar to their customs, and that in any such num- 
bers a3 shall be thought most convenient. We must take care that, 
they approach not the court, save in such a fashion and number that 
they shall not be able to surprise us ; and that point being provided 
against, the more that shall ue admitted to combat' upon either side, 
the greater will be the slaughter among their bravest and most 
stirring men, and the more the chance of the Highlands being quiet 
for some time to come.” 

“ This were a bloody policy, brother,” said the King ; “ and again 
I say, that I cannot bring my conscience to countenance the slaugh- 
ter of those rude men, that are so little better thau so many benighted 
heathens.” 

“ And are their lives more precious,” asked Albany, “ than those 
of nobles and gentlemen who by y«ir Grace’s license are so fre- 
quently admitted to fight in barrncc, either for the satisfying of dis- 
putes at law, or simply to acquire honour ?” 

The King, thus hard pressed, had little to say against a Custom 
ingrafted upon the laws of the realm and the ushges of chivalry a: 
the trial by combat; and lie only replied, “ God knows, T kiyo nevm 
granted such license as you urge me with, unless with the greatest 
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repugnance; ftlK ^ that * llcvor saw men bare strife together to the 
etlufiion of blood, but 1 coul-l have wished to appease it with the 
shedding of my own.’ 7 

“ But, my gracious lord,” said the Prior, " it seems that if we fol- 
low not some such policy as this of my Lord of Albany, we must 
have recourse to that of the Douglas ; and at the risk of the dubious 
event of battle, and with the certainty of losing many excellent sub- 
jects, do, by means of the Lowland swords, that wliich these wild 

mountaineers will otherwise perform with their own hand What 

bays my Lord of Douglas to the policy of his Grace of Albany ? ” 
l * Douglas/ 7 said the haughty lord*, “ never counselled that to be 
]|iie by policy which might be attained by open force. lie remains 
ibis opinion, and is willing to inarch at the head of bis own fol* 
Irers, witli those of the Barons of Perthshire and the Carse ; and 
|her bring these Highlanders to reason or subjection, or leave the 
£dy of a Douglas among their savage wildernesses. 77 
w."lt is nobly spoken, my Lord of Douglas/ 7 said Albany; “ and 
Tvbll might the King rely upon thy undaunted heart and the courage 
of thy resolute followers. But see you not how soon you may be 
called elsewhere, where your presence and services arc altogether 
itulispcusable to Scotland and her Monarch ? Marked you not the 

I ifjomy tone in which the fiery March limited his allegiance and faith 
[ our Sovereign here present, to that space for wliich he was to ro- 
bin King Robert’s vassal ? And did not you yourself suspect that 
l was plotting a transference of his allegiance to England ?— Other 
pefs, of subordinate power and inferior fame, may do battle with 
p Highlanders ; but if Dunbar admit the Percys and their English- 
ten into our frontiers, who will drive them back if the Douglas bo 
kewlicre? 77 

“ My sword,” answered Douglas, “ is equally at the service of his 
[ajesty,on the frontier, or in the deepest recesses of the Highlands, 
have seen the backs of tho proud Percy and George of Dunbar 
fYQ now, and I may see them again. Ami if it is the King’s plea- 
sure I should take measures against this probable conjunction of 
stranger and traitor, I admit that, rather than trust to an inferior 
or feebler hand the important task of settling the Highlands, I 
[would be disposed to give my opinion in favour of the policy of 
Iny Lord of Albany, and suffer those savages to carve each other’s 
5imbs, without giving barons and knights the trouble of hunting 
them down.’ 7 

“ My Lord of Douglas,” said the Prince, who seemed determined 
to omit no opportunity to gall his haughty father-in-law, “ docs not 
choose to leave to us Lowlandcrs even the poor crumbs of honour 
which might be gathered at the expense of the Highland kerne, 
while he, with his Border chivalry, reaps the full harvest of victory 
over the English. But Percy hath seen men’s backs as well as 
Douglas ; ,and I have known as great wonders as^ that he who goes 
Jairtli to rack such wool should come back shorn.” 

" “A phrase/ 7 saitl Douglas, “well becoming a prince, who speaks 
■ ofhonour with a wandering harlot's scrip in his bonnet, by way or 
favour.” 
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“ Excuse it, niv lord/’ said Rothsay; “ men who have matched un- 
fitting’l)’ become careless in the choice of those whom they love 2 )ar 
amours. The chained dog must snatch at the nearest bone." 

“ 11 o tli say, my unhappy son ! ” exclaimed the King, “art thou mad ? 
or wouldst thou drawdown on tlicc the full storm of a king aud 
father’s displeasure ?” 

‘*1 am dumb,” returned the Prince, “ at your Grace’s command.” 

fi Well, then, my Lord of Albany” said the King, “since such is 
your advice, and since Scottish blood must flow, how, I pray you, 
are we to prevail on these fierce men to refer their quarrel to such a 
combat as you propose ? '* 

“ That, my liege,” said Albany, “ must be the result of more 
mature deliberation. But the task will not be difficult. Gold will 
be needful to bribe some of the bards and principal counsellors and 
spokesmen. The chiefs, moreover, of both these leagues must be 
made to understand that, unless they agree to this amicable settle 
incut ” 

“ A micahle , brother ! ” said the King, with emphasis. 

“ Ay, amicable, my liege,” replied his brother, “ since it is heller 
the country were placed in peace, at the expense of losing a score 
or two of Highland kernes, than remain at war till as many thou 
sands are destroyed by sword, fire, famine, and all the extremities 
of mountain battle. To return to the purpose ; 1 think that the 
first party to whom the accommodation is proposed will snatch at it 
eagerly ; that the other will be ashamed to reject an oiler to rest 
the cause on the swords of their bravest men; that the national 
vanity and factious hate to each other will prevent them from seeing 
our purpose in adopting such a rule of decision ; and that they will 
he more eager to cut each other to pieces than we can he to halloo 
them on.— -And now, ns our councils arc finished, so far as I can aide 
I will withdraw.” 

“ Stay yet a moment,” said the Prior, “for I also have a. grief to 
disclose, of a nature so black and horrible that your Grace’s pious 
heart will hardly credit its existence ; and 1 state it mournfully, be- 
cause, as certain as that I am an unworthy servant of St Dominic, 
it is the cause of the displeasure of Heaven against this poor country; 
by which our victories arc turned into defeat, our gladness into 
mourning, our councils distracted with disunion, and our country 
devoured by civil war.” 

“ Speak, reverend Prior,” said the King; “assuredly if the cause 
of such evils be in me, or in my house, 1 will take instant care tc 
their removal.” 

He uttered these words with a faltering voice, and eagerly waited 
for the Prior’s reply, in the dread, no doubt, that it might implicate 
Rolhsay in some new charge of folly or vice. His apprehensions? 
perhaps deceived him, when he thought he saw the churchman’s eye 
rest for a moment on the Prince, before he said, in a solemn tone,— 
“ Heresy, my noble and gracious liege, heresy i* among- 'tau She 
snatches soul after soul from the congregation, as wolves steal lambs 
from the sheepfold.” 

“There are enough of shepherds to watch the fold ” answered the 
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Duke of Rothsay. “ Here are four convents of regular Monks alone 
around this poor liamlet of Perth, and all the secular clergy besides! 
Metliinks a town so well garrisoned should be fit to keep out an 
enemy.”; 

“ One traitor in a garrison, my lord,” answered the Prior, “ can 
do much to destroy the security of a city which is guarded by legions; 
and if that one traitor is, either from levity, or love of novelty, or 
whatever other motive, protected and fostered by those who should 
be most eager to expel him from the fortress, his opportunities of 
' working mischief will be incalculably increased.” 

. “ Your words seem to aim at some one in this presence, Father 

Prior,” said the Douglas ; “ if at me, they do me foul wrong. I am 
well aware that the Abbot. of Abcrbrothock hath made some ill- 
advised complaints, that I suffered not his beeves to become too 
many for his pastures, or his stock of grain to burst the girnels of 
the Monastery, while my followers lacked beef, and their horses 
corn. But bethink you, the pastures and cornfields which produced 
that plenty were bestowed by my ancestors on the house of Abcr- 
brothock, surely not with the* purpose that their descendant should 
starve in the midst of it ; and neither will lie, by St Bride ! But for 
heresy and false doctrine,” he added, striking his large hand heavily 
on the council- table, “ who is it that dare tax the Douglas ? I would 
not have poor men burned for silly thoughts ; but my hand and 
sword arc ever ready to maintain the Christian faith.” 

“My lord, I doubt it not,” said the Prior; “so hath it ever been 
with your most noble house. For the Abbot's complaints, they may 
pass to a second day. But what- we now desire is a commission to 
some noble lord of state, joined to others of Holy Church, to support 
by strength of hand, if necessary, the inquiries which the reverend 
official of the bounds, and other grave prelates, my unworthy self 
being one, are about to make into the cause of the new doctrines, 
which are now deluding the simple, and depraving the pure and 
precious faith, approved by the Holy Father and his reverend pre- 
decessors.” 

“ Let the Earl of Douglas have a royal commission to this effect,” 
said Albany; “and let there be no exception whatever from his 
jurisdiction, saving the royal person. For my own part, although 
conscious .that I have neither in act nor thought received .or encour- 
aged a doctrine which Holy Church hath not sanctioned, yet I should 
blush to claim an immunity under the blood-royal of Scotland, lest I 
should seem to be seeking refuge against a crime so horrible.” 

« 1 will have nought to do with it,” said Douglas ; “ to march 
against the English, and the Southron traitor March, is task enough 
for me. Moreover, I am a true Scotsman, and will not give way to 
aught that may put the Church of Scotland’s head farther into the 
Roman yoke, or make the baronet’s coronet stoop to the mitre and 
cowl. Do you, therefore, most noble Duke of Albany, place your 
*Tiwn name in the commission ; and I pray your Grace so to mitigate 
tfthe zeal of the iften of Holy Church, who may be associated with 
you, that there be no over-zealous dealings ; for the smell of a fagot 
on the Tay would bring back the Douglas from the walls of York. 
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The Duke hastened to give the Earl assurance that the commission 
should be exercised with lenity and moderation. . . 

“ Without a question,” said King 1 Robert, “the commission must 
be ample; and, did it consist with the dignity of our crown, we 
would not ourselves decline its jurisdiction. But we trust that, while 
the thunders of the Church are directed against the vile authors of 
these detestable heresies, there shall he measures of mildness aud 
compassion taken with the unfortunate victims of their delusions.” 

“ Such is ever the course of Holy Church, my lord,” said the Prior 
of St Dominic’s. 

“ Why, then, let the commission be expedited with due care, m 
name of our brother Albany, and such others as shall be deemed 
convenient,” ''aid the King.— “And now once again let us break up 
our council ; and, Rothsay, come thou with me, and lend me thine 
arm— I have matter for thy private ear.” 

“IIo, la!” here exclaimed the Prince, in the tone in which lie 
would have addressed a managed horse. 

“What means this rudeness, boy?” said the King; “wilt thou 
newr learn reason and courtesy ? ” 

“Let me not be thought to offend, my liege,” said the Prince; 
“but we arc parting without learning what is to be done in the 
passing strange adventure of the dead hand, which the Douglas 
hath so gallantly taken up. We shall sit but uncomfortably here at 
Perth, if we are at variance with the citizens.” 

“Leave that to me,” said Albany. “With some little grant of 
lands and money, and plenty of fair words, the burghers may be 
satisfied for this time ; but it were well that the barons and their 
followers who are in attendance on the court were warned to respect 
the peace within burgh.” 

“Surely, we would have it so,” said the King; “let strict orders 
be given accordingly.” 

“It is doing the churls lmt too much grace,” said the Douglas ; 
“ but be it at your Highness’s pleasure. I take leave to retire.” 

“"Not before you taste a flagon of Gascon wine, my lord,” said the 
King. 

“Pardon,” replied the Earl, “lam not athirst, and I drink not 
for fashion, but either for need or for friendship.” So saying, he 
departed. 

The King, as if relieved by his absence, turned to Albany and 
said, And now, my lord, we should chide this truant Rothsay of 
ours ; yet he hath served us so well at council, that we must receive 
his merits as some atonement for liis follies.” 

aI 5 happy to hear it,” answered Albany, with a countenance of 
pi ^r \ ncrt ; du hty, as if he knew nothing of the supposed services. 

Nay, brother, you are dull,” said the King, “ for 1 will not think 
you envious. Did you not note that Rothsay was the first to sug* 
gesfc the mode of settling the Highlands, which your experience, 
brought indeed into better shape, and which was generally approved 

• 7” j ® ven , n °w we had broken up, leaving a main matter uncon- 
udered, lmt that he put us in mind of the affray with the citizens ?” 
“I nothing doubt, my liege,” said the Duke of Albany, with the 
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acquiescence which lie saw was expected, 44 that ray royal nephew 
will soon emulate his father’s wisdom.” 

"Or,” said the Duke of Rothsay, 44 1 may find it easier to borrow 
from another member of my family that happy and comfortable 
cloak of hypocrisy which covers all vices, and then it signifies little 
whether they exist or not.” 

4 *My Lord Prior,” said the Duke, addressing the Dominican, “we 
will for a moment pray your reverence’s absence. The King and I 
have that to say to the Prince which must have no further audience, 
not even yours.” 

The Dominican bdwed and withdrew. 

When the two royal brothers and the Prince were left together, 
the King seemed in the highest degree embarrassed and distressed ; 
Albany sullen and thoughtful ; while Rothsay himself endeavoured 
to cover some anxiety under his usual appearance of levity. There 
was a silence of a minute. At length Albany spoke.# 

44 Royal brother,” be said, 44 my princely nephew entertains with 
so much suspicion any admonition coming from my mouth, that 1 
must pray your Grace yourself to take the trouble of telling him 
what it is most fitting lie should know.” 

44 It must be some unpleasing communication, indeed, which my 
Lord of Albany cannot wrap up in honied words,” said the Prince. 

“ Peace with thine effrontery, boy,” answered the King, passion- 
ately. 44 You asked but now of the quarrel with the citizens— Who 
caused that quarrel, David ? — what men were those w t 1io scaled the 
window of a peaceful citizen and liegeman, alarmed the night with 
torch and outcry, and subjected our subjects to danger and affright?” 

“More fear than danger, I fancy,” answered the Prince; “but 
how can I of all men tell who made this nocturnal disturbance?” 

“There was a follower of thine own there,” continued the King; 
“a man of Belial, whom I will have brought to condign punishment.” 

44 1 have no follower, to my knowledge, capable of deserving your 
Higlmess’s displeasure,” answered the Prince. 

“I will have no evasions, boy— Where wort thou on St Valentine’s 
Eve?” 

44 It is to he hoped that I was serving the good Saint, as a man of 
mould might,” answered the young man, carelessly. 

44 Will my royal nephew tell us how his Master of the llorse was 
employed upon that holy eve?” said the Duke of Albany. 

44 Speak, David — I command thee to speak,” said the King. 

“Ramorny was employed in my service 1 think that answer 

may satisfy my uncle.” 

“ But it will not satisfy me” said the angry father. 44 God knows, 
I never coveted man’s blood, but that Ramorny’s head I will have, 
if law” can give it. He has been the cncourager and partaker of all 
thy numerous vices and follies. I will take care he shall be so no 

more Call MacLouis with a guard ! ” b 

*- “Do not injure an innocent man,” interposed the Prince, desirous 
at cvcry«tft<ai£cc Jo preserve his favourite from the menaced danger 

-“I pledge my word that Ramorny was employed in business of 
mine, therefore could not be engaged in this brawl.” 
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“False oqnivoeator that thou art!” said the King, pv» uniting tiv 
the Prince a ring, “bchokl the signet of Bamorny, lost u the urni- 
mous affray. It fell into the hands of a follower of tue Uotiglas, 
and was given by the Earl to my brother. Speak not ro. Bamorny, 
for lie dies; and go thou from my presence, and repent the flagitious 
councils which could make thee stand before me with a ldsehood m 
thy mouth. — Oh, shame, David, shame! as a son, thou hast lied to 
tliv father ; as a knight, to the head of thy order." 

The Prince stood mute, conscience-struck, and self-corn id oil. 11c 
then gave way to the honourable feelings which at bottom he really . 
possessed, and threw himself at his father’s feet*. 

« The false knight,” he said, “deserves degradation, tie disloyal' 
subject death; but, oh ! let the son crave from the father pardon for 
the servant who did not lead him into guilt, but who reluctantly 
plunged himself into it at his command ! Let me bear the weight of 
my own folly, but spare those who have been my tools, rather tlmn 
my accomplices. Remember, Bamorny was preferred to my ser- 
vice by my sainted mother.” 

“ Name her not, David, I charge thee!" said the King; “she is 
happy that she never saw the child of her love stand before her 
doubly dishonoured, by guilt and by falsehood." 

“1 am indeed unworthy to name her,” Hilid the Prince; “and yet, 
my dear father, in her name 1 must petition for Ttauiorny’s life." 

“ If I might offer my counsel," said the Duke of Albany, who saw 
that a reconciliation would soon take place betwixt the father and 
son, “ L would advise that Bamorny be dismissed from the Prince’s 
household and society, with such furl her penalty as his imprudence 
may seem to merit. The public will he contented with his disgrace, 
ami the matter will be easily accommodated or stifled, so that his 
Highness do not attempt to screen his servant." 

“ Wilt thou, for my sake, David,” said the King, with a faltering- 
voice, and the tear in his eye, “ dismiss this dangerous man ? for my 
sake, who could not refuse thee the heart out off my bosom ? ” 

“•It shall he done, my father— done instantly," the Prince replied ; 
and seizing the pen, he wrote a hasty dismissal of Bamorny from his 
service, aud put it into Albany’s hands. “I would I could fulfil all 
your wishes as easily, my royal father,” he added, again throwing 
himself at the King's feet, who raised him up, and fondly folded him 
in his arms. 

Albany scowled, but was silent ; and it was not till after the space 
of a minute or two that he said, “This matter being- so happily 
accommodated, let me ask if your Majesty is pleased to attend the 
Even-song service in the clmpel ? ” 

“ Surely " said the King. “ Have I not thanks to pay to God, who 
lias restored union to my family ? You will go with us, brother ? ” 

“ So please your Grace to give me leave of absence— No," said the 
Dnke : “ I must concert with the Douglas, and others, the manner 
m which we may bring these Highland vultures to our lurck” ^ 
Albany retired to think over his ambitious project*. j*hiJc ill., 
father and son attended divine service, to lluink God for "their happy 
reconciliation. 
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Oil AT TEH XIV. 

Will you o-o to tlio ■' lielands, Lizzy Lyndesay, 

Will you go to tli> Ilielwida wi‘ me? 

Will you go to the Hie la mis, Lizzy Lyndesay, 

My bride and my darling to bo ? 

Old Ballad. 

A pohmer chapter opened in the royal confessional ; we are now 
(o introduce our readers to a situation somewhat similar, though the 
scene and persons were very d liferent. Instead of a Gothic and 
darkened apartment in a monastery, one of the most beautiful pro- 
spects in Scotland lay extended beneath the hill of Kinnoul, and at 
the foot of a rock which commanded the view in every direction, sat 
the Fair Maid of Perth, listening 1 in an attitude of devout attention 
to the instructions of a Carthusian Monk, iu his white gown and 
scapular, who concluded liis discourse with prayer, in which his 
proselyte devoutly joined. 

< When they had finished their devotions, the priest sat for some 
time with his eyes fixed on the glorious prospect, of which even the 
..early and chilly season could not conceal the beauties, and it was 
some time ere lie addressed his attentive compaivon. 

“ When 1 behold,’* he said at length, “ this rich and varied land, 
with its castles, churches, convents, stately palaces, and fertile fields, 
these extensive woods, and that noble river, 1 know not, my daughter, 
whether most to admire the bounty of God, or the ingratitude of 
man. lie hath given us the beauty and fertility of the earth, and we 
have made the scene of his bounty a clmruel-house and a battle-field. 
He hath given us power over the elements, and skill to erect houses 
for comfort and defence, and we have converted them into dens for 
robbers and ruffians.” 

“ Yet surely, my father, there is room for comfort,” replied Catha- 
rine, “ even in the very prospect we look upon. Yonder four goodly 
convents, with their churches, and their towers, which tell the citizens 
with brazen voice, that they should think on their religious duties 
their inhabitants, who have separated themselves from the world, its 
pursuits and its pleasures, to dedicate themselves to the service of 
1 leaven, — all bear witness, that if Scotland be a bloody and a sinful 
land, she is yet alive and sensible to the claims which religion demands 
of the human race.” 

‘•Verily, daughter.” answered the nviest, “what you say seejns 
truth ; and yet, nearly viewed, too much of the comfort you describe 
will be found delusive. It is true, there was a period in the Chris- 
tian world, when good men, maintaining themselves by the work of 
their hands, assembled together, not that they might live easily or 
gteep softly, but that they might strengthen each other in the Chris- 
Iiau faitlh^ aud q ualify themselves to be teachers of the word to the 
people. IIoiuSlcss there are still such to be found in the holy edifices 
on which we now look. But it is to be feared that the love of many 
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lias waxed cold. Our Churchmen have become wealthy, as well by 
the gifts of pious persons as by the bribes which wicked men have 
given in their ignorance, imagining that they can purchase that par- 
don by endowments to the Church, which Heaven lias only offered 
to sincere penitents. And thus, as the Church waxeth rich, her doc- 
trines have unhappily become dim and obscure, a9 a light is less seen 
if placed in a lamp of chased gold, than beheld through a screen of 
glass. . God knows, if I see these things and mark them, it is from 
no wisli of singularity, or desire to make myself a teacher in Israel ; 
but because the fire burns in my bosom, and will not permit me to 
be silent. I obey the rules of my order, and withdraw not myself 
from its austerities. Be they essential to our salvation, or be they 
mere formalities, adopted to supply the want of real penitence and 
sincere devotion, 1 have promised, nay vowed, to observe them ; and 
they shall be respected by me the more, that otherwise I might be 
charged with regarding my bodily ease, when Heaven is my witness 
how Tightly I value what I may be called on to act or sutler, if the 

I mrity of the Church could be restored, or the discipline of the pricst- 
lood replaced in its primitive simplicity.” 

“ But, my Father.” said Catharine, “ even for these opinions men 
term you a Lollard and a Wickliffite, and say it is your desire to 
destroy churches and cloisters, and restore the religion of Hea- 
thenesse.’* 

“ Even so, my daughter, am I driven to seek refuge in hills and 
rocks, and must be presently contented to take my flight amongst 
the rude Highlanders, who are thus far in amove gracious state than 
those I leave behind me, that theirs arc crimes of ignorance, not of 
presumption. I will not omit to take such means of safety and 
escape from their cruelty as Heaven may open to me; for, while 
such appear, I shall account it a sign that 1 have still a service to 
accomplish. But when it is my Master’s pleasure. He knows how 
willingly Clement Blair will lay down a vilified life upon earth, in 
humble hope of a blessed exchange hereafter. — But wherefore dost 
thcAi look northward so anxiously, my child? — thy young eyes are 
quicker than mine— dost thou sec any one coming:” 

“ 1 look, Father, for the Highland youth, Connchar, who will be ‘ 
thy guide to the hills, where liis father can afford thee a safe, if a 
rude retreat. Tin's he has often promised, when we spoke of you 
and of vouv lessons— I fear he is now in company where he will soon 
forget them.” 

“ The youth hath sparkles of grace in him,” said Father Clement ; 
“ although those of his race are usually too much devoted to their 
own fierce and savage customs? to endure with patience either the 
restraints of religion or those of the social law.— Thou hast never 
told me, daughter, liow, contrary to all the usages either of tho 
burgh or of the mountains, this youth came to reside in thy father’s 
house ? ” 

“All I know touching that matter,” said Catharine, “is, that hir 
father is a man of consequence among those hill uip^ inftl that lie* 
desired as a favour of my father, who hath had dealings with them 
in the way of his merchandise, to keep this youth for a certain time ; 
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•and that it is only two days since they parted, as Conaehar was to 
return home to his own mountains.” 

“ And why lias my daughter,” demanded the priest, “maintained 
such a correspondence with this Highland youth, that she should 
know how to send for him when she desired to use his services in my 
behalf? Surely, this is much influence for a maiden to possess over 
such a wild colt as this youthful mountaineer.” 

Catharine blushed, and answered with hesitation, “If I have had 
any influence with Conaehar, Heaven be my witness, I have only 
exerted it to enforce upon his fiery temper compliance with the rules 
of civil life. It is true, I have long expected that you, my Father, 
would be obliged to take to flight, and I, therefore, liad agreed with 
him that he should meet mo at this place, as soon as ho should re- 
ceive a message from me, with a token, which I yesterday despatched. 
The messenger was a light-footed boy of his own clan, whom he 
used sometimes to send on errands into the Highlands.” 

“ And am 1 then to understand, daughter, that this youth so fair 
to the eye, was nothing more dear to you, than as you desired to en- 
lighten Ilia mind and reform his manners ? ” 

“It is so, my Father, and no otherwise,” answered Catharine; 
“and perhaps I diihnot do well to hold intimacy with him, even 
for his instruction and improvement. But my discourse never led 
farther.” 

“Then have I been mistaken, my daughter; for I thought I had 
seen in thee of late some change of purpose, and some wishful 
regards looking back to this world, of which you were at one time 
resolved to take leave.” 

Catharine hung down her head, and blushed more deeply than 
ever, as she said, “Yourself, Father, were used to remonstrate 
against my taking the veil.” 

“ Nor do I now approve of it, my child,” said the Priest. “ Mar- 
riage is an honourable state, appointed by Heaven as. the regular 
means of continuing the race of man ; and I read not in the Scrip- 
tures, what human inventions have since affirmed, concerning the 
superior excellence of a st ate of celibacy. But I am jealous of thee, 
my child, as a father is of his only daughter, lest thou sliouldst throw 
thyself away upon some one unworthy of thee. Thy parent, I know, 
less nice in thy behalf than I am, countenances the addresses of that 
fierce and riotous reveller, whom they call Ilenry of the Wynd. He 
is rich, it may be ; but a haunter of idle and debauched company --a 
common prize-fighter, who has shed human blood like water. Can 
such a one be a fit mate for Catharine Glover ? — And yet report says 
they are soon to he united.” 

The Fair Maid of Perth’s complexion changed from red to pale, 
and from pale to red, as she hastily replied, “ I think not of him ; 
though it is true some courtesies have passed betwixt us of late, both 
as lie is my father’s friend, and as being, according to the custom of 
“the time, my Valentine.” 

“ Your.^alentine, my child?” said Father Clement. “ And can your 
modesty anu pnfdcnco have trifled so much with the delicacy of your sex, 
as to place yourself in such a relation to such a man as this artificer ? 
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— -Think you that this Valentine, a godly saint and Christian bishop 
as he is said to have been, ever countenanced a silly and unseemly 
custom, more likely to have originated in the heathen worship of 
Flora or Venus, when mortals gave the names of deities to their 
passions, and studied to excite instead of restraining them ?” 

“ Father,” said Catharine, in a tone of more displeasure than she 
had ever before assumed to the Carthusian, 61 1 know not upon wlmt 
ground you tax. me thus severely for complying with a general 
practice, authorised by universal custom, and sanctioned by my 
father’s authority. I cannot feel it kind that you put such miscon- 
struction upon me.” 

“ Forgive me, daughter,” answered the priest, mildly, “ if I have 
given you offence. But this Henry Gow, or Smith, is a forward, 
licentious man, to whom you cannot allow any uncommon degree of 
intimacy and encouragement, without exposing yourself to worse 
misconstruction —unless, indeed, it be your purpose to wed him, and 
I hat very shortly.” 

“ Say no more of it, my Father,” said Catharine. “ You give me 
more pain than you would desire to do ; and I may be provoked to 
answer otherwise than as becomes me. Perhaps I have already had 
cause enough to make me repent my compliance with an idle custom. 
At any rate, believe that llenry Smith is nothing to me; and that 
even t he idle intercourse arising from St Valentine’s Day, is utterly 
broken off.” 

“ 1 am rejoiced to hear it, my daughter,” replied the Carthusian ; 
h and must now prove you on another subject, which renders me most 
ailxious on your behalf. You cannot yourself be ignorant of it, 
although I could wish it were not necessary to speak of a thing so 
dangerous, even, before these surrounding rocks cliffs, and stones. 
But it must be said.— Catharine, you have a lover m the highest rank 
of Scotland’s sons of honour r” 

1 know it, Father,” answered Catharine, composedly. “1 would 
it. were not so.” 

“ So would I also,” said the priest, “ did I see in my daughter only 
the child of folly, which most young women arc at her age, especially 
if possessed of t he fatal gift of beauty. But as thy charms, to speak 
t he language of an Idle world, have attached to thee a lover of such 
high rank, so I know that thy virtue and wisdom will maintain the 
influence over the Prince’s mind which thy beauty hath acquired.” 

“Father/' replied Catharine, “the Prince is a licentious gallant, 
whose notice of me tends only to my disgrace and ruin. Can you 
who seemed but now afraid that I acted imprudently in entering into 
an ordinary exchange of courtesies with one of my own rank, speak 
with patience of the sort of correspondence which the heir of Scot- 
land dares to hx. upon me ? Know, that it is but two nights since he, 
with a party of his debauched followers, would have carried me by 
force from my father’s house, had 1 not been rescued by that same 
rash -spin ted Henry Smith, -who, if he he too hasty in venturing on 
danger on slight occasion, is always ready to vcidure k : *«li fc im 
behalf of innocence, or in resistance of oppression, it is well my 
part to do him that justice.” J 
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• 4< I should know something of that matter,” said the monk, “ sine© 
it was my voice that sent him to your assistance. I had seen the 
party ast passed your door, and was hastening to the civil power in 
order to raise assistance, when I perceived a man's figure corning 
slowly towards me. Apprehensive it might be one of the ambuscade, 
I stepped behind the buttresses of the chapel of St John, and seeing 
from a nearer view that it was Henry Smith, I guessed which way 
he was hound, and raised my voice in an exhortation, which made 
him double his speed.” 

“ I am beholden to you, Father,” said Catharine ; “ but all this, 
hud the Duke of Rothsay’s own language to me, only show that the 
Prince is a profligate young man, who will scruple no extremities 
which may promise to gratify an idle passion, at whatever expense 
to its object. Ilia emissary, ltamorny, has even had the insolence 
to tell me. that my father shall sutler for it, if I dare to prefer being* 
the wile of an honest man, to becoming the loose paramour of a 
married prince. So 1 see no other remedy than to take the veil, or 
run the risk of my own ruin and iiiy poor father's. Were there no 
other reason, the terror of these threats, from a man so notoriously 
capable of keeping his word, ought as much to prevent my becoming 
the bride of any worthy man, as it should prohibit me from unlatch- 
ing his door to admit murderers. — Oh, good Father! what a lot is 
.mine! and how fatal am I likely to prove to my affectionate parent, 
"and to any one with whom i might ally my unhappy fortunes ! ” 

“Be yet of good cheer, my daughter,” said the monk ; “ there is 
comfort for thee even in this extremity of apparent distress. Jta- 
niorny is a villain, and abuses the oar of his patron. The Prince is 
unhappily a dissipated and idle youth ; hut, unless my grey hairs 
have Weii strangely imposed on, his character is beginning to alter. 
He hath been awakened to Rainorny’s baseness, and deeply regrets 
having* followed his evil advice. 1 believe, nay, I am well convinced, 
that his passion for you has assumed a nobler and purer character, 
and that the lessons lie has heard from me on the corruptions of the 
Church, and of the times, will, if enforced from your lips, sink deeply 
into his heart, and perhaps produce fruits, for the world to wonder 
as well as rejoice at. Old prophecies have said, that Home shall fall 
by the speech of a woman.” 

* “ These are dreams, Father,” said Catharine; “the visions of one 
whose thoughts are too much on better tilings, to admit his thinking 
justly upon the ordinary affairs of earth. When we have looked long 
at the sun, everything else can only be seen indistinctly.” 

“Thou art over hasty, my daughter,” said Clement, “and tliou 
shalt lie convinced of it. The prospects which I am to open to thee 
were unfit to be exposed to one of a less firm sense of virtue, or a 
more ambitious temper. Perhaps it is not fit that, even to you, I 
should display lliom ; hut iny confidence is strong in thy wisdom and 
thy principles. Know, then, that there is much chance that the 
.phurrh of Rome will dissolve the union which she has herself formed, 
and release the Duke of Rothsav from his marriage with Marjory 
Douglas.^ * 

Here he paused. 
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"And if the Church hath power and will to do thus” replied the 
maiden, “ what influence can the divorce of the Duke from Ins wife 
produce on the fortunes of Catharine Glover? ” 

She looked at the priest anxiously as she spoke, and he had some 
apparent difficulty in framing his reply, for lie looked on the ground 
while he answered her. 

“ What did beauty do for Catharine Logie ? Unless our fathers 
have told us falsely, it raised her to share the throne of David 
Bruce.” 

“Did she live happy, or die regretted, good Father?” asked Ca- 
tharine, in the same calm and steady tone. # t • 

“She formed her alliance from temporal, and perhaps criminal 
ambition,” replied Father Clement; “and she found her reward in 
vanity and vexation of spirit. But had she wedded with the purpose 
that the believing wife should convert the unbelieving, or confirm the 
doubting, husband, what then had been her reward ? Love and hon- 
our upon earth, and an inheritance in Heaven with Queen Mar- 
garet, and those heroines who have been the nursing mothers of the 
Church.” 

Hitherto Catharine had sat upon a stone beside the priest's feet, 
and looked up to him as she spoke or listened ; but now, as if ani- 
mated by calm, yet settled feelings of disapprobation, she rose up, 
and extending her hand towards the monk as she spoke, addressed, 
him with a countenance and voice which might have become a 
cherub, pitying, and even as much as possible sparing, the feelings of 
the mortal whose errors he is commissioned to rebuke. 

“ And is it even so?” she said, “and can so much of the wishes, 
hopes, and prejudices of this vile world affect him who may be called 
to-morrow to lay down his life for opposing the corruptions of a 
wicked age and backsliding priesthood ? Can it be the severely vir- 
tuous Father Clement who advises Ins child to aim at, or even to 
think of, the possession of a throne and a bed, which cannot become 
vacant but by an act of crying injustice to the present possessor ? 
Can it be the wise reformer of the Chuvcli who wishes to rest a 
scheme, in itself so unjust, upon a foundation so precarious ? Since 
when is it, good Father, that the principal libertine has altered his 
morals so much, to be likely to court in honourable fashion the 
daugther of a Perth artisan ? Two days must have wrought this 
change ; for only that space has passed since he wns breaking into 
my father’s house at midnight, witli w r orse mischief in his mind than 
that of a common robber. And think you, that if Rothsay’s heart 
could dictate so mean a match, lie could achieve such a purpose 
without endangering both his succession and liis life, assailed by the 
Douglas and March at the same time, for what they must receive as 
an act of injury and insult to both their houses ? Oh! Father Cle- 
ment, where was your principle, where your prudence, when they 
suffered you to be bewildered by so strange a dream, and placed the- 
meanest of your disciples in the right thus to reproach yoiv ” ^ 

The old man's eves filled with tears, as Catharine, visibly: *md pain-"; 
fully affected by what she had said, became at lengtlffllumt. 

“'By the mouths of babes and sucklings,” he said, “hath lie rc- 
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buked those who would seem wise in their generation. I thauk 
Heaven, that hath taught me better thoughts than my own vanity 
suggested, through the medium of so kind a monitress. — Yes, 
Catharine, I must not hereafter wonder or exclaim, when I see those 
whom I have hitherto judged too harshly, struggling for temporal 
power, and holding all the while the language of religious zeal. 
I thank thee, daughter, for thy salutary admonition, and I thank 
Heaven that sent it by thy lips, rather than those of a sterner re- 
prover.” 

Catharine had raised her head to reply, and bid the old man, whose 
humiliation gave her pain, be comforted, when her eyes were arrested 
by an object close at hand. Among the crags and cliffs which sur- 
rounded this place of seclusion, there were two which stood in such 
close contiguity, that they seemed to have been portions of the same 
rock, which, rended by lightning or by an earthquake, now exhibited 
a chasm of about four feet in breadth, betwixt the masses of stone. 
Into this chasm an oak-tree had thrust itself, in one of the fantastic 
frolics which vegetation often exhibits in such situations. The tree, 
stunted and ill-fed, had sent its roots along the face of the rock in all 
directions to seek for supplies, and they lay like military lines of 
communication, contorted, twisted, and knotted like the immense 
snakes of the Indian archipelago. As Catharine’s look fell upon the 
"curious complication of knotty branches and twisted roots, she was 
suddenly sensible that two large eyes were visible among them, fixed 
and glaring at her, like those of a wild animal in ambush. She 
started, and without speaking, pointed out the object to her coin* 

f ianion, and looking herself with more strict attention, could at 
ength trace out the bushy red hair and shaggy beard, which had 
hitherto been concealed by* the drooping branches and twisted roots 
of the tree. 

When lie saw himself discovered, the Highlander, for such lie 
proved, stepped forth from his lurking-place, and, stalking forward, 
displayed a colossal person, clothed in a purple, red, and grpen 
checked plaid, under which he wore a jacket of bull’s hide. His bow 
and arrows were at his back, his head was bare, and a large quantity 
'of tangled locks, like the glibbs of the Irish, served to cover the head, 
and supplied all the purposes of a bonnet. His belt bore a sword 
and dagger, and he had in his hand a Danish pole-axe, more recently 
called a Locliaber-axe. Through the same rude portal advanced, one 
by one, four men more, of similar size, and dressed and armed in the 
same manner. 

Catharine was too much accustomed to the appearance of the in- 
habitants of the mountains so near to Perth, to permit herself to be 
alarmed, as another Lowland maiden might have been on the same 
, occasion. She saw with tolerable composure these gigantic forms 
' arrange themselves in a semicircle around and in front of the Monk 
/ and hcrsClf, all bending upon them in silence their large fixed eyes, 
^jcpressinfr, as far as she could judge, a wild admiration of her 
Aeauty. tflnied her head to them, and uttered imperfectly the 

usual words of a Highland salutation. The elder and leader of the 
party returned the greeting, and then again remained silent and 
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motionless. The monk told his beads ; and even Catharine began to 
have strange fears for her personal safety, and anxiety to know 
whether they were to consider themselves at personal freedom. 
She resolved to make the experiment, and moved forward as if to 
descend the hill ; but when she attempted to pass the line of High- 
landers, they extended their pole-axes betwixt each other, so as 
effectually to occupy each opening through which she could have 
passed. 

Somewhat disconcerted, yet not dismayed, for she could not con- 
ceive that any evil was intended, she sat down upon one of the 
scattered fragments of rock, and bade the monk, stauding by her 
side, be of good courage. 

“ If I fear,’' said Father Clement, “ it is not for myself; for whether 
I he brained with the axes of these wild men, like an ox, when, worn 
out by labour, he is condemned to the slaughter, or whether I am 
hound with their bow-strings, and delivered over to those who will 
take my life with more cruel ceremony, it can but little concern me, 
if they sutler thee, dearest daughter, to escape uninjured.” 

MVc have neither of us,” replied the Maiden of Perth, “any 
cause for apprehending evil ; and here comes Conaehar to assure 
us of it.” 

Yet as she spoke, she almost doubted ber own eyes ; so altered, 
were the manner and attire of the handsome, stately, and almost 
splendidly dressed youth, who, springing like a roebuck from a cliff 
of considerable height, lighted just in front of her. Ilis dress was 
of tlie same tartan worn by ibose who had first made their appear- 
ance, but dosed at the throat and elbows with a necklace and arm- 
lets of gold. The hauberk which lie wore over* his person, was of 
steel, but so clearly burnished, that it shone like silver. His arms 
were profusely ornamented, and his bonnet, besides the eagle’s 
feather marking the quality of chief, was adorned with a chain of 
gold, wrapt several times around it, and secured by a large clasp, 
glistening with pearls. His brooch, by which the tartan mantle, or 
plaid, as it is now called, was secured on the shoulder, was also of 
gold, large and curiously carved. lie bore no weapon in his hand,, 
excepting a small sapling stick, with a hooked head. Ilis whole 
appearance and gait, which used formerly to denote a sullen feeling 
of conscious degradation, was now hold, forward, and haughty ; and 
lie stood before Catharine with smiling confidence, as if fully con- 
scious of his improved appearance, and waiting till she should re- 
cognise him. 

“ Conaehar,” said Catharine, desirous to break this state of sus- 
pense, “ arc those your father’s men ?” 

“ No, fair Catharine answered the young man. “ Conaehar is no 
more, unless in regard to the wrongs he has sustained, and the ven- 

g eance which they demand. I am Ian Eacliin Maclan, son to the * 1 
hief of the Clan Quhele. I have moulted my feathers, as you se£^ 
when I changed my name. And for these men. theyWe not niJ 
father’s followers, but mine. You see only one lift 'iHrt them col- 
lected ; they form a band consisting of my foster father and eiglsj 
sons, who are my body-guard, and the children of my belt, wh* 
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breathe hut to do my will. But Conacliar,” he added, in a softer 
tone of voice, “ lives again so soon as Catharine desires to see him : 
and while he is the young Chief of the Clan Quhele to all others, he 
is to her as humble and obedient as when he was Simon Clover’s 
apprentice. See, here is the stick I had from you when we nutted 
together in the sunny braes of Lednoch, when Autumn was young 
in the year that is gone. I would not exchange it, Catharine, for the 
truncheon of my tribe.” 

While Eacliin thus spoke, Catharine began to doubt in her own 
mind whether she had acted prudently in requesting the assistance 
of a bold young man, elated, doubtless, by his sudden elevation from 
a state of servitude, to one which she was aware gave him extensive 
•authority over a very lawless body of adherents. 

“ You do not fear me, fair Catharine ? ” said the young Chief, 
taking her hand. “ I suffered my people to appear before me for a 
few minutes, that I might see how you could endure their presence; 
aiul methinks you regarded them as if you were born to be a chief- 
tain’s wife.” 

“ I have no reason to fear wrong from Highlanders,” said Catha- 
rine, firmly ; “ especially as 1 thought Conacliar was with them. 
Conacliar has drunk of our cup and eaten of our bread ; and my 
father has often had traffic with Higlauders, and never was there 
wrong or quarrel betwixt him and them. 

“No?” replied Hector, for such is the Saxon equivalent for Eacliin, 
“wlmt! never when lie took the part of the Cow Chrom ” (the 
bandy-legged Smith), “against Eacliin Maclan ?— Say nothing to 
excuse it, and believe it will be your own fault if I ever again allude 
to it. But you had some command to lay upon me— speak, and you 
shall be obeyed.” 

Catharine hastened to reply; for there was something in the young 
Chiefs manner and language, which made her desire to shorten the 
interview. 


“Eacliin” she said, “since Conacliar is no longer your name*, you 
ought to he sensible that in claiming, as I honestly might, a service 
from my equal, I little thought that I was addressing a person of 
such superior power and consequence. You, as well as I, have been 
obliged to the religious instruction of this good man. He is now in 
great danger ; wicked men have accused him with false charges, and 
he is desirous to remain in safety and concealment till the storm 
shall pass away.” 

“Ha! the good Clerk Clement? Ay, the worthy clerk did much 
for me, and more than my rugged temper was capable to profit by. 

I will bo glad to sec any one in the town of Perth persecute one who 
hath taken hold of Maclan’s mantle ! ” 

“ It may not be safe to trust too much to that,” said Catharine. 
“I notiiing doubt the power of your tribe, but when the Black 
’Douglas takes up a feud, he is not to bo scared by the shaking of a 

II ighlatt i^Jaid.” 

The Highlander disguised his displeasure at this speech with a 
forced laugh. 

“The sparrow,” he said, “ that is next the eye, seems larger than 
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the eagle that, is perched on Bengoilc. You fear the noughisRCS 
most, because they sit next to you. But be it as you win - 1 ou will 
not believe how wide our hills, and vales, and forests, extend beyond 
the dusky barrier of yonder mountains, and you think ah the world 
lies on the banks of the Tay. But this good Clerk shad sec lulls 
that could hide him were all the Douglasses on his que^l— ay, and 
he shall see men enough also, to make them glad to get once more 
southward of the Grampians. — And wherefore should you not go 
with the good man ? 1 will send a party to bring him in safety from 
Perth, and we will set up the old trade beyond Loch Tay— only no 
more cutting out of gloves for me. I will find your father in hides, 
but I will not cut them, save when they arc on the creatures’ backs.” 

“My father will come one day and sec your housekeeping, Con- 
aclmr— I mean, Hector. —But times must be quieter, for there is feud 
between the town’s-people and the followers of the noblemen, and 
there is speech of war about to break out in the Highlands.” 

“Yes, by Our Lady, Catharine! and were it not for that same 
Highland war, you should not thus put off your Highland visit, my 
pretty mistress. But the race of the hills arc no longer to be divided 
into two nations. They will fight like men for the supremacy, and 
be who gets it will deal with the King of Scotland as an equal, not 
as a superior. Pray that *the victory may fall to Mnclan, my pious 
St Catharine, for thou shalt pray for one who loves thee dearly.” 

“I will pray for the right, said Catharine ; “or rather, I will pray 
that there be peace on all sides.— Farewell, kind and excellent 
Father Clement ; “ believe I shall never forget*tliy lessons— remem- 
ber me in thy prayers.— But how wilt thou be able to sustain a jour- 
ney so toilsome!” 

“ They shall carry him if need he,” said Hector, “.if wc go far 
without finding a horse for him. But you, Catharine— it is far from 
hence to Perth. Let me attend you thither as I was wont.” 

“ If you were as you were wont, I would not refuse your escort. 
But. gold brooches and bracelets are perilous company, when the 
Liduesdalc and Annandale lancers are riding as throng upon the 
highway as the leaves at Hallowmass ; and there is no safe meeting 
betwixt Highland tartans and steel jackets.” 

She hazarded this remark, as she somewhat suspected that, in 
casting his slough, young Eachin had not entirely surmounted the 
habits which lie had acquired in his humbler state, and that, though 
lie might use bold words, he would not be rash enough to brave the 
odds of numbers, to which a descent into the vicinity of the city 
would be likely to expose him. It appeared that she judged cor- 
rectly; for. after a farewell, iu which she compounded* for the im- 
munity of her lips, by permitting him to kiss her hand, she returned 
towards Perth, and could obtain at times, when she looked back, an 
occasional glance of the Highlanders, as, winding through the most 
concealed and impracticable paths, they bent their way towards the'- 
North. c - } 

She felt in part relieved from her immediate anxfojfas the dis- ’ 
tance increased betwixt her and these men, whose actions were only 
directed by the will of their chief, and whose chief was a giddv and 
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impetuous boy. She apprehended no insult on her return to Perth, 
from the soldiery of any party whom she might meet ; for the rules 
of chivalry were in those days a surer protection to a maiden of 
decent appearance, than an escort of armed men, whose cognisance 
might not be acknowledged as friendly by any other party whom 
they might chance to encounter. Hut more remote dangers pressed 
on her apprehension. The pursuit of the licentious Prince was 
rendered formidable by threats which his unprincipled counsellor, 
Kaniorny, had not shunned to utter against her father, if she perse- 
vered in her coyness. These menaces, in such an age, and from such 
a character, were deep grounds for alarm ; nor could she consider 
the pretensions to her favour which Conachar had scarce repressed 
during his state of servitude, and seemed now to avow boldly, as less 
fraught witli evil, since there had been repeated incursions of the 
Highlanders into the very town of Perth, and citizens had, oil more 
occasions than one, been made prisoners, and carried off from their 
own houses, or had fallen by the claymore in the very streets of their 
city. She feared, too, her father’s importunity on behalf of the 
Smith, of whose conduct on St Valentine’s clay unworthy reports had 
reached her; and whose suit, had he stood clear in her good opinion, 
she dared not listen to, while Rnmorny’s threats of revenge upon 
her father rung on lier ear. She thought on these various dangers 
•with the deepest apprehension, and an earnest desire to escape from 
them and herself, by taking refuge in the cloister; but saw no pos- 
sibility of obtaining her father’s consent to the only course from 
which slie expected peace and protection. 

In the course of these reflections, we cannot discover that she very 
distinctly regretted that her perils attended her because she was the 
Fair Maid of Perth ; this was one point which marked that she was 
not yet altogether an angel; and perhaps it was another, that, in 
despite of Henry Smith's real or supposed delinquencies, a sigh 
escaped from lier bosom, when she thought upon St Valentine’s 
dawn. 


CHAPTER XV. 

O for a draught of power to steep 
The soul of agony in sleep ! 

Bertha. 

Wr have shown the secrets of the confessional; those of the sick- 
chamber are not hidden from us. In a darkened apartment, where 
salves and medicines showed that the leech had been busy in his craft 
a tall thin form lay on a bed, arrayed in a nightgown belted arouud 
him, with pain on liis brow, and a thousand stormy passions agitating 
his bosom. Everything in the apartment indicated a man of opulence 
'Hml of expense. Henbane Dwining, the apothecary, who seemed to 
have the ojjthc patient, stole with a crafty and cat-likc step from 
one corner oftlie room to another, busying himself witli mixing 
medicines and preparing dressings. The "sick man groaned once or 
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twice, on which the leech, advancing to Iris bedside, ask*d whether 
these sounds were a token of the pain of his body, or of he distress 
of bis mind. ^ . 

“ Of both, thou poisoning varlct,” said Sir John Kamcrny ; and 
of being encuinbered with thy accursed company.” 

“If that is all, I can relieve your knighthood of one o. those ills, 
by presently removing myself elsewhere. Thanks to the fends of 
this boisterous time, had I twenty hands instead of the> * two poor 
servants of mv art'’ (displaying his skinny palms), “then is enough 
of employment for them; wellrequited employment, *oo, where 
thanks arid crowns contend which shall best pay my services; while 
you, Sir John, wreak upon your chinirgeou the anger you ought 
only to bear against the author of your wound.” 

“ Villain, it is beneath me to reply to thee,” said the patient; “ but 
every word of thy malignant tongue is a dirk, inflicting wounds 
which set all the medicines of Arabia at defiance.” 

“ Sir John, I understand you not ; but if you give way to those 
tempestuous fits of rage, it is impossible but fever and inflammation 
must be the result.” 

“ Why then dost thou speak in a sense. to chafe my blood? Why 
dost thou name the supposition of thy worthless self having more 
hands than nature gave thee, while I, a knight and gentleman, am 
mul dated like a cripple.” 

“ Sir John,” replied the chinirgeou, “ I am no divine, nor a mainly 
obstinate believer in some things which divines toll us. Yet I may 
remind you that you have been kindly dealt with? for if the blow 
which 1ms done you this injury had lighted on your neck, as it was 
aimed, it would have swept your head from your shoulders, instead 
of amputating a less considerable member.” 

“ 1 wish it had, I) wining — I wish it had lighted as it was addressed. 

I should not then have seen a policy, which had spun a web so fine 
as mine, burst through by the brute force of a drunken churl I 
should not have been reserved to see horses which I must not 
motmt — lists which 1 must no longer enter— splendours which I can- 
not hope to share — or battles which I must not take part in. I should 
not, with a man’s passions for power and for strife, be sot to keep 
place among the women, despised by them, too, as a miserable im- 
potent cripple, unable to aim at obtaining the favour of the sex.” 

“ Supposing all this to be so, I will yet pray of your knighthood to 
remark,” replied Dwining, still busying himself with arranging the 
dressings of the wounds, “ that your eyes which you must have lost 
with your head, may, being spared to you, present as rich a prospect 
of pleasure as either ambition, or victory in the lists or in the field, 
or the love of woman itself, could have proposed to you.” 

“My sense is too dull to catch thy meaning, leech,” renlied Ilu- 
morny. “ What is this precious spectacle reserved to me in such a 
shipwreck ? ” • 

“ The dearest that mankind knows,” replied Dwining ; find then,, 
in the accent of a lover who utters the name of hisHjeJo\vseftnistress, c - 
and expresses his passion for her in the yery tone of his -voice, he 
added the word w BAvenge ! " 
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The patient bad raised hi.nsclf on liis couch to listen with some 
anxiety for the solution of .he physicians enigma. IJe laid himself 
down again as he heard it c vplained, and after a short pause, asked, 
“ In what Christian college learned you this morality, good Master 
Dwining?” 

“In in) Christian college, * answered his physician ; “ for thorn :h it 
is privately received m moH.it is openly and manfully adopted h. 
none, lint L have studied among the sages of Granada, where the 
fiery-smiled Moor lifts high his deadly dagger as it drops with his 
enemy’s blood, and avows the doctrine which tiio pallid Christian prac- 
tises, though coward like lie dare not name it.” 

Thou art then a more high-soulcd villain than I deemed thee,” 
said liamorny. 

“Let that pass,” answered D wining. “The waters that are the 
stillest arc also the deepest ; and the foe is most to be dreaded who 
never threatens till he strikes. You knights and lnen-a! arms go 
straight to your purpose with sword in hand. AVe, who are clerks, 
win our access with a noiseless step and an indirect approach, but 
attain our object not less surely.” 

“And l,” said the knight, “who have trod to my revenge with a 
mailed foot, which made all echo around it, must now use such a 
slipper as thine? I la!” . 

“lie who lacks strength,” said the wily luediciner, “must attain 
liis purpose by skill.” 

“ And tell me sincerely, medieiner, wherefore limit .vouldst read 
me these devil’s lessons? AVhy wouldsi thou thrust me faster or 
farther oil to my vengeance than I may seem to thee ready to go of 
my own accord? I am old in the ways of the world* man; and 1 
know that such as thou do not drop words in vain, or thrust i hem- 
selves upon the dangerous confidence of men lik.- me, t save with t lie 
prospect of advancing some purpose of their own. What interest 
hast thou in the road, whether peaceful or bloody, which I may pur- 
sue on these occurrents ? ” 

“In plain dealing. Sir Kniglit, though it is what I seldom fisc, 5 * 
answered the leech, “my road to revenge is the same with yours.” 

“With mine, man!” said liamorny, witli a tone of scornful sur- 
prise. “I thought it had been high beyond thy reach. Then aim 
at the same revenge with Ramorny !” 

“Ay, truly,” replied Dwiiuu***; “for the smithy churl under whoso 
blow you have suffered lias often done me despite and injury, lie 
1ms thwarted me iu council, and despised mo in action, liis brutal 
and unhesitating bluntness is a living reproach to the subtlety of my 
natural disposition. I fear him, and I luite him.” 

“ And you hope to find an active coadjutor in me?” said liamorny, 
in the same supercilious tone as before. “Rut know, the artisan 
fellow is too low in degree to be to me either the object of hatred or 
of fear.* Yet he shall not escape. We hate not the reptile that has 
biung us, though we might shake it off the wound, and tread upon it. 
I knew Jhe # ruflh^i of old as a stout man-at-arms, and a pretender, ns 
I have heard, u> the favour of the scornful puppet whose beauties, 
forsooth, spurred us to our wise and hopeful attempt. - Fiends, that 
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direct this nether world ! by what malice have ye decided that the 
hand which haa couched a lance against the bosom of a prince should 
he struck off like a sapling by the blow of a churl, and during the tur- 
moil of a midnight riot! — Well, mcdicincr, thus far our courses hold 
together, and 1 bid thee well believe that I will crush for tin e this rep- 
tile mechanic*. But do not thou think to escape me when that part of my 
revenge is done, which will be most easily and speedily accomplished.” 

“Not, it may he, altogether so easily accomplished,” said the 
apothecary ; (i for, if your knighthood will credit me, there will be 
found small ease or security in dealing witli him. He is the strongest, 
boldest, and most skilful swordsman in Perth, and all the country 
around it.” 

“ Fear nothing ; lie shall he met with had he the strength of Sam- 
son. But then, mark me! Hope not thou to escape my vengeance, 
unless thou become my passive agent in the scene which is to follow. 
Mark me, I say once more. I have studied at no Moorish college, 
and lack some of thy unbounded appetite for revenge, but yet I will 
have my share of vengeance. — Listen to me. mcdicincr, while 1 shall 
thus far unfold myself; but beware of treachery, for powerful as thy 
, iiend is, thou hast taken lessons from a meaner devil than mine. 
Hearken — the master whom I have served through vice and virtue, 
with too much zeal for my own character perhaps, but with unshaken 
fidelity to him— the very man, to soothe whose frantic folly I have 
incurred this irreparable loss, is, at the prayer of his doating father, 
about to sacrifice me, by turning me out of his favour, and leaving 
me at the mercy of the hypocritical relative with whom he seeks a 
precarious reconciliation at my expense. If he perseveres in this 
most ungrateful purpose, thy fiercest Moors, were their complexion 
swarthy as the smoke of hell, shall blush to see their revenge out- 
done ! But I will give him one more chance for honour and safety, 
before my wrath shall descend on him in unrelenting and unmiti- 
gated fury.—' There, then, thus far thou hast my confidence— Close 
hands on our bargain— close hands, did I say ?— where is the hand 
thafshould be the pledge and representative of Ramorny’s plighted 
word ! is it nailed on the public pillory, or flung a 3 offal to the house- 
less dogs, who are even now snarling over it? Lay tliy finger on 
the mutilated stump, then, and swear to be a faithful actor in my 
revenge, as I shall be in yours.— How now, Sir Leech, look you pale 
— you who sav to Death, stand back or advance, can you tremble to 
think of him or to hear him named? 1 have not mentioned your 

fee, for one who loves revenge for itself requires no deeper bribe 

vetr, if broad lands and large sums of gold can increase thy zeal in a 
brave cause, believe me, these shall not be lacking.” 

“They tell for something in my humble wishes,” said Dwining; 
“ the poor man in this bustling world is thrust down like a dwarf in 
a crowd, and so trodden under foot— the rich and powerful rise like 
giants above the press, and are at ease, while all is turmoil-around 
them.” • 

*• Then shalt thou arise above the press, medicineman lygft as gold 
tan raise thee. This purse is weighty, yet it is hut an earnest of 
thy guerdon.” 



THE F MR MAID OF PERTH. 


135 


“And this Smith? my noble benefactor” — said the lcocdi, as he 
pouched the gratuity— “This Henry of the Wynd, or whatever is his 
mime— would not the news that he hath paid the penalty of his action, 
assuage the pain of thy knighthood's wound better than the balm of 
Mecca with which I have salved it ? ” 

“He is beneath the thoughts of Ramorny; an<] I hare no more 
resentment against him than I have ill-will at the senseless weapon 
which lie swayed. But it is just thy hate should be vented upon him. 
Where is he chiefly to be met with ? ” 

“That also I have considered,” said Divining. “ To make the at- 
tempt by day in liis own house were too open and dangerous, for he 
hath five servants who work with him at the stithy, four of them 
strong knaves, and all loving to their master. By night were scarce 
less desperate, for he hath his doors strongly secured with bolt of oak 
and bar of iron, and ere the fastenings of his house could be forced, 
the neighbourhood would rise to his rescue, especially as they are 
still alarmed by the practice oil St Valentine’s Even.” 

“ O ay, true, mediciner,” said Ramorny, “for deceit is thy nature 
even witli rne— thou knewest my hand and signet, as thou said’st, when 
that hand was found cast out on the street, like the disgusting refuse 
of a shambles,— why, having such knowledge, went'st thou with these 
jolter-headed citizens to consult that Patrick Charteris, whose spurs 
should be hacked off from his heels for the communion which lie 
holds with paltry burghers, and whom thou brought’st here with the 
fools to do dishonour to the lifeless hand, which, had it held its 
wonted place, he was not worthy to have touched in peace, or faced 
in war ? ” 

“ My noble patron, as soon as I had reason to know you bad been 
the sufferer, I urged them with all my powers of persuasion to desist 
from prosecuting the feud, but the swaggering Smith, and oue or 
two other hot heads, cried out for vengeance. Your knighthood 
must know this fellow calls himself bachelor to the Fair Maiden of 
Perth, and stands upon his honour to follow up her father’s quarrel ; 
but I nave forestalled his market in that quarter, and that is something 
in earnest of revenge.” 

“ How mean you by that, Sir Leech ? ” said the patient. 

“ Your knighthood shall conceive,” said the mediciner, “ that this 
Smith doth not live within compass, but is an outlier and agalliard. 
I met him myself on St Valentine's day, shortly after the affray be- 
tween the townsfolk and the followers of Douglas. Yes, I met him 
sneaking through the lanes and by-passages with a common min^rel 
wench, with her messqn and her viol on his one arm, and her buxom 
self hanging upon the other. What thinks your honour ? Is not 
this a trim squire, to cross a prince’s love with the fairest girl in 
Perth, strike off the hand of a knight and baron, and become gentle- 
man-usher to a strolling glee-woman, all in the course of the same 
.. four-and-twenty hours ? 

“ Maiyy, I think the better of him that he is so much of a gentle- 
* man's huuaoms/felown though he be,” said Ramorny. “ I would lie 
had beffn a precision instead of a galliard, and I should have had 
better heart to aid thy revenge and such revenge ! revenge on a 
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smith — in the quarvel of a pitiful manufacturer of rotten ' iievrnns. 

1 — And yet it shall he taken in full. Thou hast commenced it, I 
.warrant me, by thine own manoeuvres.” 

“In a small degree only” said the apothecary 5 ‘1 t-.nk care 
that two or three of the most notorious gossips in Curhw hired, 
who liked not to hear Catharine called the l air Maid of Pen in should 
ho possessed of this story of her faithful Valentine. They opened on 
the scent so keenly that, rather than doubt had fallen on the tale, 
they would have vouched for it as if their own eyes had seen it. The 
lover came to her father’s within an hour after, and your worship may 
think what a reception he had from the angry Glover, for the damsel 
herself would not be looked upon. And. thus your honour sees 1 had 
a foretaste of revenge. But 1 trust to receive the full draught from 
!ho hands of your lordship, with whom lam in a brotherly league, 
\\ Inch ” ‘ 

* Brotherly ! ” said the knight, contemptuously. “But he it so, 
tin- priests say we are all of oiie common earth. I cannot tell - - there 
f eems to me some difference; hut the better mould shall keep faith 
with the baser, and thou shall have thy revenge. Call thou my page 
hither.” 

A young man made his appearance from the ante-rooili upon the 
physician’s summons. 

“ Eviot,” said the kniglit, “ does BonthrorfWait ? and is lie sober ? ” 

“He is as sober as sleep can make him after a deepdrink,” an- 
swered the page. 

“ Then fetch him hither, and do th'eu shut the door.”* . 

A heavy step presently approached the apartment^ and a mah 
entered, whose deficiency of height seemed made up m breadth of 
shoulders and strength of arm. 

“ There is a man thou must deal upon, Southron,” said the 
knight. 

The man smoothed his rugged features, and grinned a smile of 
satisfaction. 

“That mcdicinor will show thee the party. Take such advantage 
of time, place, and circumstance, as will insure the result ; and mind 
■you come not by the worst, for the man is the fighting Smith of the 
VVynd.” 

“It will be a tough job,” growled the assassin ; “ for if I miss my 
blow, 1 may esteem myself hut a dead man. All Perth rings with 
the Smith’s skill and strength.” 

Wake two assistants with 11100,” said the knight. 

“ Not I,” said Bonthron. “ If you double anything, let it be the 
reward.” 


“ Account it doubled,” said his master,; “but see thy work he 
thoroughly executed.” . 

“ Trust me for that, Sir Knight— seldom have I failed” . 

“ Use this sage man’s directions,” said the wounded knight, pointing- 
to the physician. “Aud liark thee— await his coming forth— and- 
drink not till the business be done.” \ v _ 


“I wiil not,” answered the dark satellite ; « my own life depends on 
my blow being steady and sure. I know whom I have to deal with.” 
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“ Vanish, then, till lie Mimmons you, ami have axe and dagger in 
read in oss.” 

.Bonlh’on nodded and Yv ithdrew. 

“ Will your knighthood venture to intrust such an act to a single 
hand ? ” said the mediciner, when the assassin had left the room. 
“May I pray you to remember that yonder party did, two nights 
since, bn file six tinned n)«'ii?" 

“Question me not, Sir Mediciner; a man like Bonthron, who knows 

time and place, is worth a score of confused revellers Call Eviot — 

thou shall- first, exert thy powers of healing, and do not doubt that 
thou vshalt, in the fittther work, be aided by one who will match thee 
in the art of sudden and unexpected destruction.” 

The page Eviot again appeared at the mediciner's summons, and 
at his master’s sign assisted the chirurgeon in removing the dressings 
from Sir John llamorny’s wounded arm. J) wining viewed the naked 
stump with a species of professional satisfaction, enhanced no doubt 
by the malignant pleasure which his evil disposition took* in the pain 
and distress of Ins fellow-creatures. The knight just turned bis 
eye on the ghastly spectacle,, and uttered, under the pressure of 
bodily pain or mental agony, a groan which he would fain have 
repressed. ’ . 

“ You groan, sir,” said the leech, in his soft insinuating lone of 
voice, blit with a sneer of enjoyment, mixed with scorn, curling upon 
liis lip, which his habitual dissimulation could not altogether disguise 
—“You groan — but be comforted. This Henry Smith knows his 
business— liis sword is as true to its aim as his hammer to the anvil. 
Had a common swordsman struck this fatal blow, he bad banned the 
bonchud damaged the muscles, so that even my art might not have 
been able to repair tliem. But llenry Smith’s cut is clean, and as 
sure as that with which my own scalpel could have made the ampu- 
tation. In a few days you will be able, with cave and attention to 
the ordinances of medicine, to stir abroad.” 

“ But my hand — the loss of my hand — ” 

“ It may he kept secret for a time,” said the mediciner. “Iliave 
possessed two or three tattling fools, in deep confidence, that the 
hand which was found was that of your knighthood’s groom, Black 
Quentin, and yotir knighthood knows tluit he lias parted for Fife, in 
such sort as to make it generally believed.” 

71 k now well enough,” said ltainoniy, “that. the rumour may 
stifle the truth for a short lime. But what avails this brief delay ? ” 

lS It may be concealed till your knighthood retires for a time from 
i ho court, and then, wlieiuiew accidents have darkened the'recoltec- 
iion of the present stir, it may be imputed to a wound received from 
the shivering of a spear, or from a crossbow-bolt. Your slave will 
find a suitable device, and stand for the truth of it.” 

“ The thought maddens me” said Ramorny, with another groan 
of mental and bodily agony. “ Yet I see no better remedy.” 

“There is none other,” %said the leech, to whose evil nature his 
patron7 distress was delicious nourishment. “In the meanwhile it 
is beliortm you arc confined by the consequences of some bruises, 
aiding the sense of displeasure at the Prince's having consented to 
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dismiss you from Ilia household, at the remonstrance of Albany; 
which is publicly known.” 

" Viliam, thou rack’st me ! ” exclaimed the patient. 

"Upon the whole, therefore,” said 1) wining*, ki your knighthood has 
escaped well, and, saving the lack of your hand, a mischance beyond 
remedy, you ought rather to rejoice than complain ; for no harbor- 
chirurgeon in France or England could have more ably performed the 
operation than this churl with one downright blow.” 

“I understand my obligation fully,” said Ramorny, struggling 
with his anger, and affecting composure ; “ and if Bonthrou pays 
him not with a blow equally downright, and rendering the aid of 
the leech unnecessary, say tliat John of Ramorny cannot requite an 
obligation.” 

"That is spoke like yourself, noble knight ! ” answered the medi- 
ciner. “ And let me further say, that the operator’s skill must have 
been rain, and the hemorrhage must have drained your life-veins, 
but for the bandages, the cautery, and the styptics, applied by the 
good monks, and the poor services of your humble vassal, Henbane 
Dwining.” 

"Peace ! ” exclaimed the patient, "with thy ill-omened voice, and 
worse-omened name! — Metninks, as thou mentionest.the tortures 
I have undergone, my tingling nerves stretch and contract them- 
selves as if they still actuated the lingers that once could clutch a 
dagger ! ” 

" That,” explained the leech, " may it please your knighthood, is 
a phenomenon well known to our profession. There have beeu those 
among the ancient sages who have thought that there still remained 
a sympathy between the severed nerves, and those belonging to the 
amputated limb; and that the several fingers arc seen to quiver and 
strain, as corresponding with the impulse which proceeds from their 
sympathy with the energies of the living system. Could we recover 
the hand from the Cross, or from the custody of the Black Douglas, 

I would be pleased to observe this wonderful operation of occult 
sympathies. But 1 fear me, one might as safely go to wrest the 
joint from the talons of a hungry eagle.” 

" And thou mayst as safely break thy malignant jests on a wounded 
lion as on Joliu of Ramorny!” said the knight, raising himself in 
uncontrollable indignation. "Caitiff, proceed to thy duty; and 
remember, that if niy hand can no longer clasp a dagger, I can com- 
mand a hundred.” 

“ The sight of one drawn and brandished in anger were sufficient,” 
said Dwining, “ to consume the vital powers of your chirurgeon. 
But who then,” he added, in a tone partly insinuating, partly jeer- 
ing, "who would then relieve the fiery and scorching pain which my 
patron now suffers, and which renders him exasperated even with 
his poor servant for quoting the rules of healing, so contemptible, 
doubtless, compared with the power of inflicting wounds?” 

* Then, as daring no longer to trifle with the mood of his dangerous - 
patient, the leech addressed himself seriously to salving tlm wound, 
and applied a fragrant balm, the odour of which was Wuw ^through ' 
the apartment,, while it communicated a refreshing coolness*, instead 
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of the burning heat— a change so gratifying to the fevered patient 
that, as lie had before groaned with agony, ho could not now help 
sighing for pleasure, as ho sank back on bis couch to enjoy the 
ease which the dressing bestowed. 

“ Your knightly lordship now knows who is your friend,” said 
Dwining ; “ bad you yielded to a rash impulse, and said, 4 Slay me 
this worthless quacksalver,’ where, within the four seas of Britain, 
would you have found the man to have ministered to you as much 
comfort?” 

“Forget my threats, good leech,” said Ramorny, “and beware 
how you tempt me. Such as I brook not jests upon our agony. 
See thou keep thy scoffs, to pass upon misers 1 in the hospital.” 

.Dwining ventured to say no more, hut poured some drops from a 
phial which he took from his pocket, into a small cup of wine allayed 
with water. 

“ This draught,” said the man of art, “is medicated to produce a 
sleep which must not be interrupted.” 

“For how long will it last ? ” asked the knight. - * 

“ The period of its operation is uncertain— perhaps till morning.” 

“ Perhaps for ever,” said the patient. “ Sir Mediciner, taste me 
that liquor presently, else it passes not my lips.” 

The leech obeyed him, with a scornful smile. “I would drink the 
whole with readiness; but the juice of this Indian gum will bring 
sleep on the healthy man as well as upon the patient, and the business 
of the leech requires me to be a watcher.” 

“1 crave your pardon, Sir Leech,” said Ramorny, looking down- 
wards, as if ashamed to have manifested suspicion. ” 

“ There is no room for pardon where offence must not he taken.” 
answered the niediciuer. “An insect must thank a giant that he 
does not tread on him. Yet, noble knight, insects have their power 
of harming as well as physicians. What would it have cost me, save 
a moment’s trouble, so to have drugged that balm, as should have 
made your arm rot to the shoulder-joint, and your life-blood curdle 
in your veins to a corrupted jelly? What is there that prevented 
me to use means yet more subtle, anil to taint your room with es- 
sences, before which the light of life twinkles more and more dimly 
till it expires, like a torch amidst the foul vapours of some subter- 
ranean dungeon? You little estimate my power if you know not 
that these, and yet deeper modes of destruction, stand at command 
of my art. 3 But a physician slays not the patient by whose gener- 
osity lie lives, and far less will lie, the breath of whose nostrils is the 
hope of revenge, destroy the avowed ally, who is to favour his pur- 
suit of it. — Yet, one word; — should a necessity occur for rousing 
yourself— for who in Scotland can promise himself eight hours* un- 
interrupted repose ? — then .smell at the strong essence contained in 
this pouncet-box.— And now, farewell, Sir Knight ; rtnd if you can- 
not think of me as a man of nice conscience, acknowledge me at 
*least as one of reason and of judgment.” 

1 That Uuinisei persons, as used in Spenser, and other writers of his time ) 
though thtfsenso is now restricted to those who arc covetous. 

* Soo Note 0. Poisoning. 
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So saying, the mcdiciner left the room ; his usual mean and shuf- 
fling gait elevating itself into something more noble, as conscious of 
a victory over his imperious patient. 

Sir John llamoniy remained sunk in unpleasing reflections, until 
he began to experience the incipient effects of his soporific draught, 
lie then roused himself for an instant, and summoned lii.s page. 

* 4 Evict ! what ho! Evict!— I have done ill to unbosom myself so 
far to tliis poisonous quacksalver— Eviot!” 

The page entered. 

u Is the mediciucr gone forth?” 

“ Yes, so please your knighthood.” 

<e A lone, or accompanied ? ” 

“ lion throi i poke apart with him, aud followed him almost im- 
medintely— by your lordship’s command, as I understood him 

“ Gaelc-a-day. yes! — he goes to seek some medicaments — he will 
return anon. If lie be intoxicated, see he comes not near my cham- 
ber, and permit him not to enter into converse with any ode. lie 
raves when drink has touched his brain. He was a rare fellow, 
before a Southron bill laid his brain-pan bare; but since that time 
he talks gibberish whenever the cup has crossed liis lips. — Said the 
leech alight to you, Evict?” 

‘‘ Nothing, save to reiterate his commands that your honour be not . 
disturbed.” 

“ Which thou inu»t surely obey,” said the knight. 44 1 foci the 
summons to rest, of which I have been deprived since this unhappy 
wound— At least, if 1 have slept, it has been but for a snatch. Aid 
me In take off my gown, Eviot.” 

“May God and tins saints send you good rest, my lord,” said the 
page, retiring after he had rendered his wounded master tin* assist- 
ance required. 

As Eviot. left the room, the knight, whose brain was becoming 
more and more confused, muttered over the page’s departing saluta- 
tion. 

i! God — saints — T have slept sound under such a benison. ] Jut now 
— melhinks if I awake not to the accomplishment of my proud hopes 
of power and revenge, the best wish for me is, that ‘the slumbers 
which now fall around my head were the forerunners of that sleep 
which shall return .luy borrowed powers to their original non-exist- 
ence — l can argue it no farther.” 

Thus speaking, lie fell into a profound sleep. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

On Pastern's E’en when we war fou. 

Scots Song. 

Tiie night which sunk down on the sick-bed of Ramorhj was not 
doomed to be a quiet one. Two hours had passed since curfew-bell, 
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then rung 1 at seven o'clock at night, and in those primitive times all 
were retired to rest, excepting such whom devotion, or duty, or de- 
bauchery, made watchers ; and the evening being that of Shrovetide, 
or, as it was called in Scotland, Fas tern’s E’en, 1 the vigils of gaiety 
were by far the most frequented of the three. 

The common people had, throughout the day, toiled and struggled 
at football ; the nobles and gentry had fought cocks, and hearkened 
to the wanton music of the minstrel; while the citizens had gorged 
themselves upon pancakes fried in lard, and brose, or brewis — the fat 
broth, that is, in which salted beef had been boiled, poured upon bighlv- 
toasted oatmeal, a dish which even now is not ungrateful to simple 
old-fashioned Scottish palates. These were all exercises and festive 
dishes proper to the holiday . It was no less a solemnity of the even- 
ing, that the devout Catholic should drink as much good ale and wine 
as he had means to procure ; and, if young and able, that lie should 
dance at the ring, or figure among the niorrice-dancers, who in the 
city of Forth, as elsewhere, wore a peculiarly fantastic garb, and dis- 
tinguished themselves by their address and activity. All this gaiety 
look place under the prudential consideration that the long term of 
Lent, now approaching, with its fasts and deprivations, rendered it 
wise for mortals to cram as much idle and sensual indulgence as they 
• could into the brief space which intervened before its commence- 
ment. 

The usual revels hod taken place, ami in most purls of the city were 
succeeded by the usual pause. A particular degree of care had been 
taken by the nobility to prevent any renewal of discord betwixt their 
followers and the citizens of the town; so that the revels had pro- 
ceeded with fewer casualties than usual, embracing only three 
deaths, and certain fractured limbs, which, occurring to individuals 
of little note, were not accounted worth inquiring into. The Carni- 
val was closing quietly in general, but in some places the sport was 
still kept up. 

One company of revellers, who had been particularly not iced, and 
applauded,, seemed unwilling to conclude their frolic. The Entry, 
as it was called, consisted of thirteen persons, habited in the same 
manner, having doublets of chamois leather sitting close to their 
bodies, curiously slashed and laced. They wore green caps with 
silver tassels, red ribands, and white shoes, had bells hung at their 
knees and around theiv ankles, and naked swords in their hands. 
.This galhiut party, having exhibited a sword-dance before the King, 
with much clashing of weapons, and fantastic interchange of pos- 
tures, went on gallantly to repeat their exhibition before the door 
of Simon Glover, where, having made a fresh exhibition of their 
agility, they caused wine to be served round to their own company 
and the bystanders, and with a loud shout drank to the health of the 
Fair Mpitl of Perth. This summoned old Simon to the door of his 
habitation, to acknowledge the courtesy of his countrymen, and in 

1 Fasteri£«*E'en t efieovening before the commencement of the fast — Anglic. e, Shrove- 
tide, the Season of being sliriven, or of confession and absolution, before beginning the 
pc anceof Lent. The cock-fights, die., still hold at this period, are relice of the Catholic 
carnival that preceded tlio weeks of abstinence. 
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his turn to send the wine around in honour of the Merry Morrice- 
Dancers of Perth. 

“ We thank thee, Father Simon,” said a voice winch strove to 
drown in an artificial squeak the pert eouccitcd tone of Oliver 
Proudfute. “But a sight of thy lovely daughter had been more 
sweet' to us young bloods than a whole vintage of Malvoisie.” 

“I thank you, neighbours, for your good-will,” replied the Glover. 
11 My daughter is ill at ease, ana may not come forth into the cold 
night-air — but if this gay gallant, whose voice methinks 1 should 
know, will go into my poor house, she will charge him with thanks 
for the rest of you.” 

“Bring them to us at the hostelric of the Griffin*” cried the rest 
of the ballet to their favoured companion ; “ for there will we ring-in 
Lent, and have another rouse to the health of the lovely Catharine.” 

u Have with you in half an hour,” said Oliver, “ ami see who will 
quaff the largest flagon, or sing the loudest glee. Nay, I will be 
merry, in what remains of Eastern's Even, should Lent find me with 
my mouth closed for ever.” 

“ Farewell, then,” cried his mates in the morrice ; “ farewell, 
slashing Bonnet-maker, till we meet again.” 

The morrice-danccrs accordingly set out upon their further pro- 
gress, dancing and caroling as they went along to the sound of four , 
musicians, who led the joyous band, while Simon Glover drew their 
Coryphaeus into his house, and placed him in a chair by bis parlour 
fire. 

“ But where is your daughter ? ” said Oliver. “ She is the bait for 
us brave blades.” 

“ Why, truly, she keeps her apartment, neighbour Oliver; and, to 
speak plainly, she keeps her bed/' 

“ Why, then will l up-stairs to sec her in her sorrow— you have 
marred my ramble, Gaffer Glover, and you owe me amends — a rov- 
ing blade like me— l will not lose both the lass and. the glass 

Keeps her bed, does she ? 

“ My tlnpj nml I wo liavo a trick 
To visit nmidft when they are sick ; 

When they arc sick and like to die, 

0 thither do come my dog and I. 

“ And when I die, as needs must hap. 

Then bury me under the good ale-tap ; 

With folded arms there let me lie 
Cheek for jowl, my dog and 1.” 

“ Const thou not be serious for a moment, neighbour Proudfute:” 
said the Glover; “1 want a word of conversation with you.’’ 

“►Serious:” answered his visitor; “why, 1 have been serious all 
this day— I can hardly open my mouth, but something conies out 
nbout death, a burial, or suchlike— the most serious subjects that £ 
wot of.” ! "■ 

“ St John, man ! ” said the Glover, “ art thou fey l ?.” 

“No, not a whit— it is not my own death which these* gloomy 
fancies foretell— I have a strong horoscope, and shall live for fifty 



TJIK PAIlfc MAID OF PEIITIT. 


143 

years to come. But it is the case of the poor fellow-— the Douglas- 
man, whom I struck down at the fray of St Valeutinc’s— lie died 
last night — it is that which weighs on my conscience, and awakens 
sad fancies. Ah, Father Simon, we martialists that have spilt blood 
in our clioler, have dark thoughts at times— I sometimes wish that 
my knife had cut nothing but worsted thrums ” 

“ And I wish,” said Simon, “ that mine had cut nothing but buck’s 
leather, for it has sometimes cut my own fingers. But thou mayst 
spare thy remorse for this bout; there was but one man dangerously 
hurt at the affray, and it was he from whom Henry Smith hewed 
the hand, and he is well recovered. His name is Black Quentin, 
one of Sir John Ramorny’s -followers. He has been sent privately 
back to his own country of Fife." 

44 What, Black Quentin?— why, that is the very man that Henry and 
I, as we ever keep close together, struck at in the same moment, 
only my blow fell somewhat earlier. I fear farther feud will come 

of it, and so docs the Provost And is lie recovered? Why, then, I 

will be jovial, and since thou wilt not let me see how Kate becomes 
her nignt-gear, I will back to the Griffin to my morricc-danccrs.” 

“ Nay, stay but one instant. — Thou art a comrade of Henry Wynd, 
and hast done him the service to own one or two deeds, and this* last 
•among others. I would thou couldst clear him of other charges, 
with which fame hath loaded him.” 

“ Nay, I will swear by the hilt of my sword, they are as false as 
hell, Father Simon.— What - blades and targets! shall not men of 
the sword stick together ? ” 

“Nay, neighbour Bonnet-maker, be patient; thou mayest do the 
Smith a kind turn, an thou takest this matter the right way. 1 have 
chosen thee to consult with anent this matter — not that I hold thee 
the wisest head in Perth, for should 1 say so I should lie.” 

“Ay, ay,” answered the self-satisfied Bonnet-maker; “I know 
where you think my fault lies— you cool heads think we hot heads 
are fools — I have heard men call Henry Wynd such a score # of 
times.” 

“Fool enough and cool enough may rhyme together passing 
well,” said the Glover ; “ but thou art good-natured, and I think 
Invest this crony of thine. It stands awkwardly with us and him 
just now,” continued Simon. “ Thou knowest there hath been some 
talk of marriage between my daughter Catharine and Henry Gow?” 

44 I have heard some such song since St Valentine’s Morn— Ah ! 
he that shall win the Fair Maid of Perth must be a happy man— 
and yet marriage spoils many a pretty fellow. I myself somewhat 
regret ” 

14 Prithee, truce with thy regrets for the present, man,” interrupted 
the Glover, somewhat peevishly. “You must know, Oliver, that 
some of these talking women, who, I think, make all the business of 
/lie worlli their own, have accused Henry of keeping light company 
with gletfc-women and suchlike. Catharine took it to lionrt ; and I 
held my child insulted, that lie had not waited upon her like a 
Valentine^ hut had thrown himself into unseemly society on the very 
day when, by ancient custom, he might have had an opportunity to 
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E ress liis interest with iny daughter. Therefore v hen lu* came, 
itlier late on the evening of St Valentine’s, 1, like a i.-nuy old fool, 
bid him go home to the company he hail left, and denhd him admit- 
tance. 1 lmve not seen him since, and I begin to tin. k that l may 
have been too rash in the matter. She is my onlv child. »ml the jirave 
should have her sooner than a debauchee. Ihil 1 ;m* hitherto 

thought I knew Henry Gow sis if he were my son. 1 am . f. t!:ink 
he would use us thus, and it may he there are monm; »f on plaining 
what is laid to his charge. 1 -was led to ask Uwiniie . who is said 
to liavc saluted the Smith while he was walking wish this choice 
mate — if 1 am to believe his words, this weneh wm the Smith’s 
cousin, Joan Letharn. But thou k no west, that- the potter-carrier’* 
ever speaks one language with his visage, and another with his 
tongue- -Is’ ow, thou, Oliver, hast too little wit — 1 m< an, too much 
honesty— to belie the truth, and as Dwining hinted that thou also 
Imdst seen her ” 

“ I see her, Simon Glover ! Will Dwining say that I saw her ?” 
“No, not precisely that— but he says you told him you had met 
the Smith ihus accompanied.” 

“He lies, and I will pound him into a gallipot!” said Oliver 
Proudfute. 

“IIow? Did you never tell him of such a meeting?” 

“What an if 1 did?” said the Bonnet-maker. “Did not he swear" 
that he would never repeat again to living mortal what 1 communi- 
cated to him ? and therefore, in telling the occurrcnt to you he hath 
made himself a liar.” 

“ Thou didst not meet the Smith, then,” said Simon, “ with such a 
loose baggage as fame reports?”' 

“Dack-a-day, not I— perhaps I did— perhaps I did not. Think, 
Father Simon — I have been a four-years married man, and can you 
expect me to remember the turn of a glcc-woman’s ankle, the trip 
of her toe, the lace upon her petticoat, and such toys? No, I leave 
that to unmarried wags, like iny gossip Ilenry.” 

“The upshot is, then,” said the Glover, much vexed, “you did 
meet him on St Valentine’s day walking the public streets-- — ” -s 

\ “Not so, neighbour; I mot liira in the most distant and dark hme^ 
m Perth, steering full for his own house, with hag and baggage, 
which, as a gallant fellow, be carried in bis arms, the puppy dog on 
one, and the jilt herself (and to mv thought she was a prettvTnm) 
banging upon the other.” ” * 

‘Now, by good St John,” said the Glover, “this infamy ■would 
make a Christian man renounce his faith, and worship Maliouud in 
very anger! But he has seen the last of my daughter. 1 would 
rather she went to the wild Highlands with a hare-legged eateran, 
than wed with one, who could, at such a season, so broadly forget 
honour and decency— Out upon him ! ” “ 

“Tush! tush! father Simon,” said the liberal-minded Bonnet 
maker; “you consider not the nature of young } ; ! (m d Timir C on£ 
liany was not Iona, for— to speak truth, I did keej* a littleVUel. on 
lnm--I met him before sunrise,, conducting liis errant dShisel to the 
Ijady a (Stairs, that the wcncli might embark on the T.-ty from Perth • 



Till'} FA ! ' 1 MAI f) OF l h HI IT U. 


145 


I find T know for certainty (fi r I made inquiry) that she sailed in a 
gabbart for ]) undue. So you sec it was but a slight escape of youth." 

“ And he came here,” said Simon, bitterly, “beseeching for admit- 
tance to mv daughter, while bo had his harlot awaiting him at home! 
1 had rather he had slain a score of men!— It skills not talking, 
least of all to thee, Oliver Piuidfute, who, if thou art not such a one 
os himself, would lain be thought so. But ” 

“ Nay, think not of it so seriously,” said Oliver, who began to 
reflect mi the mischief his tni (ling was likely to occasion to his friend, 
and on the consequences of 1 lenry Gow’s displeasure, when he should 
learn the disclosure which he had made rather in vanity of heart 
than in evil intention. “ Consider ,’*■ lie continued, “that there are 
follies belonging to youth. Occasion provokes men to such frolics, 
and confession wipes them off. I care not if I tell thee, that though 
my wife be as goodly a woman as the city lias, yet 1 myself ” 

“Peace, silly braggart,” said the Glover, in high wrath, “thy 
loves and thy battles are alike apocryphal. If thou must needs lie, 
which I think is thy nature, eanst thou invent no falsehood that may 
at least do thee some credit? JDo I not see through thee, as I could 
see the light through the horn of a base lantern ? Do I not know, 
thou filthy weaver of rotten worsted, that thou durst no more cross 
the threshold of thy own door, if thy wife heard of thy making such 
a boast, than thou darcst cross naked weapons with a boy of twelve 
years old, who has drawn a sword for the first time of his life? By 
St John, it were paying you for your tale-bearing trouble, to send 
thy Maudie word of thy gay brags.” 

The Bonnet-maker, at this threat, started as if a crossbow-bolt bad 
whizzed past his head when least expected. And it was with a 
trembling voice that he replied, “Nay, good Father Glover, thou 
takest too much credit for thy grey hairs. Consider, good neigh- 
bour, thou art too old for a young martialist to wrangle with. And 
in the matter of my Maudie, I can trust thee, for I know no one who 
would be less willing than thou to break the peace of families.” 

“Trust thy coxcomb no longer with me,” said the incensed Glover; 
“but take thyself, and the thing thou call’st a head, out of my reach, 
lest I borrow back five minutes of my youth, and break thy pate?” 

“You have had a merry Fas tern’s Even, neighbour,” said the 
Bonnet-maker, “and I wish you a quiet sleep; we shall meet better 
friends to-morrow.” 

“ Out of my doors to-night ! ” said the Glover. “I am ashamed so 
idle a tongue as thine should have power to move me thus.— Idiot — 
beast— loose-tongued coxcomb!” be exclaimed, throwing himself 
into a chair, as the Bonnet-maker disappeared; “that a fellow made 
u]) of lies should not have had the grace to frame one when it might 
have covered the shame of a friend ! And 1 — what am I, that I 
should, in rny secret mind, wish that such a gross insult to mo and 
my chihl had been glossed over? Yet such was my opinion of 
lienry, ffliat I would have willingly believed the grossest figment, the 
swaggering ass dould have invented. Well! — it skills not thinking 
of it. Gilr honest name must be maintained, though everything else 
should go to ruin.” 
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While the Glover thus moralised on the unwelcome confirmation 
of the. tale he wished to think untrte, the expelled mornco-dancer 
had leisure, in the composing' air of a cool and dark February night, 
lo. meditate on the consequences of the Glover’s unrestrained anger, 
m* But it is nothing,” lie bethought himself, “ to the wrath of llenry 
Wyiul, who hath killed a man for much less than placing displeasure 
betwixt him and Catharine, as well as her fiery old father. Certainly 
I were better have denied everything. But the humour of seeming 
a knowing gallant (as in truth I am) fairly overcame me. Were I 
bestgo to finish the revel at the Griffin ? — but then Maudic will ram- 
pauge on my return, — ay, and this being holiday even, 1 may claim 
a privilege — I have it — I will not to the Griffin — I will to the 
Smith’s, who must be at home, since no onto hath seen him this day 
amid the revel. 1 will endeavour to make peace with him, and offer 
my intercession with the Glover. Harry is a simple downright fel- 
low, and though I think he is my better in a broil, yet in discourse 1 
can turn him my own way. The streets are now quiet— the night, 
too, is dark, and ! may step aside if I meet any rioters. I will to the 
Smith’s, and, securing him for my friend, I care little for old Simon. 
St Ringan bear me well through this night, and 1 will clip my tongue 
out ere it shall run my head into such peril again! Yonder old 
fellow, when his blood was up, looked more like a carver of bull- . 
jerkins' than a clipper of kid-gloves.” 

With these reflections, the puissant Oliver walked swiftly, yet with 
as little noise as possible, towards the wynd in which the Smith, as 
our readers are aware, had his habitation. But his evil fortune had 
not ceased to pursue him. As he turned into the High, or principal 
street, he heard a burst of music very near him, followed by a loud 
shout 

“My merry mates, the morr ice-dancers,” thought he; “I would 
know old Jeremy’s rebeck among a hundred. I will venture across 
the street ere they pass on— -if I am espied, 1 shall have the renowu 
of some private quest, which may do me honour as a roving blade.” 

With these longings for distinction among the gay and gallant, 
combated, however, internally, by more prudential considerations, 
the Bonnet-maker made an attempt to cross the street. But the 
revellers, whoever they might be, were accouipauied by torches, the 
flash of which fell upon Oliver, whose light- coloured habit made him 
the more distinctly visible. The general shout of u A prize, a prize,” 
overcame tlm noise of the minstrel, and before the Bonnet-maker 
could determine whether it were better to stand or fly, two active 
young men, clad in fantastic masking habits, resembling wild men, 
and holding great clubs, seized upon him, sayiiig, in a tragical tone, 
“ Yield thee, man of bells and bombast ; yield thee, rescue or no 
respue, or truly thou art hut a dead momce-dancer.” 

“ To whom shall I yield me?” said the Bonnet-maker, with a fal- 
tering voice ; for though he saw he had to do with a party of mum-, 
mera who were afoot for pleasure, yet he observed, at the same 
time, that they were far above his class, and he lost the audacity 
necessary to support his part in a game where the inferior’ Via likely 
* to come by the worst. 



TIIE.FAIU MAID OF PERTH. 147 

“Dost tliou parley, slave r” answered 011c of the maskers; "and 
must I show thee that thou aiy a captive,' by giving thee incontinently 
the bastinado ? ” 

“By no means, puissant mail of Ind,” said the Bonnet-maker; “ lo, 
I am conformable to your pleasure.” 

“ Come, then,” said those who had arrested him, “ come and do 
homage to the Emperor of Mimes, King of Caperers, and Grand 
Duke of the Dark Hours, and explain by what right tliou art so pre- 
sumptuous as to prance and jingle, and wear out shoe-leather within 
his dominions without paying him tribute. Know’st thou not thou 
hast incurred the pains of high- treason ? ” 

“ That were hard, methiuks,” said poor Oliver, “since I knew not 
that his Grace exercised the government this evening. But 1 
am willing to redeem the forfeit, if the purse of a poor Bonnet- 
maker may, by the mulct of a gallon of wine, or some such 
matter.” 

“ Bring him before the Emperor,” was the universal cry ; and the 
morrice-daucer was placed before a slight, but easy and handsome 
figure of a young man, splendidly attired, having a cincture and 
tiara of peacock s feathers, then brought from the East as a marvel- 
lous rarity ; a short jacket and under-dress of leopard’s skin fitted 
closely the rest of his person, which was attired in flesh-colohred 
silk, so as to resemble the ordinary idea' of an Indian prince.. He 
wore sandals, fastened on with ribands of scarlet, silk* anu held in his 
hand a sort of fan, such as ladies then used, composed of the same 
feathers, assembled into a plume or tuft. 

“What mister wight have we here ” said the Indian chief, “ who 
dares to tie the bells of a morrice on tne ankles of a dull ass ? — Hark 
ye, friend, your dress should make you a* subject of ours, since our 
empire extends over all Merry land, including mimes and minstoels 
of every description. — Wliat, tongue-tied ? He lacks wine — minister 
to him our nutshell full of sack. ” 

A huge calabash full of sack was offered to the lips of the suppli- 
cant., while this prince of revellers exhorted him, — 

“Crack me this nut, and ‘do it handsomely, and .Without wry 
, faces.” 

But, however Oliver might have relished a moderate sip of the 
same good wine, he was terrified at the quantity he was required to 
deal with. He drauk a draught, and then entreated for mercy., 

“ So please your princedom, I have yet far to go, and if I were to 
swallow your Grace's bounty, for which accept my dutiful thanks, I 
should not be able to stride over the next kennel." 

“ Art thou in case to bear thyself like a galiiard ? Now, cut me a 
caper— ha! one — two — three— admirable ! again— give him the spur" 
--(here a satellite of the Indian rave. Oliver a slight touch with his 
sword)— “ Nay, that is best of all — he sprang like a cat in a gutter! 
Tender him tne nut once more— nay, no compulsion, he has paid for- 
feit, andMeserves not only free dismissal but reward. Kneel down, 
kneel, and arise Sir Knignt of the Calabash! Wh^fcis thyhame? And 
one of you lend me a rapier.” . . 

“ Oliver, may it please your honour— I mean your principality. 

L 
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“ Oliver, nkn ? Day, tlien tlion art one of Hie Donze peers 1 already 
and fate has forestalled our intended promotion. Yet rise up, swcc 
Sir Oliver Thatchpatc, Knight of the honourable order of the Pump- 
kin — Rise up, in the name of Nonsense, and begone about thine owi 
conceniSj and the devil go with thee.” 

So saying, the prince of the rebels bestowed a smart blow with the 
flat of the weapon across the Bonnet-maker’s shoulders, who sprung 
to liis feet with more alacrity of motion than he had hitherto displayed, 
and, accelerated by the laugh and halloo which arose behind him, 
arrived at the Smith's house before lie stopped, with the same speed 
with which a hunted fox makes for his den. 

It was not till the affrighted Bonnet-maker had struck a blow on 
4he door, that lie recollected he ought to have bethought himself 
beforehand in what manner he was to present himself before Henry, 
and obtain his forgiveness for his rash communications to Simon 
Glover. No one answered to his first knock, and, perhaps, as these 
reflections arose, in the momentary pause of recollection which cir- 
cumstances permitted, the perplexed Bonnet- maker might have 
flinched from his purpose, and made his retreat to his own premises, 
without venturing upon the interview which he had purposed. But 
a distant strain of minstrelsy revived his apprehensions of falling 
once more into the hands of the gay maskers from whom he had 
escaped, and he renewed his summons on the door of the Smith’s 
dwelling, with a hurried, though faltering hand. He was then ap- 
palled by the deep, yet not unmusical voice of Henry Gow, who un- 
answered from within,— ■“ Who calls at this hour ?— and what is it that 
you want ? ” 

“It is I — Oliver Froudfute,” replied the Bonnet-maker; “I have 
a merry jest to tell you, gossip Henry.” 

“ Carry th> foolery to some other market. I am in no jesting 
humour,” said Henry. “ Go hence— I will see no one to-night.” 

“ But, gossip— good gossip,” answered the martialist without, “ I 
am beset with villains, and beg the shelter of your roof ! ” 

cl Fool that thou art !” replied Henry ; “no dunghill cock, the most 
recreant that has lbught this Fasten fs Jive, would ruiiio his feathers 
at such a craven ns thou ! ” 

At this moment another strain of minstrelsy, and,' as the Bonnet- 
maker conceited, one which approached much nearer, goaded his ap- 
prehensions to the uttermost; and in a voice, the tones of which ex- 
pressed the undisguised extremity of instant fear, lie exclaimed, — 

“ For the sake of our old goasipred, and for the love of Our blessed 
Lady, admit me, Henry, if you would not have me found a bloody 
corpse at thy door, slain by the bloody-minded Douglasses ! ” 

“That would be a shame to me,” thought the good-natured Smith; 
“and sooth to say, his peril may be real. There are roving hawks 
that will strike at a sparrow as soon as a heron.” 

With these reflections half-muttered, half-spoken, Henry undid lifer 
welUfastened door, proposing to reconnoitre the reality of tie danger^ 
before lie permitted his unwelcome guest to enter 1 the hoSse. But 

1 The twelve peers of Charlemagne, Immortal In romance. 
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as he looked abroad to ascertain how matters stood, Oliver bolted in 
like a scared deer into a thicket, and harboured himself by the Smith’s 
kitchen-fire, before Henry could look up and down the laue, and 
satisfy himself there were no enemies in pursuit of the apprehensive 
fugitive. He secured his door, therefore, and returned into the kitchen, 
displeased that he had suffered his gloomy solitude to be intruded upon 
by sympathising with apprehensions, which lie thought he might have 
known were so easily excited as those of his timid townsman. 

“ IIow now ? ” he said, coldly enough, when he saw the Bonnet- 
maker calmly seated by his hearth. “What foolish revel is this, 
Master Oliver? — I see no one near to harm you.” 

“Give me a drink, kind gossip," stud Oliver; “lam choked with 
the haste I have made to come hither." 

* “I have sworn," said Henry, “ that this shall be no revel night in 
this house. — I am in my work-day clothes, as you see, and keep fast, 
as I Jmve reason, instead of holiday. You have had wassail enough 
for the holiday evening, for you speak thick already — If you wish 
more ale or wine you must go elsewhere.” 

“ I have had over much wassail already,” said poor Oliver, “ and 
have been well-nigh drowned in it. — That accursed calabash! — A 
draught of water, kind gossip — you will not surely let me ask for that 
in vain ? or, if it is your will, a cup of cold small ale.” 

“ Nay, if that be all,” said Henry, “ it shall not be lacking. But 
it must have been much which brought thee to the pass of asking for 
either.” 

So saying, lie filled a quart flagon from a barrel that stood nigh, 
and presented it. to his guest. Oliver eagerly accepted it, raised it 
to his head with a trembling hand, imbibed the contents with lips 
which quivered with emotion, and, though the potation was as thin as 
he had requested, so much was lie exhausted with the combined fears 
of alarm and of former revelry, that when lie placed the flagon on the 
oalc-table, he uttered a deep sigh of satisfaction, and remained silent. 

“ Well, now you have had your draught, gossip,” said the Smith, 
“what is it you want? Where are those that threatened you r’ I 
could see no one.” 

“No — but there were twenty chased me into the wynd,” said 
Oliver, “But when they saw us together, you know, they lost the 
courage that brought all of them upon one of us.” 

“Nay, do not trifle, friend Oliver,” replied his host; “ my mood 
lies not that way.” 

“ I jest not, by St John of Perth. I have been stayed and foully 
outraged” (gliding his hand sensitively over the place affected) “ by 
mad David or Rotlisay, roaring Ramorny, and the rest of them. They 
made me drink a firkin of Maivoisie.” 

“ Thou speakest folly, man — Ramorny is sick nigh to death, as the 
potter-carrier everywhere reports ; they and lie cannot surely rise at 
. midnight to do such frolics.” 

“ I cannot teh.” replied Oliver ; “ but I saw the party by torch- 
light, anfl I can make bodily oath to the bonnets I made for them 
since last Innocent’s. They are of a quaint device, and I should 
know my own stitch.” 
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“ Well, thou mayest have had wrong,” answered Henry. ‘ If thou 
art in real danger, I will cause them get a bed for thee here. But 
you must fill it presently, for I am not in the humour of talking. 

“Nay, 1 would thank thee for my quarters for a night, only my 
Maudie will be angry — that is, not angry, for that I care not for 
but the truth is, she is over anxious on a revel night like tins, know- 
ing my humour is like thine, for a word and a blow.” 

“Why, then, go home,” said the Smith, “and show her that her 
treasure is in safety, Master Oliver — the streets are quiet — and, to 
speak a blunt word, I would he alone.” 

“ Nay, hut I have things to speak with thee about of moment, 
replied Oliver, who, afraid to stay, seemed yet unwilling to go. 
“ There lias been a stir in our city council about the affair of St Val- 
entine’s Even. The Provost told me not four hours since, that the 
Douglas ami he had agreed that the feud should be decided by a yeo- 
man on either part , and that our acquaintance, theDeviVs Dick, was 
to wave his gentry, and take up the cause for Douglas and the nobles, 
and that you or 1 should fight for the Fair City. Now, though 1 am 
the elder burgess, yet 1 am willing, for the love ana kindness we 
have always borne to each other, to give thee the precedence, and 
content myself with the humbler office of stickler.” * 

Henry Smith, though angry, could scarce forbear a simile. 

“ If it is that which breaks thy quiet and keeps thee out of thy 
bed at midnight, I will make the matter easy. Thou shalt not lose 
the advantage offered thee. I have fought a score of duels— far, far 
too many. Thou hast, I think, only encountered with thy wooden 
Soldan— it were unjust— unfair— unkind— in me to abuse thy friendly 
offer. So go home, good fellow, and let not the fear of losing hon- 
our disturb thy slumbers. Heat assured that thou shalt answer the 
challenge, as good right thou hast, having had injury from this rough- 
rider.” 

“ Gramercy, and thank thee kindly,” said Oliver, much embar- 
rassed by his friend’s unexpected deference; “thou art the good 
friend I have always thought thee. But I have os much friendship 
for Henry Smith, as he for Oliver Proud fute. I swear by St John I 
will not fight in this quarrel to thy prejudice. So, having said so, 1 
am beyond the reach of temptation, since thou wouldtft not have me 
mansworn, though it were to fight twenty duels.” 

“Hark thee,” said the Smith, “acknowledge tliou art afraid, 
Oliver ; tell the honest truth at once, otherwise 1 leave thee to make 
the best of thy quarrel.” 

“Nay, good gossip,” replied the Bonnet-maker, “thou knowest I 
am never afraid. But, in sooth, this is a desperate ruffian ; and as 
I have a wife— poor Maudie, thou knowest— and a small family, ami 
thou ” 

“And I,” interrupted Henry, hastily, “have none, and never shall 
have.” * / 

“ Why, truly— such being the case— I would rather thouTought’st^ 
this combat than I.” • • 

1 The seconds in ancient single combats were so called, from the white sticks which 
they carried, in emblem of their duty, to sec fair piny between tho combatants. 
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(t Now, by our holidamc, gossip/* answered the Smith, u thou art 
easily gulled ! Know, thou silly fellow, that Sir Patrick Charteris, 
who* is ever a merry man, hath but jested with tliec. Dost thou 
think he would venture the honour of the city on thy head ? or that 
1 would yield thee the precedence in which such a matter was to be 
disputed ? Lack-a-day, go home. Jet M audio tie a warm nightcap on 
thy head ; get thee a warm breakfast, and a cup of distilled waters, 
and thou wilt be in case to-morrow to fight thy wooden dromond, or 
-Soldan, as thou call’st him, the only thing thou wilt ever lay down- 
right blow upon.” 

<f Ay, say’sfc thou so, comrade ? ” answered Oliver, much relieved, 
yet deeming it necessary to seem in part offended. “ 1 care not for 
thy dogged humour ; it is well for thee thou canst not wake my 
patience to the point of falling foul. Enough— we are gossips, and 
this house is thine. Why should the two best blades in Perth clash 
with each other ? What l I know thy rugged humour, and can for- 
give it. — But is the feud really soldered up ? ” 

“As completely as ever hammer fixed rivet,” said the Smith. 
“ The town hath given the Johnstone a purse of gold, for not ridding 
them of a troublesome fellow called Oliver Proudfute, when he had 
him at his mercy ; and this purse of gold buys for the Provost the 
Sleepless Isle ; which the King grants him, for the King pays all in 
the long-run. And thus, Sir Patrick gets the comely Inch, which is 
opposite to his dwelling, and all honour is saved on both sides, for 
what is given to the Provost, is given, you understand, to the town. 
Besides all this, the Douglas hath left Perth to march against the 
Southron, who, men say, are called into the Marches by the false 
Earl of March. So the Fair City is quit of him and his cumber.” 

“ But, in St John’s name, how came all that about,” said Oliver, 
“ and no one spoken to about it ? ” 
u Whv, look thee, friend Oliver, this I take to have been the case. 
The fellow whom I cropped of a hand, is now said to have been a 
servant of Sir John Ramomy’a, who hath fled to his mother-land of 
Fife, to which Sir John himself is also to be banished, with fuU'con- 
sent of every honest man. Now, anything which brings in Sir Jolm 
Raraorny, touches a much greater man— I think Simon Glover told 
as much to Sir Patrick Charteris. If it he as I guess, I have reason 
to thank Heaven, and all the saints, 1 stabbed him not upon the lad- 
der when I made him prisoner.” 

“ And I too thank Ileaven, and all the saints, most devoutly,” said 

Oliver. " I was behind thee, thou knowest, and ” 

“ No more of that, if thou be'st wise— There are laws against 
striking princes,’’ said the Smith ; “ best not handle the horse-shoe 
till it cools. All is hushed up now.” 

“ If this be so,” said Oliver, partly disconcerted, but still more re- 
lieved, by the intelligence he received from his better informed friend, 
“ I liavV reason to complain of Sir Patrick Charteris for jestiflg with 
the honour of ai} honest burgess, being, as he is, Provost of our town.” 

“ Do, Oliver ; challenge him to the field, and he will bid his yeoman 
loose his dogs on thee.— But come, night wears apace, will you be 
^hogging ? ” 
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“Nay, 1 had one word more to say to thee, good go- »p. But first 
another cup of your cold ale. 55 

< “ Vest, on thee, for a fool ! Thou make, si me wish tin c whore cold 
liquors are a scarce commodity.- - There, swill the b.mvfi’ul an tliuu 
wilt.” 

Oliver took the second flagon, hut drank, or rather seemed to drink, 
very slowly, in order to gain time for considering how 1 e should in- 
troduce lus second subject of conversation, which Bivnied rather 
delicate for the Smith’s present stale of irritability. At length, 
nothing better occurred to him than to plunge into tli subject at 
once, with, “ 1 have seen Simon Glover to-day, gossip.” 

“Well,” said the Smith, in a low, deep, and stern tone of voice, 
“and if thou hast, what is that to me?” 

“Nothing --nothing,” answered the appalled Bonnet-maker. “ Only 
[ thought vou might like to know that he questioned im- close, if I 
had seen thee on St Valentine's day, after the uproar at Hie Domini- 
cans', and in what company thou wevfc.” 

“ And 1 warrant thou told’sl him thou uietVt me with u *• h-c-woman, 
in the mirk loaning yonder?” 

“ Thou knowest. lleury, I have no gift at lying ; but 1 made it all 
up with him.” 

“As how. 1 pray you?” said the Smith. 

u Marry, thus-- Father Simon, said I, you are an old man and know 
not the quality of us, in whose veins youth is like quicksilver. You 
think now, he cares, about this girl, said I, and, perhaps, that lie has 
her somewhere hero in Berth in a corner? No such nuiUer ; .1 know, 
said 1, aim ! will make oath to it, that she left his house earl) next 
morning for Dundee. Ha ! have 1 helped thee at need } ” 

“Truly, I think thou hast, and if anything could add to my grief 
and vexation at this moment, it in, that when 1 aiu so deep in Urn 
mire, an ass like thee should place his clumsy hoof on my head, to 
sink mo entirely. Come, away with thee, and inaysfc thou have such, 
luck as thyync'.idhng humour deserves, and then, I think, thou wilt 
be found with a broken neck in tbe next gutter— Coiue, get you out, 
or [ will put you to the door with head and shoulders forward.” 

“Ha, Iia!” exclaimed Oliver, laughing with some constraint; 
• thou art such a groom ! But in sadness, gossip Henrv, wilt thou 
not take a turn with me to my own house, in the Meal Venal! ? ” 

“ Curse thee, no ” answered the Smith. 

“ 1 will bestow the wine on tlieo, if thou wilt go,” said Oliver. 

“I will bestow the cudgel on thee, if tbou stay'st ” said Henry. 

‘ Nay, then, J will don thy hull-coat and cap of steel, and walk with 
thy swashing step and whistling thy pibroch of. ‘Broken Bones at 
Loncarty ; ’ and if they take me for thee, there dare not four of them 
come near me. * 

“ 1W? all, or anything thou wilt, in the fiend’s name! only he gone.’ 

/Well, well, Hal, we shall meet when thou art in better 1 Anno nr,’ 
said Oliver, who had put on the dress. 

“ Go— and may 1 never sec thy coxeombly face n'ain * " % 

Oliver at last relieved his host by swaggering off; imitating, as 
well as he could, the sturdy step and outward gesture of his redoubted 
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companion, and Whistling pibroch, composed on the rout of the 
) bines at Loncarty, which h had picked up from its being a favour- 
ite of ihc Smith’s, whom la made u point of imitating as far as he 
could. Hut as tilt; iniSocei.;, though conceited fellow, stepped out 
from the entrance of the V/ynd, where it communicated with the 
High Street, he received a Mow from behind, against which his head- 
piece was no defence, and he fell dead upon the spot ; an attempt to 
mutter the name of Henry, t o whom he always looked for protection, 
quivering upon Ids dying t>>uguc. 


CHAPTER XVJLL 

Nay, I will fit you for a young prince. 

FalxtojF. 

We return to the revellers, who had, half an hour before, witnessed, 
with such boisterous applause, Oliver’s feat of agility, being the last 
which the poor Honnet-n inker was ever to exhibit, and at the hasty 
retreat which had followed it, animated by their wild shout. After 
they had laughed their fill, they passed on their mirthful path, in 
frolic and jubilee, stopping and frightening some of the people whom 
they met ; but, it must be owned, without doing them any serious 
injury, either in their persons or fu-ling*. At length, tired with his 
rambles, their chief gave a signal to lbs merry-men to close around 
him. 

“ Wo, my brave hearts and wise counsellors, are,” be said, “the 
real King 1 over all in Scotland that is worth commanding. Wc 
sway the hours when the wine-cup circulates, and when beauty 
becomes kind, when Frolic is awake, and Gravity snoring upon liis 
pallet. We leave to our vicegerent. King Robert, the weary task 
of controlling ambitious nobles, gratifying greedy clergymen, subdu- 
ing wild Highlanders, and composing deadly feuds. And since our 
empire is one of joy and pleasure, meet it is that wc should liastc 
with all our forces to the rescue of such as own our sway, when 
they chance, by evil fortune, to become tlic prisoners of care and 
hypochondriac malady, i speak in relation chiefly to Sir John, 
whom the vulgar call ltamoniy. We have not seen him since the 
onslaught of Curfew Street, and though we know lie was some deal 
hurt in that matter, wo cannot see why lie should not do homage in 
leal and duteous sort. — Here, you, our Calabash King-at-arnis, did 
you legally summon Sir John to his part of this evening’s revels ? n 

“ J did, my lord.” 

“ And did you acquaint him that we have for (his night suspended 

1 Tlie Scottish Statute Book affords abundant evidence of the extravagant and often 
fatal frolifs practise among our ancestors under the personages elected to till the high 
offices of Qucnt of May, Prince of Yule (Christmas), Abbot of Unreason, Ac. Ac., cor- 
responding to the Boy Bishop of England and the French AbU 1 Oe Lie. ye, or Aobat 
Let Ufa. Shrovetide was not less distinguished hv such mumming dignitaries. 
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his sentence of banishment, that since higher powers have .settled 
that part, we might at least take a mirthful leave of an old friend r 

<‘r so delivered it, my lord,” answered the mimic herald. 

“ And sent he not a word in writing, he that piques himself upon 
being so great a clerk ?” # 

“He was in bed, my lord,*and I might not see him. So far as I 
hear, he hath lived very retired, harmed with some bodily bruises, 
malecontent with your Highnessfs displeasure, and doubting insult iu 
the streets, behaving had a narrow escape from the burgesses, when 
the churls pursued nim and his two servants into the Dominican 
Convent. The servants, too, have been removed to Fife, lest they 
should tell tales.” 

“ Why, it was wisely done,” said the Prince, — who, we need not 
inform the intelligent reader, had a better title to be so called, than 
arose from the humours of the evening,— “ it was prudently done to 
keep Jight-tongued companions out of the way. But Sir Joints 
absenting himself from our solemn revels, so long before decreed, is 
flat mutiny, apd disclamation of allegiance. Or, if the knight be 
really the prisoner of illness and melancholy, we must ourself grace 
him with a visit, seeing there can be no better cure for those maladies 
than our own presence, and a gentle kiss of the calabash. — Forward, 
jobbers, minstrels, guard, and attendants ! Bear on high the great 
emblem of our dignity— Up with the calabash, I say ! and let the, 
merry-men who carry these firkins, which are to supply the wine-cup 
with their life-blood, be chosen with regard to their state of steadi- 
ness. Their burden is weighty and precious, and if the fault is not 
in our eyes, they seem to us to reel and stagger more than were 
desirable. Now, move on, sirs, and let our minstrels blow their 
blithest and boldest.” 

On they went with tipsy mirth and jollity, the numerous torches 
flashing their red light against the small windows of the narrow 
streets, from whence nightcapped householders, and sometimes 
their wives to boot, peeped out by stealth to see what wild wassail 
disturbed the peaceful streets at that unwonted hour. At length the 
jolly train halted before the door of Sir John Ramorny’s house, 
which a small court divided from the street. 

. Here they knocked, thundered, and hollowed, with many denun- 
ciations of vengeance against the recusants, who refused to open the 
gates. The least punishment threatened was imprisonment in an 
empty hogshead, within the Massamore 1 of the Prince of Pastimes’ 
feudal palace, videlicet, the alo-collar. But Eviot, Ramorny’s page, 
heard and know well the character of the intruders who knocked so 
boldly, and thought ‘it better, considering his master’s condition, to 
make no answer at all, in hopes that the revel would pass on, than 
to attempt to deprecate their proceedings, which he knew would bo 
to no purpose. Ilis master’s bedroom looking into a little garden, 
his page hoped he might not be disturbed by the noise ; antylie was 

l The Nawamora, or Massy More, the principal dungeon of the feudal caAJe, is sup- 
posed to have derived its name from our intercourse with the Eastern nations at the 
time of the Crusades. Dr Jamieson quotes an old Latin Itinerary : “ Prokimus eat 
career Bubtemneus, sive, ut Mauri appellant, Mazmorra” 
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confident in the strength of the outward gate, upon which he resolved 
they should beat till they tired themselves, or till the tone of their 
drunken humour should change. The revellers accordingly seemed 
likely to exhaust themselves in the noise they made by shouting and 
beating the door, when their mock Prince (alas ! too really such) 
upbraided them as lazy and dull followed of the god of wine and of 
mirth. 

‘'Bring forward/* he said, t( our key— yonder it lies, and apply it 
to this rebellious gftte. ,, 

The key he pointed at was a large beam of wood; left on one side 
of the street, with the usual neglect of order characteristic of a 
Scottish borough of the period. 

The shouting men of Ind instantly raised it in their arms, and, 
supporting it by their united strength, ran against the door with 
such force, that hasp, hinge, and staple jingled, and gave fair pro- 
mise of yielding. Eviot did not choose to wait the extremity of this 
battery; became forth into the court, and after some momentary 
questions for form’s sake, caused the porter to undo the gate, as if 
he had for the first time recognised the midnight visitors. 

“ False slave of an unfaithful master,” said the Prince, “ where is 
our disloyal subject, Sir John Ramorny, who lias proved recreant to 
our summons ? ” 

“ My lord,” said Eyiot, bowing at once to the real and to the as- 
sumed dignity of the leader ; “ my master is just now very much in- 
disposed— lie lias taken au opiate — and — your Highness must excuse 
me if I do my duty to him in saying, he cunnot be spoken with with- 
out danger of his life.” 

“ Tush ! tell me not of danger, Master Teviot — Cheviot— Eviot — 
what is it they call thee? — But show me thy master’s chamber, or 
rather undo me the door of his lodging, and I will make a good 
guess at it myself. — Bear high the calabash, my brave followers, and 
see that you spill not a drop of the liquor, which Dan Bacchus has 
sent for the cure of all diseases of the body and cares of the mind, 
i Advance it, I say, and let us sec the holy rind which incloses shell 
precious liquor.” 

The Prince made his way into the house accordingly, and, ac- 
quainted with the interior, ran up-stairs, followed by Eviot, in vain 
imploring silence, and, with the rest of the rabble rout, hurst into 
the room of the wounded master of the lodging. 

He who has experienced the sensation of being compelled to sleep 
in spite of racking bodily pains, by the administration of a strong 
opiate, and of having been again startled by noise .and violence, out of 
the unnatural state of insensibility in which he had been plunged by 
the potency of the medicine, may be able to imagine the confused 
and alarmed state of Sir John Ramorny’s mind, and the agony of 
his body which acted and reacted upon eacli other. If we add to 
these feedings the consciousness of a criminal command sent forth 
and in the act of being executed, it may give us some idea of an 
awakening, to wnich. in the mind of the party, eternal sleep would 
be a far preferable doom. The groan which he uttered as the first 
symptom 'of returning sensation, lmcl something in it so terrific, 
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that even the revellers were awed into momentary silen- e: and ns, 
from the half recumbent posture in which he had gone <o sleep, he 
looked around the room, filled witli fantastic shapes, rendered still 
more so by his disturbed intellects, lie muttered to liinwct,-- 

“It is thus then, after all, and the legend is true! 'lliese are 
fiends, and I am condemned for ever ! The iire is not e eternal, but 
I feel it — I feel it at my heart-burning as if the seven times heated 
furnace were doing its work within ! ” 

While he cast ghastly looks around him, and struggled to recover 
some share of recollection, Eviot approached the Prince, and falling 
on his knees, implored him to allow the apartment to he cleared. 

“ It may,” lie said, “ cost my master his life.” 

“Never fear, Cheviot,” replied the Duke of ltothsay; “were he 
at the gates of death, here is what should make the fiends relinquish . 
their prey Advance the calabash, my masters.” 

“ It. is death for him to taste it in his present state," said Eviot; 

“ if he drinks wine he dies.” 

“ Some one must drink it. for him, he shall be cured vicariously— 
and may our great Dan Bacchus deign to Sir John It am or ny the 
comfort, the elevation of heart, the lubrication of lungs, and light- r 
ness of fancy, which are his choicest gifts, while the faithful fol- 
lower, who quafis in his stead, shall have the qualms, the sickness, ' 
the racking of the nerves, the dimness of the eyes, and the throb- * 
lung* of the brain, with which our great master qualifies gifts which 
would else make us too like the gods — What say you, Eviot ? will 
you be the faithful follower that will quaff in your lord’s behalf, 
and as bus representative ? Do this, and we will hold ourselves con- 
tented to depart, for methinks our subject doth look something 
ghastly.” 

“ 1 would do anything in my slight power,” said Eviot, “ to save 
my master from a draught which may be his death, and your Grace 
from the sense that you liad occasioned it. But here is one who will 
perform the feat of good-will, and thank your Highness to boot.” 

4t Whom have we liere?” said the Prince, “ a butcher — and 1 think , 
fresh from his office. Do butchers ply their craft on Pastern’s Eve? j 
Poll, how he Rmells of blood ? ” f- 

This was spoken of Bonthron, who, partly surprised at the tumult 
in the house, where lie had expected to fiua all dark and silcut, and 
partly stupid through the wine which the wretch had drunk in great 
quantities, stood in the threshold of the door, staring at the scene 
before him, with his huff-coat splashed with blood, and a bloody axe 
in his hand, exhibiting a ghastly and disgusting spectacle to the 
revellers, who felt, though they could not tell why, fear as well as 
dislike at his presence. 

As they approached the calabash to this ungainly and truculent- 
looking savage, and as he extended a hand soiled, as it seemed, with 
blood, to grasp it, the Prince called out, — / 

“ Down stairs with him ! let not the wretch driuj: in ombres cnce; 
fmd him some other vessel than our holy calabash, the emblem of ' 
our revels— a swine’s trough were best, if it could be come b}. Away 
with him! let him be drenched to purpose, in atonement for his 
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master's sobriety .— Leave me .done with Sir John JRamorny mid Ids 
page; by my honour, I like net you ruffian's looks.” 

The attorn hints of the Prince left the apartment, and Eviot alone 

L*e!M!UlK*(l. 

“1 fear,” said the Prince, pproaching the bed in different form 
from that which he had hitherto used — “'I fear, my dear Sir John, 
that this visit has been unwelcome ; but it is your own fault. Al- 
though you know onv old wont, and were yourself participant of 
our schemes for the. evening-, you have not come near us since Si 
Valentine’s — it is now Fasten?# Even, and the desertion is flat dis- 
obedience and treason to our kingdom of mirth, and the statutes of 
the calabash.” 

Ramorny raised Ida head, and fixed a wavering 1 eye upon the 
Prince; then signed to Eviot to give him something to drink. A 
large cup of ptisan was presented by the page, which the sick man 
swallowed With eager and trembling haste, lie then repeatedly 
used the stimulating essence left for the purpose by the leech, and 
seemed to collect bis scattered senses. 

“Let me feel your purse, dear Ramorny, ” said the Prince; “I 
know something of that craft. —How? Do you oiler me the left band, 
Sir John ? — that is neither according to the rules of medicine nor of 
. courtesy.” 

“ The right lias already done its last act in your Higlmess’s ser- 
vice,” muttered the patient, in a low and broken tone. 

“ How mean you hy that ? ” said the Prince. “ I am aware thy 
follower, Black Quentin, lost a hand ; but he can steal with the other 
as much as will bring him to the gallows, so his fate cannot be much 
altered.” 

“It is not that fellow who has had the loss in your Grace’s service 
— it is I— John of Ramorny.” 

“You?” said the Prince ; “you jest with me, or the opiate still 
masters your reason.” 

“If the juice of all the poppies in Egypt were blended in one 
draught,” said Kamorny, “it would lose influence over mo when I 
look upon this.” lie drew his right arm from beneath the cover of 
the bed-clothes, and extending it towards the Prince, wrapped as it 
was in dressings, “Were these undone and removed,” lie said, “your 
1 lighnoss would sec that a bloody stump is all that remains of a hand 
ever ready to unsheath the sword at your Grace's slightest bidding.” 

Kothsay started back in horror. “This,” lie said, “must "be 
avenged ! ” 

“ It is avenged in small part,” said Rani or ny ; “that is, I thought 
I saw Bonthron but now — or was it that the dream of hell that first 
arose in my raitul when I awakened, summoned up an -image so con- 
genial ? Eviot, call the miscreant — that is, if he is iifc to appear.” 

Eviot retired, and presently returned with Bonthron, whom he had 
^rescued from the penance, to him no unpleasing infliction, of a 
second calabash of wine, the brute having gorged the first without 
much apparent alteration in his demeanour. 

“Eviot,” said the Prince, “let not that beast come nigh me.. iVly 
soul recoils from him in fear and disgust; there is something in hi-i 
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■fooks alien from my nature, and which I shudder at as at a loath-j 
some snake, from which my instinct revolts.” 1 

“ First hear him speak, my lord,” answered Ramorny ; “ unless a 
wme-skin were to talk, nothing could use fewer words — Hast thou 
dealt with him, Bon thron?” 

The savage raised the axe which he still held in his hand, and 
brought it down again edgeways. 

" Good. How knew you your man ? — the night, I am told, is dark.” 

" By sight and sound, garb, gait, and whistle.” 

"Enough, vanish !— and, Eviofc, let him have gold and wine to his 
brutish contentment. — Vanish ! — and go thou with him.” 

"Aim whose death is achieved?” said the Prince, released from 
the feelings of disgust and horror under which he suffered while the 
assassin was in presence. " I trust this is hut a jest ? Else 'Tmis-t ; 
call it a rash and savage deed. Who has had the hard lot to he 
butchered by that bloody and brutal slave ? ” 

" One little better than himself,” said the patient ; “ a wretched 
artisan, to whom, however, fate gave the power of reducing Ra- 
morny to a mutilated cripple— -a curse go with his base spirit ! — his 
miserable life is but to my revenge what a drop of water would be to 
a furnace. I must speak briefly, for my ideas again wander ; it is 
only the necessity of the moment which keeps them together, as a- 
thong combines a handful of arrows. You arc in danger, my lord — 

I speak it with certainty— you have braved Douglas, and offended 
your uncle— displeased your fatli or— though that were a trifle, "were 
it not for the rest.” 

“ 1 am sorry I have displeased my father,” said the Prince (entirely, 
diverted from so insignificant a thing as the slaughter of an artisan, 
by the more important subject touched upon), “if indeed it he so. 
But if 1 live, the strength of the Douglas shall be broken, and the 
craft of Albany shall little avail him!” 

“ Ay — if— if. My lord,” said Ramorny, " with such opposites as 
you have, you must not rest upon if or but— you must resolve at 
once to slay or be slain.” 

“ I low moan you, Ramorny ? your fever makes you rave,” answered » 
the Duke of Rotlisay. " £ 

" No, my lord,” said Ramorny, "were my frenzy at the highest, ' 
the thoughts that pass through my mind at this moment would qualify 
it. It may be that regret for my own loss has made me desperate ; 
that anxious thoughts for your Ilighness’s safety have made me nourish 
bold designs ; but I have all the judgment with wliicli Heaven has 
gifted me, when I tell you, that if ever you would brook the Scottish 
crown, nay, more, if ever you would see another St Valentine’s Day, 
you must ” 

"What is it that I must do, Ramorny?” said the Prince, with an 
air of dignity; "nothing unworthy of niysolf, I hope?” 

"Nothing, certainly, unworthy or misbecoming a Prince of Sco^f" 
land, if the blood-stained annals of our country tell the tale truly;') 
but that which may well shock the nerves of a prince of flumes and ■ 
merry-makers.” 

“Thou art severe. Sir John Ramorny,” said the Duke of Rotlisay, 



THE EAItt MAID OK PEIITH. 


159 


with an air of displeasure ; “ but thou hast dearly bought a right to 
censure us by what thou hast lost in our cause.” 

“My Lord of Rothsay,” said the knight, “the chirurgeon who 
dressed this mutilated stump told me that the more I felt the pain 
his knife and brand inflicted, the better was my chance of recovery. 
I shall not therefore hesitate to hurt your feelings, while by doing 
*io I may be able to bring you to a sense of what is necessary for 
your safety. Your Grace lias been the pupil of mirthful folly too 
long; you must now assume manly policy, or be crushed like a but- 
terfly, on the bosom of the flower you are sporting on.” 

“ 1 think I know your cast of morals, Sir John ; you are weary of 
•erry folly — the churchmen call it vice — and long tor a little serious 
Time. A murder, now, or a massacre, would enhance the flavour of 
■b bauch, as the taste of the olive gives zest to wine. But my worst 
:ts are but merry malice ; 1 have no relish for the bloody trade, and 
blior to see or hear of its being acted even on the meanest caitiff. 

* liould 1 ever fill the throne, 1 suppose, like my father before me. I 
mst drop my own name, and be dubbed Robert, in honour of tne 
Sruce — well, an if it be so, every Scots lad shall have his flagon in 
one band, and the other around his lass’s neck, and manhood sliail 
be tried by kisses and bumpers, not by dirks and dourlaclis, and they 
ball write on my grave, ‘ Here lies Robert, fourth of his name. He 
won not battles like Robert the First. He rose not from a count to 
a king like Robert the Second. He founded not churches like Robert 
the Third, but was contented to live and die King of good fellows!’ 
Of all my two centuries of ancestors, I would only emulate the fame of 

• Old King Coul, 

Who had a brown bowl.’ " 

“ My gracious lord,” said Ramorny, “ let me remind you that your 
joyous revels involve serious evils. If I had lost this hand in fighting 
to attain for your Grace some important advantage over your too 
powerful enemies, the loss would never have grieved me. t But to be 
reduced from helmet and stccl-cuat to biggon and gown in a night- 
brawl ” 

“Why, there again now, Sir John” — interrupted the reckless 
Prince-^ 41 How canst thou be so unworthy as to be for ever flinging 
thy bloody hand in my lace, as the ghost of Gaskhall threw his head 
at Sir William Wallace? 1 Bethink thee, thou art more unreason- 
able than Fawdyon himself; for wight Wallace had swept his bead 
off iu somewhat a hasty humour, whereas I would gladly stick thy 
hand on again, were that possible. And, hark thee, since that can- 
not be, I will get thee such a substitute as the steel htM of the old 
Knight of Oarsclogie, with which he greeted his friends, caressed 
his wife, braved his antagonists, and diu all that might be done by a 
hand of flesh and blood, in offence or defence. Depend on it, John 
t&amorny, we have much that is superfluous about us. Man can see 
with one^ye, he^r with one ear, touch with one hand, smell with 

i The passage referred to is perhaps the most poetical one In Blind Harry's Wallace. 
Book Y., v. 180—220. 
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one nostril*; and why we should have two of each (unless to supply 
au accidental loss or injury), I, for one, am at a loss to conceive." 1 

Sir John Ramorny turned from the Prince with a low groan. 

"Nay, Sir John,” said the Puke, “I am quite serious. You know 
the truth touching the legend of Steellmnd qf Carselogie better than 
I, since he was your own neighbour. -In his time, that curious 
engine could only be made in Rome; but I will wager a hundred 
merks with you that, lot the Perth armourer have the use of it for a 
pattern, Henry of the Wynd will execute as complete an imitation 
as all the smiths in Rome could accomplish, with all the cardinals to 
bid a blessing on the work.” 

" I could venture to accept your wager, my lord,” answered Ra- " 
morny, bitterly, " but. there is no time for foolery. — You have dis- 
missed mo from your service at command of your uncle ?” * 

" At command of my father," answered the Prince. 

"Upon whom your uncle’s commands are imperative,” replied 
Ramnrny. “I am a disgraced mail, thrown aside, as 1 may now 
fling away my right hand glove, as a thing useless. Yet my head 
might help you, though my hand be gone. Is your Grace disposed 
to listen to me for one word of serious import?— for I am much 
^exhausted, and feel my force sinking under me.” 

"Speak your pleasure,” said the Prince; ‘‘thy loss binds me to"” 
hear thee;* thy bloody stump is a sceptre to control me. Speak, 
then ; hut be merciful in thy strength of privilege." 

“1 will bo brief, for mine own sake as well as thine; — indeed, I 
have hut little to say. Douglas places himself immediately at the 
head of his vassals. lie will assemble, in the name of King Robert, 
thirty thousand Borderers, whom he will shortly after lead into the 
interior, to demand that the Puke of Rothsay receive, or rather 
restore, his daughter to the rank and privileges of his Duchess. 
King Robert will yield to any conditions which may secure peace — 
What will the 1 )uke do ? ” 

" The Puke of Rothsay' loves peace,” said the Prince, haughtily; 

" but he never feared war. Kre lie takes back yonder proud peat to 
his table and his bed, at the command of her father, Douglas must 
be King of Scotland.” 1 

Be it so— but even this is the less pressing peril, especially as it 
threatens open violence, for the Douglas works not in secret.” 

"What is there which presses, and keeps us awake at this late 
hour? i am a weary man, thou a wounded one, and the very tapers 
are blinking us if tired of our conference." 

“Tell me, then, who is it that rules this kingdom of Scotland ? ” 
said RamurA 

"Robert, third of the name,” said the Prince, raising his bonnet 
as lie spoke: “ and long may he sway the sceptre ! " 

" True, and amen,” answered Ramorny ; " but who sways King Ro- 
bert, and dictates almost every measure which the good King pursues 

" My Lord of Albany, you would say,” replied tho Priiicg. " Yes, 
it is true my father is guided .almost entirely by the counsels of his 
brother ; nor can we blame him in our consciences, Sir John Ra- 
morny, for little help hath he had from his son.” 
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“ Let us help him now, my lord,” said Ramomy. “ I am possessor 
of a dreadful secret— Albany hath been trafficking with me, to join 
| him in taking your Grace’s life! He offers full pardon for the past 
I — high favour for the future.” 

j “ How, man — my life ? I trust, though, thou dost only mean my 
: kingdom? It were impious- 1— he is my father’s brother— they sat 
on tho knees of the same father— lay on the bosom of the same 
mother — Out on thee* man ! what follies they make thy sick-bed 
. believe ! ” 

“ Believe, indeed ! ” said Ramomy. “ It is new to me to bo termed 
credulous. But tlic man through whom Albany communicated his 
temptations, is one whom all will believe, so soon as he hints at mis- 
chief-even the medicaments which are prepared by his hands have 
a relish of poison.” 

“Tush! such a slave would' slander a saint,” replied the Prince. 
“ Thou art duped tor once, Ramorny, shrewd as thou art. My uncle 
of Albany is ambitious, and would secure for himself and for his 
house, a larger portion of power and wealth than lie ought in reason 
to desire. But to suppose lie would dethrone or slay his brother’s 
son— Fie, Ramorny ! put me not to quote the old saw, that evil doers are 
evil dreaders — It is your suspicion, not your knowledge, which speaks." 

“Your Grace is fatally deluded— ]' will put it to au issue. The 
Duke of Albany is generally hated for his greed and covetousness— 
Your Highness is, it may be, more beloved than ” 

Ramorny stopped, the Prince calmly tilled up the blank — “ more 
beloved than 1 am honoured ? It is so, 1 would have it, Ramomy." 

“ At least,” said Ramorny, “you arc more beloved than you are 
feared, and that is no safe condition t<?r a prince. But give me your 
honour and knightly word that you will not resent what good service 
1 shall do in your behalf, and lend me your signet to engage friends 
in your name, and the l)ukc of Albany slmll not assume authority in 
this court, till the wasted hand which once terminated this stump 
shall be again united to the body, and acting in obedience to the 
dictates of my mind.” 

“ You would not venture to dip your hands in royal blood? ” said 
‘the Prince, sternly. 

“Fie, my Lord— at no rate— blood need not be shed; life may, 
nay, will, be extinguished of itself. For want of trimming it with 
fresh oil, or screening it from a breath of wind, the quivering light 
will die in the socket. To suiter a man to die is not to kill him.” 

“True- -I had forgot that policy. Well, then, suppose my uncle 
Albany does not continue to live — I think that must bej^ie phrase- - 
Who then rules the court of Scotland ? *’ _ 

“ Robert the Third, with consent, advice, and authority of the most 
mighty David, Duke of Rothsay, Lieutenant of the kingdom, and 
alter ego; in whose favour, indeed, the good King*, wearied with 
-the fatigues and troubles of sovereignty, will, I guess, be well dis- 

f osed to abdicate, So long live our brave young monarch, King 
lavid tbeThird ! 

‘ lilt manu forti*, 

* Av{/lis ludebit in horiis .* ’* 
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. “ And our father and predecessor,” said Rothsay, te will lie con- 1 
tinue to live to pray for us, as our beadsman, by whose favour he 
holds the privilege of laying his grey hairs in the grave as soon, and 
no earlier, than the course of nature permits ? — or must he also en- 
counter some of those negligences, m consequence of which men 
cease to continue to live, and exchange the limits of a prison, or of a 
convent resembling one, for the dark and tranquil cell, where the 
priests say that the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are 
at rest ? ” 

“ You speak in jest, my lord,” replied Ramorny ; “ to harm the 


mixed with short-sighted ambition^— If the King of Scotland can 
scarcely make head against his nobles, even now when he can hold 
up before them an unsullied and honourable banner, who would 
follow a prince that is blackened with the death of an uncle, and the 
imprisonment of a father ? Why, man, thy policy were enough to 
revolt a heathen divan, to say nought of the council of a Christian 
nation. — Thou wert my tutor, Ramorny, and perhaps I might justly 
u P.hraid thy lessons and example, for some of the follies which meii 
chide in me. Perhaps, if it had not been for thee, I had not been 
standing at midnight in this fool’s guise” (looking at his dress), “ to 
hear an ambitious profligate propose to me the murder of an uncle, 
the dethroning of the best of fathers. Since it is my fault, as well 
as thine, that lias sunk me so deep in the gulf of infamy, it were un- 
just that thou alone shouldst die for it. But dare not to renew this 
theme to me on peril, of thy life ! 1 will proclaim thee to my father 
— to Albany— to Scotland— throughout its length and breadth ! As 
many market crosses as are in the land, shall have morsels of the 
traitor’s carcass, who dare counsel such horrors to the heir of Scot- 
laud I-~We.ll hope I, indeed, that the fever of thy wound, and the in- 
toxicating influence of the cordials which act on thy infirm brain, have 
thre night operated on thee, rather than any fixed purpose.” 

* In sooth, my lord,” said Ramorny, “ if 1 have said anything which , 
could so greatly exasperate your Highness, it must have been byl 
excess of zeal, mingled with imbecility of understanding. Surely 
i, of all men, am least likely to propose ambitious projects with a 
prospect of advantage to myself ! Alas ! my only future views must 
be to exchange lance and saddle for the breviary and the confessional. 
I he convent of Lindores must receive the maimed and impoverished 
Jvnight of Ramorny, who will there have ample leisure to meditate 
upon the tefe ‘Put not thy faith in Princes.’ ’ r 

It is a goodly purpose,” said the Prince, “and we will not be 
lacking .to promote it. Our separation, I thought, would have been 


talk as we have held, it were meet that we should live asunder. Bu 
tlie convent of Lindores or whatever other house receives thee, shall 
be richly endowed and highly favoured by us.— A*nd notfj Sir John 
of Ramorny, sleep— sleep— and forget this evil-omened conversa- 
tion, in which the fever of disease and of wine lias rather, I trust, 
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held colloquy, than your own proper thoughts.— Light to the door, 
Evict. ” 

A call from Eviot summoned the attendants of the Prince, who 
had been sleeping on the staircase and hall, exhausted by the revels 
of the cvcn ; "g. 

“ Is there none amongst you sober ? ” said the Duke of Rothsay, 
disgusted by the appearance of his attendants. 

“ Not a man— not a man,” answered the followers, with a drunken 
shout; “we are none of us traitors to the Emperor of Merry- 
makers ! ” 

“ And aro all of you turned into brutes, then ? ” said the Prince. 

“In obe/lieuce and imitation of your Grace,” answered one fellow; 
“or* if we are a little behind your Highness, one pull at the pitcher 
will — 

“ Peace, beast ! ” said the Duke of Rothsay ; “ Are there none of 
you sober, I say ? ” 

“ Yes, my noble liege,” was the answer, “here is one false brother, 
Watkins the Englishman.” 

“ Come hither, then, Watkins, and aid me with a torch— Give me 
a cloak, too, and another bonnet, and take away this trumpery,” 
throwing down his coronet of feathers ; 44 1 would I could throw off 
all my follies as easily. — English Wat, attend me alone, and the rest 
of you end your revelry, and doff your mumming habits. The holy- 
tide is expended, ami the Fast has begun.” 

“ Our monarch has abdicated sooner than usual this night,” said 
one of the revel rout ; but as the Prince gave no encouragement, 
such as happened for the time to want the virtue of sobriety, endea- 
voured to assume it as well as they could, and the whole of the late 
rioters began to adopt the appearance of a set of decent persons, 
who, having been surprised into intoxication, endeavour to disguise 
their condition by assuming a double portion of formality of be- 
haviour. In the interim, the Prince, having made a hasty reform in 
his dress, was lighted to the door by the only sober man of the com- 
pany, but, in his progress thither, had well-nigh stumbled over *tho 
sleeping bulk of the brute Bonthron. 

“How now— is that vile beast in our way once more?” he said, 
in anger and disgust. “ Here, some of you, toss this caitiff into the 
horse-trough, that for once in his life lie may be washed clean.” 

While the train executed his commands, availing themselves of a 
fountain which was in the outer court, and while Bonthron under- 
went a discipline which he was incapable of resisting, otherwise than 
by some inarticulate groans and snorts, like those of a dying boar, 
the Prince proceeded on his way to his apartments, 4n a mansion 
called the Constable’s Lodgings, from the house being the property 
of the Earls tff Errol. On the way, to divert his thoughts from the 
more unpleasing matters, the Prince asked his companion how he 
..came to be sober, when the rest of the party had been so much over- 
come with liquor* 

“ So p&ase your honour’s Grace,” replied English AVat, “I confess 
it was very familiar in me to be sober when it was your Grace’s plea- 
sure that your train should be mad drunk ; but in respect they were 
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all Scottishmen but myself, I thought it argued no policy in getting 
drunken in their company ; seeing that they only endure me even 
when we are all sober, and if the wine were uppermost, I might tell 
them a piece of my mind, and be paid with as many stabs as there 
are skenes in the good company .” 

“ So it is your purpose never to join any of the revels of our 
household ? ” 

“ Under favour, yes ; unless it bo your Grace’s pleasure that the 
residue of your train should remain one day sober, to admit Will 
Watkins to get drunk without terror of his life.” 

“ Such occasion may arrive.-— Where dost thou serve, Watkins ? ” 

“In the stable, so please you.” 

“ Let our chamberlain bring tliee into the household, as a yeoman 
of the night-watch. I like thy favour, and it is something to have 
one sober fellow in the house, although ho is only such through the 
fear of death. Attend, therefore, near our person, and thou shalfc 
find sobriety a thriving virtue.” 

Meantime a load of care and fear added to the distress of Sir John 
Ramorny’s sick-chamber. His reflections, disordered as they were 
by the opiate, fell into great confusion when the Prince, in whose 
presence he had suppressed its effect by strong resistance, had left 
the apartment. Ii is consciousness, which he had possessed per- 
fectly during the interview, began to be very much disturbed. He 
felt a general sense that lie had incurred if great danger; that lie 
had rendered the Prince his enemy, and that he had betrayed to 
him a secret which might affect his own life. In this state of mind 
and body, it was not strange that lie should either dream, or else 
that his diseased organs should become subject to that species of 
phantasmagoria which is excited by the use of opium, lie thought 
that the shade of Queen Annabella stood by Ins bedside, and de- 
manded the youth whom she had placed under his charge, simple, 
virtuous, gay, and innocent. 

“ Thou hast rendered him reckless, dissolute, and vicious,” said 
the shade of pallid Majesty. “ Yet I thank thee, John of Kainoniy, 
ungrateful to me, false to thy word, and treacherous to my hopes. 
Thy hate shall counteract the evil which thy friendship has done to 
him. And well do I hope that, now thou art no longer his coun- 
sellor, a hitter penav.ee on earth may purchase my ill-fated child 
pardon and acceptance in a better world.” 

Ramorny stretched out his arms after his benefactress, and en- 
deavoured to express contrition and excuse; but the countenance 
of the apparition became darker and sterner, till it was no longer 
that of the llfle Queen, but presented the gloomy and haughty as- 
pect of the Black Douglas— -then the timid and sorroAvful face of 
King Robert, who seemed to mourn over the approaching dissolu- 
tion of his royal house— and then a group of fantastic features, 
partly hideous, partly ludicrous, which moped and chattered, and.* 
twisted themselves into unnatural and extravagant forms, if ridi- 
culing his endeavour to obtain an exact idea of their lineaments. 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 

A purple land, where law secures not life. 

Byron. 

The morning of Ash Wednesday arose pale and bleak, as usual at 
this season in Scotland, where the worst and most inclement weather 
often occurs in the early spring months. It was a severe day of 
frost, and the citizens had to sleep away the consequences of the pre- 
ceding holiday’s debauchery. The sun had therefore risen for an 
hour above the horizon, before there was any general appearance of 
life among the inhabitants of Perth, so that it was some time after 
daybreak, when a citizen, going early to mass, saw the body of the 
luckless Oliver Proudfute lying on its face, across the kcunel, in the 
manner in which he had fallen, under the blow, as our readers will 
easily imagine, of Anthony Bonthron, the “ boy of the belt,” that is, 
the executioner of the pleasure of John of ltauiorny. 

This early citizen was Allan Griffin, so termed because he was 
master of the Griffin inn; and the alarm which he raised soon 
'brought together, first straggling neighbours, and by-and-by a con- 
course of citizens. At first, from the circumstance of the well-known 
buff-coat, and the crimson feather in the head-piece, the noise arose 
that it was the stout Smith that lay there slain. This false rumour 
continued for some time ; for the host of the Griffin, who himself 
had been a magistrate, would not permit the body to be touched 
or stirred till Baillie Oragdallic arrived, so that the, face was not 
seen. 

“This concerns the Fair City, my friends,” he said; “and if it is 
the stout Smith of the Wynd who lies hero, the man lives not in 
Perth, who will not risk land and life to avenge him. Look you, 
the villains have struck him down behind his hack, for there is* not 
a man within ten Scotch miles of Perth, gentle or semple, Highland 
or Lowland, that would have met him face to face with such evil 
purpose. Oh, brave men of Perth ! the flower of your manhood has 
been cut down, and that by a base and treacherous hand ! ” 

A wild cry of fury arose from the people, who were fast as- 
sembling. 

“We will take him on our shoulders,” said a strong butcher; 
“ we will carry him to the King’s presence at the Dominican Con- 
vent.” 

“Ay, ay,” answered a blacksmith, “neither bolt nor bar shall beep 
us from the King ; neither monk nor inass shall break our purpose. 
A better armourer never laid hammer on anvil ! ” 

“To the Dominicans ! to the Dominicans!” shouted the assembled 
h people. 

“Bethink ymi^ burghers,” said another citizen, “our King is a 
good Kjng, and loves us like his children. It is the Douglas and the 
Duke of Albany that will not let good King Robert hear tlio dis- 
tresses of his people." 
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“Are wc to be slain in our own streets for the King's sol: ness of 
heart ? ” said the butcher. “ The Bruce did otherwise. It I!m; King 
will not keep us, we will keep ourselves. Iting the bells backward, 
every bell of them that is made of metal. Cry, and spare not, St 
Johnston's hunt is up ! ” 1 

“ Ay,” cried another citizen, “ and let us to the holds of Albany and 
the Douglas, aud burn them to the ground. Let the fires tell far and 
near, that Perth knew how to avenge her stout Henry Gow ! lie 
has fought a score of times for the Fair City’s right— let us show we 
can fight once to avenge his wrong. Hallo ! ho ! brave citizens, St 
Johnston’s hunt is up! ” 

This cry, the well-known rallying word amongst the inhabitants 
of Perth, and seldom heard but on occasions of general uproar, was 
echoed from voice to voice ; and one or two neighbouring steeples, 
of which the enraged citizens possessed themselves, either by consent, 
of the priests, or in spite of their opposition, began to ring out the 
ominous alarm-notes, in which, as the ordinary succession of the 
chimes were reversed, the bells were said to be rung backward. 

Still, as the crowd thickened, and the roar waxed more universal 
and louder, Allan Griffin, a burly man, with a deep voice, and well 
respected among high and low, kept his station as he bestrode the 
corpse, and called loudly to the multitude to keep back, and wait the 
arrival of the magistrates. 

“We must proceed by order in this matter, my masters; wc must 
have our magistrates at our head. They are duly chosen and elected 
in our town-null, good men ami true every one; we will not be called 
rioters, or idle perturbators of the king’s peace. Stand you still, ami 
make room, for yonder comes Bailie Oraigdallie, ay, and honest 
Simon Glover, to whom the Fair City is so much boumlen. Alas, 
alas, my kind townsmen ! his beautiful daughter was a bride yester- 
night— this morning the Fair Maid of Perth is a widow before she 
lias been a wife ! ” 

This new theme of sympathy increased the rage and sorrow of the 
crowd the more, as many women now mingled with them, who echoed 
back the alarm-cry to the men. 

“Ay, ay, St Johnston's hunt is up ! For the Fair Maid of Perth 
and the brave Henry Gow ! Up, up, every one of you, spare not for 
your akin-cutting ! To the stables ! — to the stables !— when the horse 
is gone the man-at-arms is useless— cut off the grooms and yeomen; 
lame, maim, and stab the horses : kill the base squires and pages. 
Let these proud knights meet us on their feet if they dare ! ” 

“ They dare not — they dare not,” answered the men; “their 
strength is in their horses and armour : and yet the Imughtv ami 
ungrateful villains have slain a man whose skill as an armourer 

was never matched in Milan or Venice To arms! to arms, brave 

burghers ! St Johnston's hunt is up ! ” 

Amid this clamour the magistrates and superior class of inhabi- 
tants witli difficulty obtained room to examine the body, haxing with 
them the town-clerk to take an official protocol, or, as it is still 


i See 2sute P, fit Jvhnrton't Hunt m up. 
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called, a precognition, of the condition in which it was found. To 
those delays the multitude submitted, with a patience and order 
which strongly marked the national character of a people, whose re- 
sentment has always been the more deeply dangerous, that they will, 
without relaxing their deicrmination of vengeance, submit*' with 
patience to all delays which are necessary to insure its attainment. 
TJie multitude, therefore, received their magistrates with a loud cry, 
in which the thirst of revenge was announced, together with the 
deferential welcome to the patrons by whose direction they expected 
to obtain it in right and legal fashion. 

While these accents of welcome still rung above the crowd, who* 
now filled the whole adjacent streets, receiving and circulating a 
thousand varying reports, the fathers of the city caused the body to 
be raised and more closely examined ; when it was instantly per- 
ceived, and the truth publicly announced, that not the armourer of 
the Wynd, so highly, and, according to the esteemed qualities of the 
time, so justly popular among his fellow-citizens; but a man of far 
less general estimation, though not without bis own value in society, 
lay murdered before them — the brisk llonnet-malcer, Oliver Proud- 
fute. The resentment of the people had so much turned upon the 
general opinion that their frank and brave champion, Henry Uow, 
was the slaughtered person, that the contradiction of the report 
served to cool the general fury, although, if poor Oliver had been re- 
cognised at first, there is little doubt that the cry of vengeance would 
have been as unanimous, though not probably so furious, as in the 
case of Henry Wynd . 1 The first circulation of the unexpected intel- 
ligence even excited a smile among the crowd, so near are the con- 
fines of the ludicrous to those of the terrible. 

“The murderers have without doubt taken him for Henry Smith," 
said Griffin, “which must, have been a great comfort to hint in the 
circumstances.” 

But the arrival of other persons on the scene soon restored its 
deeply tragic character. 


CHAP TIC ft XIX. 


Who’s that- that riiigd the bell? — DiabRs, ho ! 

The town will vise. — 

Othrilo, Act 2. Scene .1. 

Tjie wild rumours which flew through the town, speedily followed 
by the tolling of Ihe alarm-bells, spread general consternation. 
The nobles and knights, with their followers, gathered in different 
places of rendezvous, where a defence could best be maintained; 
and the alarm reached the royal residence, where the young Prince 
was one of the first to appear to assist, if necessary, in the defence 
of the old King* The scene of the preceding night ran in his recol- 
lection^ and, remembering the blood-stained figure of Bonthron, he 

1 .See Note Q. Henry Smith or Wynd. 
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conceived, though indistinctly, that the ruffian's action had been 
connected with tills uproar. The subsequent and more interesting 
discourse with Sir John ltamorny had, however, been of such an 
impressive nature as to obliterate all traces of what he had vaguely 
heard of the bloody act of the aMassin, excepting a confused recol- 
lection that some one or other had been slain. It was chiefly on his 
father’s account that he had assumed arms with his household train, 
who, clad in bright armour, and bearing lances in their hands, made 
now a figure very different from that of the preceding night, when 
they appeared as intoxicated Bacchanalians. The kind old monarch 
received this mark of filial attachment witli tears of gratitude, and 
proudly presented his son to his brother Albany, who entered shortly 
afterwards, lie took them each by the hand. 

“Now are we three Stewarts/ 7 he said, “as inseparable as the 
holy Trefoil ; and, as they say the wearer of that sacred herb mocks 
at magical delusion, so we, while we are true to each other, may set 
malice and enmity at defiance.” 

The brother and son kissed the kind hand which pressed theirs, 
while Robert 111. expressed his confidence in their affection. The 
kiss of the youth was, for the time, sincere ; that of the brother was 
the salute of the apostate Judas. 

In the mean time the bell of St Jolin’s church alarmed, amongst 
others, the inhabitants of Curfew Street. In the house of Simon 
Glover, old Dorothy Glover, as she was called (for she also took 
name from the trade she practised, under her master’s auspices), 
was the first to catch the sound. Though somewhat deaf upon 
ordinary occasions, her car for bad news was as sharp as a kite’s 
scent for carrion ; for Dorothy, otherwise an industrious, faithful, 
and even affectionate creature, had that strong appetite for collect- 
ing and retailing sinister intelligence which is often to he marked 
in the lower classes. Little accustomed to be listened to, they love 
the attention which a tragic tale insures to the bearer, and enjoy, 
perhaps, the temporary equality to which misfortune reduces those 
who arc ordinarily accounted their superiors. Dorothy had no sooner 
possessed herself of a slight packet of the rumours which were flying 
abroad than slie bounced into her master’s bedroom, who had taken 
the privilege of age and the holytiile to sleep longer than usual. 

“There he lies, honest man !” said Dorothy, half in a screeching, 
and half in a wailing tone. of sympathy, — “There he lies; his best 
friend slain, ami he knowing as little about it as the babe new born, 
that kens not life from death.” 

“ IIow now!” said the Glover, starting up out of his bed, — “What 
is the matter, old woman ? is my daughter well ?” 

“ Old woman ! ” said Dorothy, who, having her fish hooked, chose 
to let him play a little. " I am not so old, said she, flouncing out 
of the room, “ as to bide in the place till a man rises from his naked 
bed ■” 

And presently she was heard at a distance in the parlour beneath, 
melodiously singing to the scrubbing of her own broom. 

“ Dorothy — scrcechowl — devil, — say but my daughter is well ! v 

W I well, my father,” answered the Fair Maid of Perth, speak- 
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In^from her bedroom, “perfectly well; but what, for Our Lady’s 
sake, is the matter ? The bells ring backward, and there is shrieking 
and crying in the streets." 

“ I will presently know the cause. — Here, Conaclmr, come speedily 
and tie my points — I forgot — the Highland loon is far beyond Fort- 
ingall.— ratience, daughter, I will presently bring you news.” 

“Ye need not hurry yourself for that, Simon Glover,” quoth the 
obdurate old woman ; “ the best* and the worst of it may be tauld 
before you could hobble over your door-stane. I ken the haill story- 
abroad ; for, thought I, our goodman is so wilful, that he’ll be for 
banging out to the tuilzie, be the cause what it like ; and sae I maun 
e’en stir my shanks, and learn the cause of all this, or he will hae 
his auld nose in the midst of it, arid maybe get it nipt off before he 
knows what for.” 

“And what is the news, then, old woman?” said the impatient 
Glover, still busying himself with the hundred points or latchets, 
which were the means of attaching the doublet to the hose. 

Dorothy suffered him to proceed in his task till she conjectured it 
must be nearly accomplished ; and foresaw that, if she told not the 
secret herself, her master would be abroad to seek in person for the 
cause of the disturbance. She, therefore, hollowed out — “Aweel, 
aweel, ye canna say it is my fault, if you hear ill news before you 
have been at the morning mass. I would have kept it from ye till 
ye lmd heard the priest’s word; but since you must hear it, you have 
e’en lost the truest friend that ever gave hand to another, and Perth 
mauu mourn for the bravest burgher that ever took a blade in hand ! ” 

“Harry Smith! Harry Smith!” exclaimed the father and the 
daughter at once. 

“ Oh, ay, there ye liae it at last,” said Dorothy, “ and whasc fault 
was it hut your ain? — ye made such a piece of work about his coin- 
panying with a glee- woman, as if lie had eompanied with a Jewess !” 

Dorothy would have gone on long enough, but her master ex- 
claimed to his daughter, who was still in her own apartment, “It is 
nonsense, Catharine — all the dotage of an old fool. No such thing 
has happened. 1 will bring you the true tidings in a moment and 
snatching up his staff, the old man hurried out past Dorothy, and 
into the street, where the throng of people were rushing towards 
the High Street. Dorothy, in the mean time, kept muttering to her- 
self, “Thy father is a wise man, take his ain word for it. lie will 
come next l>y some scathe in the hobbleshow, and then it will be, 
Dorothy, get the lint, and Dorothy, spread the plaster ; but now it 
is nothing but nonsense, and a lie, and impossibility, that can corne 
out of Dorothy’s mouth — Impossible ! Does auld Simon think that 
Harry Smith’s head was as liard as his stithy, and a haill clan of 
Highlandmen dinging at him ?” 

Here she was interrupted by a figure like an angel, who came 
wandering by her with wild eye, cheek deadly pale, hair dishevelled, 
and an ^ipparev.t want of consciousness, which terrified the old 
woman out of her discontented humour. 

“ Out Lady bless my bairn ! ” said she. “ What look you sae wild 
for?” 
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“Did you not say some one was dead?” said Catharine, with a 
frightful uncertainty of utterance, as if her organs of speech and 
hearing served her but imperfectly. 

“Dead, hinny! Ay, ay, dead enough ; ye’ll no hae him to gloom 
at ony mair.” 

“Dead!” repeated Catharine, still with the same uncertainty of 
Voice and manner. “ Dead — slain— and hv Highlanders ? ” 

“ I’se warrant by Highlanders— the lawless loons. Wha is it elso 
that kills maist of the folk about, unless now and than when the 
burghers take a tirrivie, and kill ane another, or whiles that the 
kuights and nobles shed blood ? But I’se uphold it’s been the High* 
landmen this bout. The man was no in Perth, laird or loon, durst 
have faced Henry Smith man to man. There’s been sair odds 
against him; ye’ll see that when :t*s looked into.” 

“Highlanders!” repeated Catharine, as if haunted by some idea 
which troubled her senses. “Highlanders! — Oh, Conachar! Con- 
$ciiar!” 

“ Indeed, and 1 daresay you have lighted on the very man, Catha- 
rine. They quarrelled, as you saw, on the St Valentine’s Even, and 
had a warstle. A Ilighlandmaii has a long memory for the like of 
that. Gie him a cuff at Martinmas, and his cheek tfill be tingling 
at Whitsunday. But what could have brought down the lang-leggcd 
loons to do their bloody wark within burgh?” 

“Woe’s me, it was 1,” said Catharine ; “it was I brought tlic High- 
landers down — I that sent for Conachar— -ay, they have lain in wait 
—but it was I that brought them within reach of their prey. But I 
will sec with mine own eyes— and then— something we will do. Say 
to my father I will be back anon.” 

“Are ye distraught, lassie?” shouted Dorothy, as Catharine made 
past her towards the street door. “You would not gang into the 
street with the hair hanging down your hnffets in that guise, and you 
kenn’d for the Fair Maid of Perth ? — Mass ! but she’s out in the 
street, come o’t. what like, and the auld Glover will be as mad as if I 
couM withhold her, will she will she, flyte she fling she. — This is a 
brave morning for an Ash Wednesday! — What’s to be done! If I 
•were to seek my master among the multitude, I were like to be 
crushed beneath their feet, and little moan made for the old woman — 
And am I to run after Catharine, who ere this is out of sight, and far 
lighter of foot than I am? — so I will just down the gate to Nieol 
Barber’s, and tell him a’ about it.” 

While the trusty Dorothy was putting her prudent resolve into 
execution, Catharine raiv through the streets of Perth in a manner, 
which at another moment would have brought on her the attention 
of every one, who saw her hurrying on with a reckless impetuosity, 
wildly ami widely different from the ordinary deceucy and compo- 
sure of her step and manner, and without the plaid, scarf, or mantle, 
which “ women of good,” of fair character and decent rank, univer- 
sally carried arouud them, when they went abroad. , But distracted 
as the people were, every one inquiring or telling the cause of the 
tumult, and most recounting it different ways, the negligencerof her 
dress, and discomposure of her manner, made no impression on any 
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"me; and she was suffered to press forward on the path she had 
chosen, without attracting more notice than the other females, who, 
stirred by anxious curiosity or fear, had come out to inquire the 
cause of an alarm so general— it might be to seek for friends, for 
whose safety they were interested. 

As Catharine passed along, she felt all the wild influence of tho 
agitating scene, and it was with difficulty she forbore from repeating 
the cries of lamentation and alarm, which were echoed around her. 
In the mean time, she rushed rapidly on, embarrassed like one in a 
dream, with a strange sense of dreadful calamity, the precise nature 
of wliicli she was unable to define, but which implied the terrible 
consciousness, that the man who loved her so fondly, whose good 
finalities she so highly esteemed, and whom she now felt to be dearer 
than perhaps she would before have acknowledged to her own 
bosom, was murdered, and most probably by her means. The con- 
nection betwixt Henry's supposed death, and the descent of Conachar 
and Ins followers, though adopted by her in a moment of extreme 
and engrossing emotion, was sufficiently probable to have been 
received for truth, even if her understanding had been at leisure to 
examine its credibility. Without knowing what she sought, except 
the general desire to know the worst of the dreadful report, she hur- 
- vied forward to the very spot, which of all others lier feelings of the 
. preceding day would have induced her to avoid. 

Who would, upon the evening of Shrovetide, have persuaded the 
proud, the timid, the shy, the rigidly decorous Catharine Glover, that 
before mass on Ash Wednesday she should rush through the streets 
of Perth, making her way amidst tumult and confusion, with her 
hair unbound, and her dress disarranged, to seek the house of that 
same lover who, she had reason to believe, had so grossly and indeli- 
cately neglected and affronted her, as to pursue a low and licentious 
amour ! Yet so it was ; and her eagerness taking, as if by instinct, 
the road which was most free, she avoided the High Street, where 
the pressure was greatest, and reached the wynd by the narrow lanes 
on the northern skirt of the town, through which Henry Smith lftul 
formerly escorted Louise. But even these comparatively lonely 
‘passages were now astir with passengers, so general was the alarm. 

1 Catharine Glover made her way through them, however, while such 
as observed lier looked oil each other, and shook their heads in sym- 
pathy with her distress. At length, without any distinct idea of her 
own purpose, she stood before her lover's door, and knocked for 
admittance. 

The silence which succeeded the echoing^f her hasty summons 
increased the alarm which had induced her to take this desperate 
measure. 

“ Open — open, Henry ! ” she cried. “ Open, if you yet live ! — 
Open, if you would not find Catharine Glover dead upon your thres- 
hold!” 

^ As she cried thus franticly, to ears which she was taught to be- 
lieve were Stopped by death, the lover she invoked opened the door 
in person, just in time to prevent her sinking on the ground. The 
extremity of his ecstatic joy upon an occasion so unexpected, waa 
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qualified only by the wonder which forbade him to believe it rear, 
and by his alarm at the closed eyes, half-opened and blaucheddips, 
total absence of complexion, and apparently total cessationof breathing. 

Henry had remained at home, in spite of the general alarm, which 
had reached his ears for a considerable time, fully determined to put 
himself in the way of no brawls that he could avoid ; and it was only 
in compliance with a summons from the Magistrates, which, as a 
burgher, lie was bound to obey, that, taking his sword and a spare 
buckler from the wall, he was about to go forth, for the iirst time ‘ 
unwillingly, to nay his service, as his tenure bound him. 

• “It is hard/ he said, “to be put forward in all the town feuds, 
when the fighting work is so detestable to •Catharine. I am sur<M 
there are enough of wenches in Perth, that say to their gallants, 

* Go out— do your devoir bravely, and wiu your lady's grace;' and 
yet they send not for their lovers, but for me, wlio cannot do the 
duties of a man to protect a minstrel woman, or of a burgess who 
fights for the honour of his town, but this peevish Catharine uses me 
as if I were a brawler, and bordeller ! '' 

Such were the thoughts which occupied his mind, when, as lie 
opened his door to issue forth, the person dearest to liis thoughts, 
but whom be certainly least expected to see, was present to his'* 
eyes, and dropped into his arms. 4 

Ilis mixture of surprise, joy, and anxiety, did not deprive him of 
the presence of mind which the occasion demanded. To place 
Catharine Glover in safety, and recall her to herself, was to be 
thought of before rendering obedience to the summons of the Magis- 
trates, however pressingly that had been delivered. He canned his 
lovely burden, as light as a feather, yet more precious than the same 
quantity of purest gold, into a small bed-chamber which had been 
his mother's. It was the most fit for an invalid, as it looked into the 
garden, and vuis separated from the noise of the tumult. 

“Hero, Nurse— Nurse Shoolbred— come quick— come for death 
and life— here is one wants thy help ! ” 

*Un trotted the old dame. “ If it should but prove any one tllat 
will keep thee out of the scuffle”— for she also had been aroused by 
the noise— but what was her astonishment when, placed in love am : 
reverence on the bed of her late mistress, and supported by the 
athletic arms of her foster-son, she saw the apparently lifeless fom 
of the Fair Maid of Perth. “Catharine Glover!” she said; “and 
Holy Mother— a dying woman, as it would seem ! '' 

“ Not so, old woman,” said her foster-son ; “ the dear heart throb 
— the sweet breath c«es and returns ! Come thou, that may ai 
her more meetly than 1— bring water— essences— whatever thy ol 
skill can devise. Heaven did not place her in my arms to die, bi 
to live for herself and me ! ” 

AVith an activity which her ago little promised, Nurse Shoolbre 
collected the means of restoring animation ; for, like many wome 
of the period, she understood what was to be done ?n suebjeases, na 
possessed a knowledge of treating wounds of an ordinary descrii 
tion, which the warlike propensities of her foster-son kept in pret 
constant exercise. a 
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“ Coine now,” she said, “son Henry, unfold your arms from about 
my patient— though she is worth the pressing— and set thy hands at 
freedom to help me with what I want.— Nay, I will not insist on your 
quitting her hand, if you Will beat the palm gently, as the lingers 
unclose their clenched grasp.” 

“/ beat her slight beautiful hand!” said Henry; “you were as 
well bid me beat a glass cup with a forehammer, as tap her fair 
palm with my horn-hard fingers. — But the fingers do unfold, and we 
will find a better way than beating and he applied his lips to the 
pretty hand, whose motion indicated returning sensation. One or 
two deep sighs succeeded, and the Fair Maid of Perth opened her 
*eyes, fixed them on her lover, as he kneeled by the bedside, aud 
again sunk back on the pillow. As she withdrew not her hand from 
her lover’s hold or from his grasp, we must in charity believe that 
the return to consciousness was not so complete as to make her 
aware that he abused the advantage, by pressing it alternately to his 
lips and his bosom. At the same time we are compelled to own, that 
the blood was colouring in her cheek, and that her breathing was 
'leep and regular for a minute or two during this relapse. 

. The noise at the door began now to grow much louder, and Henry 
‘was called for by all his various names, of Smith, Gow, and llal of 
the Wynd, as heathens used to summon their deities by different 
’epithets. At last, like Portuguese Catholics when exhausted with 
entreating their saints, the crowd without had recourse to vitupera- 
tive exclamations. 

“ Out upon you, Henry ! You arc a disgraced man, mmtswovn to 
your burgher-oath, and a traitor to the Fair City, unless you come 
mstaffly forth ! ” 

It would seem that Nurse Slioolbred’s applications were now so 
far successful, that Catharine's senses were in some measure restored ; 
for turning her face more towards that of her lover, than her funner 
posture permitted, she let her right hand fall on his shoulder, leaving 
her left still in his possession, and seeming slightly to detaiu him, 
while she whispered, “.Do not go, Henry — stay with ine — they will 
.kill thee, these men of blood.” 

, It would seem that this gentle invocation, the result of finding the 
lover alive whom she expected to have onlv recognised as a corpse, 
though it was spoken so low as scarcely to be intelligible, bad more 
elfecfc to keep Henry Wynd in his present posture, than the repeat oil 
summons of many voices from without had to bring him down-stairs. 

“Mass, townsmen” cried one hardy citizen to his companions, 
“the saucy Smith but jests with us! Let ^is into the house, and 
bring him out by the lug and the horn.” 

“Take care what you are doing,” said a more cautious assailant 
“ The man that presses on Henry Gow's retirement may go into his 
house with sound bones, but will return with ready-made work for 
*Vhe surgeon.— But here comes one has good right to do our errand 
to him, and mak# the recreant hear reason on both sides of his 
head.” * , 

The person of whom this was spoken was no other than Simon 
Glover himself, lie had arri^pd at the fatal spot where the unlucky 
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Bonnet-maker’s body was lying, just in time to discover, to his great 
relief, that when it was turned with the face upwards by Bailie 
Craigdallie’s orders, the features of the poor braggart Proudfute 
-w^re recognised, when the crowd expected to behold those of their 
favourite champion Henry Smith. A laugh, or something approach- 
ing to one, went among those who remembered how hard Oliver had 
struggled to obtain the character of a fighting man, however foreign 
to his nature and disposition, and remarked now, that lie had met 
with a mode of death much better suited to his pretensions than to 
his temper. But this tendency to iil-timcd mirth, which savoured of’ 
the rudeness of the times, was at once hushed by the voice, and cries, 
and exclamations of a woman, who struggled through the crowd,* 
screaming at the same time, — “ Oh, my husband ! — my husband! ” 

Room was made for the sorrower, who was followed by two or three 
female friends. Mandie Proudfute had been hitherto only noticed 
as a good-looking, black-haired woman, believed to be dink* and dis- 
dainful to those whom she thought meaner or pooler than herself, 
and lady and empress over her late husband, whom she juickly 
caused to lower his crest when she chanced to hear him crowing out 
of season. But now, under the influence of powerful passion, she* 
assumed a far more imposing character. 

“Do you laugh,” she said, “you unworthy burghers of Pertlf, 
because one of your own citizens lias poured his blood into the' 
kennel ?— or do you laugh because the deadly lot has lighted on my 
husband? How has he deserved this? — Did lie not maintain an 
honest house by his own industry, and keep a creditable board, 
where the sick had welcome, and the poor had relief? DidAenot 
lend to those who wanted — stand by his neighbours as a mend — 
keep counsel, and do justice like a magistrate?” 

“ It is true, it is true,” answered the assembly ; “ liis blood is our 
blood, as much as if it were Henry Cow’s ” 

“You speak truth, neighbours,” said Bailie Craigdallie ; “and 

this feud cannot be patched up as the former was Citizen’s blood 

must not flow unavenged down our kennels, as if it were ditch-water, - 
or we shall soon see the broad Tay crimsoned with it. But this blow, 
was never meant for the poor man on whom it lias unhappily fallen- ^ 
Every one knew what Oliver Proudfute was, how wide he would ^ 
speak, and how little lie would do. lie has Henry Smith’s buff-coat, 
target, and head-piece. All the town know them as well as I do ; 
there is no doubt on’t. lie had the trick, as you know, of trying to 
imitate the Smith in most things. Some one blind with rage, or 
perhaps through liquor, lias stricken the innocent Bonnet-maker, 
whom no man either lmted or feared, or, indeed, eared cither much 
or little about, instead of the stout Smith, who lias twenty feuds upon 
his hands.” 

“ What then is to be done, Bailie ?” cried the multitude. 

“ That, my friends, your magistrates will determine for you, as wo*, 
shall instantly meet together when Sir Patrick .Charteris cometh 
here, which must be anon. Meanwhile, let the chirurgeoh Dwining 
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examine that poor piece of clay, that he may tell us how he came by 
his fatal death ; and then let the corpse be swathed in a clean shroud, 
as becomes an honest citizen, and placed before the high altar in the 
church of St John, the patron of the Fair City. Cease all clamour 
and noise, and every defensible man of you, as you would wish well 
to the Fair Town, keep his weapons in readiness, and be prepared 
to assemble on the High Street, at the tolling of the common bell 
from the Town-house, and we will either revenge the death of our 
fellow-citizen, or else we shall take such fortune as heaven will send 
Tus. Meanwhile, avoid all quarrelling* with the knights aud their 

followers, till we know the innocent from the guilty But wherefore 

Carries this knave Smith ? He is ready enough in tumults when his 
presence is not wanted, and lags lie now when his presence may serve 
the Fair City ?— What ails him, doth any one know ? Hath he been 
upon the frolic last Fastern’sKven?” 

“ Bather ho is sick or sullen, Master Bailie,” said one of the city’s 
mail’s, or sergeants ; “ for though he is within door, as his knaves 
report, yet he will neither answer to us nor admit us ” 

“ So please your worship, Master Bailie,” said Simon Clover, <e J. 
will go myself to fetch Henry Smith. 1 have some little difference 
jeo make up with him. And blessed be Our Lady, who bath so 
'ordered it, that I find him alive, as a quarter of an hour since I could 
’ll ever have expected ! ” 

“ Bring the stout Smith to the Council-house,” said the Bailie, as 
a mounted yeoman pressed through the crowd, and whispered in his 
ear,—' “ Here is a good fellow, who says the Knight of Kinfauns is 
enter* the port.” 

Sucmnvas the occasion of Simon Glover presenting himself at the 
house of Henry Cow at the period already noticed. 

Unrestrained by the considerations of doubt and hesitation which 
influenced others* he repaired to the parlour; and having overheard 
the bustling of Dame Shoolbred, lie took the privilege of intimacy to 
ascend to the bedroom, and, with the slight apology of— “I crave 
• your pardon, good neighbour,” lie opened the door, and entered tl>c 
-apartment, where a singular* and unexpected sight awaited him. 
i At the sound of his voice, May Catharine experienced a revival much 
speedier than Dame Shoo] broil’s restoratives had been able to pro- 
duce ; and the paleness of her complexion changed into a deep glow 
of the most lovely red. She pushed her lover from her with both 
her hands, which, until this minute, her want of consciousness, . or 
her affection, awakened by the events of the morning, had well-nigh 
abandoned to his caresses. Henry Smith, bashful as we know him, 
stumbled as lie rose up ; and none of tlie party were without a share 
of confusion, excepting Dame Shoolbred, who was glad to make 
some pretext to turn her back to the others, in order that she 
might enjoy a laugh at their expense, which she felt herself utterly 
■^vnable to restrain, and in which the Clover, whose surprise, though 
great, was^of short duration, and of a joyful character, sincerely 
joined. . 

“ Now, by good St John,” lie said, “ I thought I had seen a sight 
this morning that would cure me of laughter, at least till Lent was 
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over ; but this would make me curl my check, if I were dying. 
Why, here stands honest Henry Smith, who was lamented as dead, 
and toll’d out for from every steeple in town, alive, merry, and, as jt 
seems from his ruddy complexion, as like to live as any man in 
Perth. And here is my precious daughter, that yesterday would 
speak of nothing but the wickedness of the wights that haunt pro- 
fane sports and protect glee-maidens — Ay, she who set St Valentine 
and St Cltpid both at defiance,— here she is, turned a glee-maiden 
herself, for what I can see ! Truly I am glad to see that you, ray 
good Dame Shoolbred, who give way to no disorder, have been of 
this loving party.” 

“ You do me wrong, my dearest father,” sahl Catharine, as if about' 
to weep. “ I came here with far different expectations than you 
suppose. 1 only came because — because ” 

“ Because you expected to find a dead lover,” said her father, 
“and you have found a living one, who can receive the tokens of 
your regard, and return them. Now, were it not a sin, I could find 
in my heart to thank llcaven that thou hast been surprised at last 
into owning thyself a woman— Simon Glover is not worthy to have 
an absolute saint for his daughter.— Nay, look not so piteously, nor,' 
expect condolence from me ! Only I will try not to look merry, iff 
you will be pleased to stop your tears, or confess them to be tears 
of joy.” 

“If I were to die for such a confession,” said poor Catharine, “1 
could not tell what to call them. Only believe, dear father, and 
let Henry believe, that I would never have come hither, unless— 
unless ” 

“Unless you had thought that Henry could not come tTyou,” 
said her father. “ And now, shake hands in peace and concord, and* 
agree as Valentines should. Yesterday was Shrovetide, Henry — 
We will hold that thou hast confessed thy follies, hast obtained 
absolution, and art relieved of all the guilt thou stoodest charged 
with” 

“Nay, touching that, father Simon,” said the Smith, “now that * 
you are cool enough to hear me, I can* swear on the Gospels, and I- 
can call my nurse, Dame Shoolbred, to witness ” 

“Nay, nay,” said the Glover, “ but wherefore rake up differences, 
which should all. be forgotten ?” 

“ 1 lark yc, Simon !— Simon Glover ! ” This was now echoed from 
beneath. 

“True, son Smith,” said the Glover, seriously, “we have other 
work in hand. You and 1 must to the council instantly. Catharine 
shall remain here with Dame Shoolbred, who will take charge of 
her till wc return ; and then, as the town is in misrule, we two, 
llarry, will carry her home, and they will be bold men that cross us.” 

“Nay, my dear father,” said Catharine, with a smile, “now you 
are taking Oliver Proudfute’s office. That doughty burgher if 
Henry’s bi other-at-arms.” 

Her father’s countenance grew dark. 

“ You have spoke a stinging word, (laughter ; but you know not 
what has happened.— Kiss him, Catharine, in token of forgiveness.” 
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'“Not so” said Catharine; “I have doiTo him too much grace 
already. When lie has seen the errant damsel safe home, it will be 
time enough to claim his reward.” 

“Meantime,” said Henry, “I will claim, as your host, what you 
will not allow me on other terms.” 

lie folded the fair maiden in his arms, and was permitted to take 
the salute which she had refused to bestow. 

As they descended the stair together, the old man laid his hand 
on the Smith’s shoulder, and said, “Henry, my dearest wishes are ful- 
‘filled ; hut it is the pleasure of the saints that it should be in an hour 
of difficulty and terror.” 

. “True,”' said the Snfltli; “but thou knowest, father, if our riots 
he frequent at Perth, at least they seldom last long.” 

Then, opening a door which led from the house into the smithy, 
“ Hero, comrades,” he cried, “Anton, Cuthbert, Dingwell, and Iting- 
an ! Let none of you stir from the place till l return. Be as true 
as the weapons 1 have taught you to forge : a French crown and a 
Scotch merry-making for you, if you obey my command. I leave a 
mighty treasure in your charge. Watch the doors well— let little 
yjannehin scout up and down the wynd, and have your arms ready if 
Amy one approaches the house. Open the doors to no man, till Father 
/Hover or I return ; it concerns my life and happiness.” 

!" The strong swarthy giants to whom lie spoke, answered, “ Death 
to him who attempts it ! ” 

“My Catharine is now safe,” said he to her father, “as if twenty 
men garrisoned a royal castle in her cause. We shall pass most 
quictMo the Council-house by walking through the garden.” 

Ho led the way through a little orchard accordingly, where the 
birds, which had been sheltered and fed during the winter by the 
good-natured artisan, early in the season as it was, were saluting the 
precarious smiles of a February sun, with a few faint and interrupted 
attempts at melody. 

“Hear these minstrels, father,” said the Smith; “I laughed at 
them this morning in the bitterness of my heart, because the little 
■wretches sung, with so much m winter before them. But now me- 
blinks, I could hear a blithe chorus, for I have my Valentine as they 
have theirs ; and whatever ill may lie before me for to-morrow, T am 
to-day the happiest man in Perth, city or county, burgh or land ward.” 

“ Yet 1 must allay your joy,” said the old Glover, “ though, Heaven 
knows, 1 share it —Poor Oliver Proudfute, the inoffensive fool that 
you and I knew so well, has been found this morning dead in the 
streets.” 

“ Only dead drunk, I trust ? ” said the Smith ; <e nay, a caudle and 
a dose of matrimonial advice will bring him to life again.” 

“ No, Henry, no. He is slain— slam with a battle-axe, or some 
such weapon.” 

, “ Impossible! ” replied the Smith ; “he was light-footed enough, 

r;md would uot for All Perth have trusted to his hands, when he could 
* extricate himself by his heels.” 

“ No choice was allowed him. The blow was dealt in the very 
back of bis head ; ho who struck must have been a shorter man than 
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himself, and used a horseman's battle-axe, or some such weapon, fc 
a Loehaber-axe must have struck ihe upper part of his head— J3u 
there he lies dead, brained, I may say, by a most frightful wound.” 

“ This is inconceivable,” said llenry Wyud. “ lie was in my lions 
at midnight, in a morricer’s habit; seemed to have been drinking 
though not to excess. He told me a tale of having been beset b 
revellers, and being in danger ; but, alas 1 you know the man ; 
deemed it was a swaggering fit, as he sometimes took when lie wa 
in liquor; and, may the Merciful Virgin forgive me! I let him g* 
without company, in which I did him inhuman wrong. Holy St Join 
he my witness ! 1 would have gone with any helpless creature : am 
far more with him, with whom I have so oftcirsat at the same hoard 
and drunken of the same cup. Who, of the race of man, could have 
thought of harming a creature so simple, and so unoffending, except 
ing by his idle vaunts ! ” 

“JJcnrv, lie wore thy liead-piecc, thy buff-coat, thy target— How 
came he tv these ? ” 

u Why, lie demanded the use of them for the night, and 1 was ill 
at ease, "and well pleased to be rid of his company ; having kept nc 
holiday, and being determined to keep none, m respect of our mis- 
understanding.” 

“ it is the opinion of lhiilie Oraigdallie, and all our sagest counsel 
lors, that the blow' was intended for yourself, and that it becomes you 
to prosecute the due vengeance of our fellow-citizen, who received 
the death which was meant for you.” 

The $mitli was for some time silent. They had now left the gar- 
den, and were walking in a lonely lane, by which they meant^o ap- 
proach the Council-house of the burgh, without being exposed to 
observation or idle inquiry. 

“ You are silent, my son, yet we two have much to speak of,” said 
Simon Glover. " Bethink thee that this widowed woman, Maudlin, 
if she should see couse to bring a charge against any one for the 
wrong done to her and her orphan children, must support it by a 
champion, according to law and custom ; for be the murderer who 
he may, >ve know 7 enough of these folMrcrs of the nobles to be as- 
sured, that the party suspected will appeal to the combat, in derision, 
perhaps, of those whom they will call the cowardly burghers. While 
we are men with blood in our veins, this must not be, Henry 
Wynd.” 

’* I see where you would draw me, father,” answered Henry, de- 
jectedly; “ and St John knows I have heard a summons to battle as 
willingly an war-horse ever heard the trumpet. But bethink you, 
father, how 1 have lost Catharine’s favour repeatedly, and have bocu 
driven well-nigh to despair of ever regaining it, for being, if 1 may 
say so, even too ready a man of my hands. And here arc all our 
quarrels made up, and the hopes, that seemed this morning removed 
beyond earthly prospect, have become nearer aud brighter than ever f 
and must I, with the dear one’s kiss of forgivcness«on my lips, engage 
in a new scene of violence, which you are well aware will give her 
the deepest offence: ” 

“ it is hard for me to advise you, Henry,” said Simon ; “ but this 
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J must ask you- Have you, or have you not, reason to think, that 
. this poor unfortunate Oliver has been mistaken for you?” 

“’1 fear it too much ” said Henry, “lie was thought something 
like me, and the poor fool had studied to ape my gestures and manner 
of walking, nay, the very airs which I have the trick of whistling, 
that he might increase a resemblance which has cost him dear. I 
have ill-willers enough, both in burgh and landward, to owe me a 
shrewd turn ; and he, I think, could have none such.” 

“ Well, Henry, I cannot say but my daughter will be offended. 
She has been much with Father Clement, and lias received notions 
about peace and forgiveness, which methinks suit ill with a country 
where the laws cannot protect us, unless we have spirit to protect 
ourselves. If you determine for the combat, I will do my nest to 
persuade her to look on the matter as the other good womanhood in 
the burgh will do ; and if you resolve to let the matter rest— the man 
who has lost his life for yours remaining unavenged — the widow and 
the orphans without any reparation for the loss of a husband and 
father— 1 will then do you the justice to remember, that I, at least, 
ought not to think the worse of you for your patience, since it was 
adopted for love of my child. But, llenry, we must in that case re- 
move ourselves from bonny St Johnston, for here we will be but a 
disgraced family.” 

Henry groaned deeply, and was silent for an instant, then replied, 
u I would rather be dead than dishonoured, though 1 should never 
see her again! Had it been yester evening, 1 would have met the 
best blade among these men-at-arms as blithely as ever I danced at 
a Maypole. But to day, when she had first as good as said, ‘Henry 
Smith} 1 love thee !' — Father Glover, it is very hard. Yet it is all 
my own fault ! This poor unhappy Oliver! I ought to have allowed 
him the shelter of my roof, when he prayed me in his agony of fear; 
or, had I gone with him, I should then have prevented or shared his 
fate. But 1 taunted him, ridiculed him, loaded him with maledic- 
tions, though the saints know they were uttered in idle peevishness 
of impatience. I drove him out from my doors, whom I knew so 
helpless, to take the fate wjgcli was perhaps intended for me. I 
‘must avenge him, or he dishonoured for ever. See, father— 1 have 
been called a man hard as the steel 1 work in — Does burnished steel 
ever drop tears like those? — Slmme on me that I should shed them!” 

“ It is no shame, my dearest son,” said Simon ; “thou art as kind 
as brave, and I have always known it. There is yet a plmnce for us. 
No one maybe discovered to whom suspicion attaches, and where 
none such is found, the combat cannot take place. It is a lull’d thing* 
to wish that the innocent blood may not be avenged. But if the per- 
petrator of this foul murder be hidden for the present, thou wilt be 
saved from the task of seeking that vengeance which Heaven, doubt- 
less, will take at its own proper time.” 

As they spoke thus, they arrived at the point of the High Street 
^/here the Council-house was situated. As they reached the door, 
^ and made isfeeir way through the multitude who thronged the street, 
tliev foupd the avenues guarded by a select party of armed burghers, 
and” about fifty spears belonging to the Knight of Kinfauns, who, 
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with liia fillies 5 tlio Grays, Blairs, Moucrciffs, and others, had brought 
to Perth a considerable body of horse, of which Ihese were a part. 
So soon as the Glover and Smith presented themselves, they wore 
admitted to the chamber in which the magistrates were assembled. 


CHAPTER XX. 

A woman wails for justice at the gate, 

A widow’d woman, wan and desolate. 

r ltBRTHA. 

The Council-room of Perth 1 presented a singular spectacle. In a 
gloomy apartment, ill and inconveniently lighted by two windows of 
different form and of unequal size, wore assembled, around a large 
oaken table, a group of men, of whom those who occupied the higher 
scats were merchants, that is, guild brethren or shopkeepers, arrayed 
in decent dresses becoming their station, hut most. of them hearing, 
like the Jicgent York, “signs of war around their aged necks;” 
gorgets, namely, and bnldricks, which su«tained*tlieir weapons. The 
lower places around the table were occupied by mechanics and arti- 
sans, tlie presidents, or deacons, as they were termed, of the work- 
ing-classes, in their ordinary clothes, somewhat better arranged than 
usual. These too wore pieces of armour of various descriptions. 
Some* had the Mack jack, or doublet, covered with small plates of 
iron of a, lozenge shape, which, secured through the upper angle, 
hung in rows above each, and which, swaying with the motion of the 
wearer's person, formed a secure defence to the body. Others had 
huff-coats, which, as already mentioned, could resist the blow of a 
sword, sind even a lances point, unless propelled with great force. 
At the bottom of the lable, surrounded as it was with this varied 
assembly, sat Sir Louis Lundin ; no military man, but a priest and 
parson of c$t. John’s, arrayed in his canonical dress, and having his t 
pen and ink before, him. lie was towmclerk of the burgh, and, like, 
all the priests of the period (who were called from that circumstance- 
the Pope’s knights), received the honourable title of Dorninv*, con- 
tracted into Dom. or Dan. or translated into 8 in, the title of rever- 
ence due to the M*culnr chivalry. 

On an elevated scat, at the head of the council-board, was placed 
Sir Patrick Charloris, in complete armour brightly burnished ^ a 
singular contrast, to the motley mixture of warlike and peaceful 
attire exhibited by the burghers, who were only called to arms 
occasionally. The bearing of the Provost, while it completely 
admitted the intimate connection which mutual interests had created 
betwixt himself, the burgh, and the magistracy, was at the same time 
calculated to assert the superiority, which, in virtue of gentle blood 
and chivalrous rank, the opinions of the age assigned to him over the 
members of the assembly in which he presided. Two venires stood r 
behind him, one of them holding the knight's pennon, and, another " 

B«e Hot© R. The Council*room 
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his shield, hearing; his armorial distinctions, being a hand holding a 
dagger, or short sword, with the proud motto, This is my charter. 
A. handsome page displayed the long sword of his master, and another 
bore his lance; all which chivalrous emblems and appurtenances 
were the move scrupulously exhibited, that the dignitary to whom 
they belonged was engaged in discharging' the office of a burgh 
magistrate. In his own person, the Knight of Kinfauns appeared 
to ailed something of state and stiffness, which did not naturally 
pertain to his frank and jovial character. 

“ So you are come at length, Henry Smith and Simon Glover,’* 
said the Provost. “ Know that you have kept us waiting for your 
attendance. Should U so chance again while wo occupy this place, 
we will lay such a line on you as you will have small pleasure in 
paying. Enough— make no excuses.- They are not asked now, and 
another time they will not be admitted. * Know, sirs, that our 
reverend clerk hath taken down in writing, and at full length, wliafc 
I will tell } T ou in brief, that you may sec wlmt is to he required of 
you, Henry Smith, in particular. Our late follow-citizen, Oliver 
Froudfute, hath been found dead in the High Street, close by the 
entrance into the Wynd. It seemetli he was slain hy a, heavy ’blow 

) with a short axe, dealt from behind end at unawares: and the act 
hy which he fell can only be termed a deed of foul and forethought 

- murder. So much for the crime. The criminal can only be 
indicated by circumstances. It is recorded in the protocol of the 
Reverend Sir Louis Lnn din, that divers well-reputed witnesses saw 
our deceased citizen, Oliver Prowlfute, till a late period, accompany- 
ing the Entry of the morrice- dancers, 1 of whom he was one, as fur as 
the house of Simon Glover in Curfew Street, where they again 
played their pageant. Jt is also manifested, that at this place he 
separated from the rest of the hand, after some discourse with Simon 
Glover, and made an appointment to meet with the others of his 
company at the sign of the Griffin, there Jo conclude the holiday. — 
Now, Simon, 1 demand of yon whether this he truly stated, so far as 
you know? and, further, what was the purport of the defunct. Oliver 
iToudfute’s discourse with y<*i?” 

- “My Lord Provost and very worshipful Sir Patrick,” answered 
Sinion Glover, you and this honourable council shall know, that, 
touching certain reports which had been made, of the conduct, of 
Henry Smith, some quarrel had arisen between myself and another 
of my family, and Die said Smith here present. Nrw^Hhis our poor 
fellow-citizen, Oliver Froudfute, having been active' j# spreading 
these reports, as indeed his element lay in such gONupred, some 
words passed betwixt, him and moon the subject: and, ns T think, he 
left me with the purpose of visiting Henry Smith, for lie broke off 
from the morrice-daneers, promising, as it seems, to meet them, as 
your honour has said, at the sign of the Griffin, in order to conclude, 
the evening. But what lie actually did, I know not, as I never again 

( saw him in life.” » 

' “ It is cftTftigh,” said Sir Patrick, “ and agrees with all that we 
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have lioavd. — Now, worthy sirs, we next find our poor h-llow-citizen 
environed by a set of revellers and maskers, who had a-sembled in 
the High Street, by whom he was shamefully ill treated, being com- 
pelled to kneel down in the street, and there to quaff huge quantities 
of liquor against his inclination, until at length he escaped from them 
by flight. This violence was accomplished with drawn swords, loud 
shouts, and imprecations, so as to attract the attention of several 
persons, who, alarmed by the tumult, looked out from tin ir windows, 
as well as of one or two passengers, who, keeping aloof from the 
light of the torches, lest they also had been maltreated, beheld the ' 
usage which our fellow-citizen received in the High Street of the 
burgh. { And although these revellers were? disguised, and used 
g^pjifdsr yet their disguises were well known, being a set of quaint 
~kifig habits, prepared some weeks ago by command of Sir John 
uorny, Master or the Horse to his Royal Highness the Duke of 
Rothsay, Prince Royal of Scotland.” 

A low groan went through the assembly. 

“ Yjgu so it is, brave burghers,” continued Sir Patrick ; “ our in- 
qnir$H|ftve led us into conclusions both melancholy and terrible. 
But as no one can regret the point at which they seem likely to arrive 
.more than I do, so no man living can dread its consequences less. It 
is even so — various artisans employed upon the articles, have 


described the dresses prepared for < Sir John Ramdrn/s m^k as 
being exactly similar to those of the men by whppxOHve* PrdHiiHftie 
was observed to be maltreated. And one meclmpid,;bei^g Wingfield 
the feather-dresser, who saw the revellers when tl^y lma eur iellow- 
citizen within their hands, remarked that they wore the cinctures 
and coronals of painted feathers, which he himself luid made by the 
order of the Prince’s Master of the Horse. « 

“After the moment of his escape from these revellers, we lose all 
trace of Oliver; but we can prove that the maskers went to Sir 
John Ramorny’s, where they were admitted, after some show of de- 
lay. It. is rumoured that thou, Henry Smith, sawesfc our unhappy 
fellow citizen after he had been in the hands of these revellers — 
What is the truth of that matter ?” 


“ He came to my house in the Wynd,” said Henry, “ about half an 
hour before midnight ; and I admitted him, something unwillingly, 
as he had been keeping carnival while I remained at home ; and 
there is ill talk/payg the provevb, betwixt a full man and a fasting.” 

“And in wmcli plight seemed he when thou didst admit him?” 
said the Provost. 

“ He seemed,” answered the Smith, “ out of breath, and talked 
repeatedly of having been endangered by revellers. I paid but 
small regard, for he was. ever a timorous, chicken-spirited, though 
well-meaning man, and I held that lie was speaking more from fancy 
than reality. But I shall always account it for foul offence in myself 
that I did not give him my company, which he requested ; and if I 
live, I will found masses for his soul, in expiation of my_jgflilt." 

“Did he describe those from whom he received the injury?” said * 
the Provost. 

“ Revellers in masking habits,” replied Henry. 
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Ami did lie intimate his fear of having to do with them on his 
return ?” again demanded Sir Patrick. 

“ He alluded particularly to his being waylaid, which I treated as 
visionary, having been able to sec no one in the lane.” 

“Had lie then no help from thee of any kind whatsoever?” said 
the Provost. 

“Yes, worshipful,” replied the Smith; “he exchanged his mor- 
rice-dress for my head-piece, buff- coat, and target, which 1 hear were 
found upon his body; and I have at home his morrice-cap and bells, 
with the jerkin ana other things pertaining. He was to return my 
garb of fence, and get back Ins own masking-suit this day, had the 
saints so permitted.” * 

“ You saw him not then afterwards ? ” 

“ Never, my lord.” 

“One word more,” said the Provost. “Have you any reason to 
think that the blow which slew Oliver Proudfutc was meant for 
another man ?” 

“ I have,” answered the Smith ; “ but it is doubtful, and may be dan- 
gerous to add such a conjecture, which is besides only a supposition.” 

“ Speak it out, on your burgher faith and oath— For whom, think 
you, was the blow meant ? ” 

“If I must speak,” replied Henry, “I believe Oliver Proudfutc 
received the fate which was designed for myself; the rather that, in 
his folly, Oliver spoke of trying to assume my manner of walking, 
as well as my dress.” 

“ Have you feud with any one, that you form such an idea ?” said 
Sir Patrick Oharteris. 

“ To my shame and sin be it spoken, I have feud with Highland 
and Lowland, English and Scot, Perth and Angus. I do not believe 
poor Oliver had feud with a new-hatched chicken. — Alas! he was 
the more fully prepared for a sudden call ! ” * 

“Hark ye, Smith ” said the Provost,— “Answer me distinctly— Is 
there cause of feud between the household of Sir John Ramopiy 
and yourself ?” 

“ To a certainty, my lord, there is. It is now generally said that 
Block Quentin, who went over Tay to Fife some days since, was the 
owner of the hand which was found in Couvrefew Street upon the 
eve of St Valentine. It was 1 who struck off that hand with a blow 
of my broadsword. As this Black Quentin was a chamberlain of 
Sir Johu, and much trusted, it is like there must be feud between 
me and his master’s dependents.” 

“ It bears a likely front, Smith,” said Sir Patrick Char ten's. — 
“ And now, good brothers and wise magistrates, there are two sup- 
positions, each of which leads to the same conclusion. The maskers 
who seized our fellow-citizen, and misused him in a manner of 
which his body retains some slight marks, may have met with their 
former prisoner as he returned homewards, and finished their ill- 
usage by tnJijmg ITis life, lie himself expressed to Henry Gow fears 
that this would be the case. If this be really true, 011c or more of 
Sir John ltamorny’s attendants must have been the assassins. But 
I tliinlc it more likely that one or two of ihe revellers may have 
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remained on the field, or returned to it, having* changed perhaps 
their disguise, and that to those men (for Oliver Proudfute, in his 
own personal appearance, would only have been a subject of sport) 
his apparition in the dress, and assuming, as he proposed to do, the 
manner, of Henry Smith, was matter of deep hatred ; and that, see- 
ing him alone, they had taken, as they thought, a certain and safe 
mode to rid themselves of an enemy so dangerous as all men know 
Henry Wynd is accounted by those that* are his unfriends. The 
same train of reasoning, again, rests the guilt with the household of 
Sir John liamorny. — How think you, sirs? Are v»e not free to 
charge the crime upon them ? ” 9 

The Magistrates whispered together for several minutes, and thin 
replied hy the voice of Bailie Craigdallie, — “ Noble Knight, and our 
worthy Provost,— wc agree entirely in what your wisdom lias spoken 
concerning this dark and bloody matter; nor do we doubt your saga- 
city in tracing to the fellowship and the company of John Kamorny 
of that Ilk, die villany which hath been done to our deceased follow- 
citizen, whether in his own character and capacity, or as mistaking 
him for our brave townsman, lleury of the Wynd/ But Sir John, in 
his own behalf, and as the Prince’s Master of the Horse, maintains 
an extensive household : and as of course the charge will he rehutted 
by a denial, wo would ask, how we shall proceed in that case?*— It is 
true, could we find law for firing the lodging, and putting all within 
it to the sword, die old proverb of ‘short rede, good rode,’ might 
here apply; for a fouler household of defiers of God, destroyers of 
men, and debauchees of women, are nowhere sheltered than are in 
Ramorny’s band. But I doubt that this summary mode of execution 
would scarce be borne out by die .laws; and no little of evidence 
which 1 have heard will tend to JL\ the crime on any single- .indi- 
vidual or individuals.” 

Before the Provost could reply, the Town-Oierk arose, and. invok- 
ing his venerable board, craved permission to speak, which was 
inatn-nhy granted. — “Brethren/’ he said, “as well in our fathers' 
time as ours, hath God, on being rightly appealed to, condescended 
to make manifest the crimes of the guilty, and the innocence of 
tho>e who may have been rashly accused. Bet us demand from our 
Sovereign Lord, King Robert, who, when the wicked do not inter- 
fere to pervert his good intentions, is as just and dement a Prince 
as our annals can show in their long line, in the name of the Pair 
City, and of all tho Commons in Scotland, that he give us, after 
the fashion of our ancestors, the means of appealing to Heaven for 
light upon this dark murder. We will demand the proof by tier- 
1 'i'jld , often granted in the days of our Sovereign's ancestors, ap- 
proved of by- bulls and decretals, and administered by the great 
Emperor Charlemagne in France, by King Arthur in Britain, -and by 
Gregory the Great, and the mighty Admins, in Ihi^ our land of 
Scotland.” v 

“ J have heard of I ho bier- right. Sir Louis,” quoth “if 6 Provost, 
“and I know we have it in our charters of the Fair City ; “but I ani 
something ill-learned in the ancient laws, and would pray you to 
inform us more distinctly of its nature” 
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“We will demand of the King*,” said Sir Louis Luiidm, "my 
advice being- taken, that the body of our murdered fellow-citizen bo 
transported into the High Church of St John, 1 and suitable masses 
said for the benefit of his soul, and for the discovery of his foul mur- 
der. Meantime, we shall obtain an order that Sir John Kamorny 
give lip a list of such of Ms household as were in Perth in the course 
of the night between Pastern’s Even and this Ash- Wednesday, and 
become bound to present them on a certain day and hour, to be early 
named, in the High Church of St John ; there one by one to pass 
before the bier of our murdered fellow-citizen, and in the form pre- 
scribed to cull upon God and Ids saints to bear witness that he is 
innocent of ihe acting, art or part, of the murder. Ami credit me, 
as has been indeed proved by numerous instances, that if the mur- 
derer shall endeavour to shroud himself by making such an appeal, 
the antipathy which subsists between the dead body, ami the hand 
which dealt tile fatal blow that divorced it from the soul, will awaken 
some imperfect life, under the influence of which the veins of the 
dead man will pour forth at the fatal wounds the blood which has 
been so long stagnant in the veins. Or, to speak more certainly, it 
L the pleasure of Heaven, by some hidden agency which we cannot 
comprehend, Yo leave open this mode of discovering the wickedness 
of him* who has defaced the image of his Creator.” 

“] have heard this law talked of,” said »Sir Patrick, “ and it was 
enforced in the Bruce’s time. This surely is no unfit period to seek, 
by such a mystic inode of inquiry, the truth, to which no ordinary 
means can give us access, seeing that a general accusation of Sir 
.John’s household would full surely bo met by a general denial. Yet, 
1 must crave farther of fcir Louis, our reverend town-clerk, how we 
shall prevent the guilty person from escaping in the interim?” 

-Tho burghers will maintain a. strict watch upon the wall, draw- 
bridges shall be raised, and portcullises lowered, from sunset to sun- 
rise, and strong patrol* maintained through the night. This guard 
(lie burghers- will willingly maintain, to secure against the escape of 
the murderer of their town.-*.uan.” 

The rest, of the counsellors acquiesced, by word, sign, and look, in 
this proposal. 

"Again,” said the Provost, “what if any one of the suspected 
household refuse to submit to the ordeal of bier- right?” 

“ lie may appeal to that, of combat,” said the reverend city scribe, 
“with an opponent of equal rank; because ihe accused person must 
have his choice, in the appeal to the judgment of God, by what 
ordeal he will bo tried. But if lie refuses both, he must he held as 
guilty, and so punished.” _ 

The sages of the council unanimously agreed with ihe opinion of 
their Provost, and Town Clerk, and lvsolved. i.i all formality, to 
petition tin* King, es u matter of right, that the murder of their fel- 
low idti/.en -JmiiT^L be inquired into according h* ibis nm-.ient form, 
which wa£'4R:ld to manifo.-l the. truth, and received as matter of evi- 
dence M ea.se of murder, so late as towards the end of the seven? 

1 Si-.j i'V(>i <j T. Ci arch of Hi 
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teen th century. But before the meeting 1 dissolved, Bailie Craigdallie 
thought it meet to inquire, who was to be the champion of Maudie, 
or Magdalen Proudfute, and her two children. 

“ There need be little inquiry about that,” said Sir Patrick Char- 
ters ; “ we are men, and wear swords, which should be broken over 
the head of any one amongst us, who will not draw it in behalf of 
the widow and orphans of our murdered fellow-citizen, and in brave 
revenge of his death. If Sir John Ramorny shall personally resent 
the inquiry, Patrick Charteris of Kinfauns will do battle with him 
to the oil trance, whilst horse and man may stand, or spear and blade 
hold together. But in case the challenger bq of yeomanly degree, 
well wot I that Magdalen Proudfute may choose her own champion 
among- the bravest burghers of Perth, and shame and dishonour 
were it to the Fair City for ever, could she light upon one who were 
traitor and coward enough to say her nay ! Bring her liiiher, that 
she rnay make her election.” 

Henry Smith heard this with a melancholy anticipation that the 
poor woman’s choice would light upon him, and that his recent re- 
conciliation with his mistress would be again dissolved bv his being 
engaged in a fresh quarrel, from which there lay no honourable 
means of escape, and which, in any other circumstances, lie would 
have welcomed as a glorious opportunity of distinguishing himself 
both in sight of the court and of the city. ITc was aware that, under 
the tuition of Father Clement, Catharine viewed the ordeal of battle 
rather as an insult to religion, than an appeal to the Deity, and did 
not consider it as reasonable that superior strength of arm or skill of 
weapon should be resorted to as the proof of moral guilt or inno- 
cence. He had, therefore, much to fear from her peculiar opinions 
in this particular, refined as they were beyond those of the age she 
lived in. 

While he thus suffered under these contending feelings, Magdalen, 
the widow of the slaughtered man, entered the court, wrapt in a 
deep mourning veil, ami followed and supported by live or six wo- 
men of good (that is, of respectability), dressed in the same melan- 
choly attire. One of her attendants held an infant in her arms, the 
last pledge of poor Oliver’s nuptial affections. Another led a little 
tottering creature of two years, or thereabouts, which looked with 
wonder and fear, sometimes on the black dress in which they had 
muffled hitn, and sometimes on the scene around him. 

The assembly rose to receive the melancholy group, and saluted 
them with an expression of the deepest sympathy, which Magdalen, 
though the mate of poor Oliver, returned with an air of dignity, 
which she borrowed, perhaps from the extremity of her distress. Sir 
Patrick Charteris then stepped forward, and with the courtesy of a 
knight to a female, and of a protector to an oppressed and injured 
widow, took the poor woman’s ham), .and explained to her briefly, by 
what course the city had resolved to follow out the vengeance" due 
for her husband’s slaughter. 

Having, with a- softness and gentleness which did not belong to 
his general manner, ascertained that the unfortunate woman per- 
fectly understood wliafc was meant, lie said aloud to the assembly, 
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“Good citizens of Perth and free-born men of guild and craft, at- 
tend to what is about to pass, for it concerns your rights and pri- 
vileges. Here stands Magdalen Proudfute, desirous to follow forth 
the revenge due for the death of her husband, foully murdered, as 
she sayeth, by Sir John Iiamorny, Knight of that Ilk, and which she 
offers to prove, by the evidence of bier-right, or by the body of a 
man. Therefore, I, Patrick Cliarteris, being a belted knight and 
free-born gentleman, offer myself to do battle in her just quarrel, 
whilst man and horse may endure, if any one of my degree shall lift 
my glove.. How say you, Magdalen Proudfute, will you accept me 
for your champion ? 

The widow answered with difficulty, — “ 1 can desire none nobler.” 

Sir Patrick then took her right hand in his, and, kissing her fore- 
head, for such was the ceremony, said solemnly, — “ So may God 
and St John prosper me at my need, as I will do my devoir as your 
champion, knightly, truly, and manfully. Go now, Magdalen, and 
choose, at your will, among the burgesses of the Fair City, pre- 
sent or absent, any one upon whom you desire to rest your chal- 
lenge, if he against whom you bring pliant shall prove to be beneath 
my degree.” 

All eyes were turned to Henry Smith, whom the general voice 
had already pointed out as in every respect the fittest to act as 
champion on the occasion. But the widow waited not for the gene- 
ral prompting of their looks. As soon as Sir Patrick had spoken, 
she crossed the floor to the place where, near the bottom of .the 
table, the armourer stood among the men of his degree, and took 
him by the hand : — 

“Henry Gow, or Smith,” she said, “good burgher and craftsman, 
my— my 

Husband, she would have said, but the word would not come forth; 
she was obliged to change the expression. 

“ He who is gone loved and prized you over all men ; therefore, 
meet it is that thou shouldst follow out the quarrel of his widow ami 
orphans.” 

If there had been a possibility, which in (hat age there was not, of 
Henry’s rejecting, or escaping from a trust for which all men seemed 
to destine him, every wish and idea of retreat was cut <>lf, when the 
widow began to address him ; and a command from Heaven could 
hardly have made a stronger impression than did the appeal of the 
unfortunate Magdalen. Her allusion to his intimacy with the de- 
ceased, moved him to the soul. During Oliver’s life, doubtless, 
there bad been a strain of absurdity in his excessive predilection for 
Henry, which, considering how very different they were in charac- 
ter,. had in it something ludicrous. ” But all this was now forgotten, 
and Henry, giving] way to his natural ardour, only remembered that 
Oliver had been his friend and intimate ; a man who had loved and 
honoured him asynuch as lie was capable of entertaining such senti- 
ments for «*iy one ; and above all, that there was much reason to 
suspect that the deceased had fallen victim to a blow meant for Henry 
himself. 

It was, therefore, with an alacrity, which, the minute before, he 
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could scarce have commanded, and which seemed to express a stepi 

S leasure, that having pressed his lips to the cold brow of the unhappy 
lagdalen, the armourer replied,— 

w l, Henry the Smith, dwelling in the Wynd of Perth, good man 
and true, and freely born, accept the office of champion to this 
widow Magdalen, and these orphans, and will do battle in their 
quarrel to the death, with any man whomsoever of my. own degree, 
and that so long as 1 shall draw breath. So help me at my need 
God and good St John ! ” 

There arose from the audience a half-suppressed cry, expressing 
the interest v.hich the persons present took in the prosecution of the 
quarrel, and their confidence in the issue. 

Sir Patrick Cliarterid then took measures for repairing to the 
King's presence, and demanding leave to proceed with inquiry into 
the murder of Oliver Proudfute, according to the custom of bier- 
right, and, if new ssary, by combat. 

Ho performed this duty after the Town-Council had dissolved, in 
n private inter iew between himself and the King, who heard of ibis 
new trouble with much vexation, and appointed u6xt morning, after 
mass, for Sir Patrick and the parties interested, to attend his plea- 
sure in council. In tin? mean time, a royal pursuivant was despatched 
to the Constable's lodgings, to call over the v oll of Hir John Itamorny’s 
attendants, and charge him. with his whole retinue, under high 
peindfK-s, to abide within Perth, until the King's pleasure should hr* 
hi ri her known. 


ON APT K )l XX i. 

lu (if!."; p.-mum, t'u,j l;.s<.s;ir>n . r ili things lit ; 

1 iMrc h*l t’.'-ii'i Mini it— < So#l Ccn-ml tlift right ! 

Htuni IV l f ad If 

In’ the same Oouneil-roem of the conventual palace of the Domi- 
nicans, King Robert was seated with his brother Albany, whose 
affected austerity of virtue, and real art and dissimulation, main- 
tained so high an intluer.ee over the feeble-minded monarch. It 
was indeed natural, that one who seldom saw things according to 
their void forms and outlines, should view them according to tin* 
light in which They were presented to him by a bold astneious man, 
possessing the claim of such near relationship. 

Kver anxious on account of his misguided and unfortunate son, 
the King was now endeavouring to make Albany coincide in opinion 
with him, in exculpating ftotb^iv from any part in the death of the 
Hornet-miikcr, the proemgnitiMi eon ciming which laid been left bv 
►Sir Patrick Chnrferis for his Ah.ji sty’s cniiMdfi'tilitui. 

"This is an unhappy matter,’ brother lt.uhin,” he nfllff, "a most 
unhappy occurrence; and goes nigh to put strife and quarrel-bctwixt 
the nobility mid the commons Hen*, as they have, been at war together 
in so many distant lands, f see but oiie cause of comfort in the 
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matter, ami l.hat is, that Sir John Ramornyr having received his dis- 
missal from the Duke of Rothsay’s family, it cannot be said that 1)0 
or any of his people, who may have, done this bloody deed (if it 1ms 
truly been done by them), have been encouraged or hounded out upon 
such an errand by my poor boy. I am sure, brother, you and 1 can 
bear witness,- how readily, upon my entreaties, lie agreed to dismiss 
Ramurny from his service, on account of that brawl in Curfew 
Street. ” 

“I remember his doing so,” said Albany; “and '.yell do I hope 
that the connection betwixt the Prince and Rainoruy lias not been 
renewed since he seeyietl to comply with your Grace's wishes." 

“ Seemed to comply ? — The connection renewed ?” said the King ; 
“ what mean you by these expressions, brother r Surely, when David 
promised to me, that if that unhappy matter of Curfew Slrect were 
but smothered up and concealed, lie would part wiih Jlumoruy, as he 
was a counsellor thought capable of involving him in .-'.iurihir fool- 
eries, and would acquiesce in our inflicting on him cither exile, or 
such punishment as it should. please us to impose — surely you cannot 
doubt that he was sincere iu his professions, and would keep his word ? 
Remember you not, that when you advised that a heavy fum should 
be levied upon his estate in Fife iu lieu of banishment, the. Prince 
himself seemed to say, that exile would be better for Ra.mn-.ij, and 
even for himself?” 

“I remember it well, my royal brother. Nor, truly. Id I haw 
suspected Uainorny of having so much influence over :he Prime, 
after having been accessory to placing him in a situ' Pon so perilous, 
had it not been for my royal kinsman's own confusion, alluded m in. 
your Grace, that, if .suffered to remain at court, lie might f Ji <-<n i - 
tinue to influence his conduct. I then logrolled 1 Imd advised a lino 
in place of exile. Hut that time is p-si, and now new niiscluef Sirs 
occurred, fraught with much peril to your as well ns to your 

royal heir, and to the whole kingdom.” 

“What mean you, Robin?” s-iid the weak-minded King. ;15y 
the tomb of our paronls! by the soul of llruce, our immortal an ecn- 
tor! 1 entreat thee, my desircr-ii hrothor, to lake compassion on me. 
Tell me what evil threatens my sou, or my kingdom?'* 

The features of the King, irembiing wiih anxiety, and his oyo* 
brimful of tears, were bent upon his bruliuT, who seemed to assume 
time for consideration ere he replied. 

“My lord, the danger lies here. Your (trace behove; that ■!>* 
Prince had no accession to ibis second aggression upon Lite vilb'ou • 
of Perth the slaughter of this bonnet-making fellow, ahoui whose, 
death they clamour, as a set of gulls about their comrade, when one 
of the noisy brood is struck down by a. boy's shaft.” 

“Their lives,” said the King, “are dear to them./. Ivr s and iheir 
friends, Robin.” 

“Truly, ay, m>lioge; and they make them d<\»r to us loo, ore vve 
can settle nitli i ho knaves for the least- blood -‘viu.- -Bur, as l said, 
your Majesty thinks the Prince had no shave in this la.--t slaughter: 
1 will not atieiunt to shake your belief in that delicate point, but. will 
endeavour to believe along with you. Wliat you think is rule for me. 
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itobert of Mtoy will never 1 thinlc otherwise than Robert of broad 
Scotland*” 

? Thank you, thank you,” said the King 1 , taking his brother’s 
•* u I knew I might rely that your affection would do justice to 
poor heedless Rothsay, who exposes himself to so much misconstruc- 
tion that he scarcely deserves the sentiments you feel for him.” 

Albany had such an immovable constancy of purpose, that he was 
; able to return the fraternal pressnre of the Ring’a hand, while tear- 
ing up by the very roots the liopes of tlie ihdulgent, fond old man. 

“But, alas !” the Duke contiiiuedjtHvith asign, “this burly intract- 
able Knight of Kiufauiis, and his brawling herd of burgher*, - will not 
view the matter as we do. They liave the boldness to say, that this 
dead fellow had been misused by Rothsay and his fellows, who were 
in the street in mask and revel, stopping men and women, compelling 
them to dance, or to drink huge quantities of wine, With oilier follies 
needless to recount; and they say, that the whole party repaired to 
Sir John Ramorny’s, and broke their way into the Infuse, in order to 
conclnde their revel there; thus affording good reason to judge, that 
the dismissal*^ ®ft*9ohn from the Prince’s service was but a feigned 
stratagem to deceive the public. And hence, they urge, that if ill 
were done that night by Sir John Ramorny or his followers, much it 
is to be thought that the Duke of Rothsay must have at least been 
privy to, if be did not authorise it.” 

“ Albany, this is dreadful ! ” said the King ; “ would they make a 
murderer of my boy ; would they pretend my David would soil his 
hands iii Scottish blood, without having either provocation or pur- 
pose ? No, no— they M ill not iuvent calumnies so broad as these, for 
theyarc flagrant and incredible.” 

“Pardon, my liege,” answered the Duke of Albany; “they say the 
cause of quarrel which occasioned the riot in Curfew Street, and its 
consequences, were more proper to the Prince than to Sir John; 
since none suspects, far less believes, that that hopeful enterprise 
was conducted for the gratification of the Knight of llumorny. 

“Thou drivest me mad, Robin ! ” said the King. 

“I am dumb,” answered his brother; “I did but speak my poor 
mind according to your rcvyal order.” 

“Thou meanest well, I know,” said the King; “ but, instead of 
tearing me to pieces with the display of inevitable calamities, were 
it not kinder, Robin, to point me out some mode to escape from 
them?” 

“ True, my liege ; but as the only road of extrication is rough and 
difficult, it is necessary your Grace should be first possessed with the 
absolute necessity of using it, ere you hear it even described. The 
ehirurgeon must first convince his patient of the incurable condition 
of a shattered member, ere lie venture to name amputation, though 
it be Hie only remedy.” 

The King at these words was roused to n degree of alarm and in- 
dignation greater than his brother had deemed he could awakened 
to. 

“ Shattered and mortified member ! my Lord of Albany ? "Ampu- 
tation the only remedy !— These arc unintelligible words, my lord.- 
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'It 'tliou appliest them to our soli vKoblisay/ thou^sfe makethem 
.good to the letter, else mayst thou bate bitter cause to rue the con* 
sequence/* 

. You construe me 'toSJ Albany. “I 

spoke not of the Prince- iU; iu^tuibcseeiBitig, terms ; for I call 
Heaven to witness, that ho i# d^qr^toifie as the son of a well- 
beloved brother, than lmd ne been san pf my o\vni But I spoke 
in regard to separating him from the follies and vanities of life, 
which holy men say are like to mortified members, and ought, like 
them, to be cut off and thrown from us, as things which interrupt our 
progress in better tilings. ” 

“I understand— thou wouldst have this Ramorny, who hath been 
thought the instrument of my sop’s follies, exiled from court,” said 
the relieved monarch,** until these unhappy scandals are forgotten, 
and opr subjects are disposed to look upon our son with different and 
more confiding eyes.” 

“That were<good counsel, my liege; but mine went a little— a 
ry little— farther. I woiftd.liave the P 


very 

some brief period from court.” ' 


Prince himself removed for 


“ How, Albany .1 part with my child, my first-born, the light of my 
eyes, aud— wilful as he is— the, darling of my heart!— Oh, Robin ! I 
cannot, and I will not/* 

“Nay, I did but suggest, my lord— I am sensible of the wound 
such a proceeding must inflict on ft parent’s heart, for am I not 
myself a father ? ,r And lie hung his head, as if in hopeless despond- 
ency. 

“I could-pot survive it, Albany. Wliep.I think that even our own 
influence over him, which, sometimes forgotten i if our absence, is 
ever effectual whilst he is with us, is by your plan to be entirely re- 
moved, what perils might he not rush upoii ?* could not sleep in 
his absence— 1 should hear Ilia death-groan breeze ; and you, 

Albany, though you conceal it better, would he nearly as anxious.” 

Thus, spoke the facile monaTchi willing to conciliate his brother 
and cheat himself, by taking it for granted, that an affection, of which 
there were no traces, subsisted betwixt the uncle and nephew. 

“ Your paternal apprehensions are too easily alarmed, my lord,” 
said Albany. “ I do not propose to leave the disposal of the Prince’s 
motions to his own wild pleasure. I understand that the Prince is 
to be placed for a short time under some becoming restrain t—thofcM 
lie should be subjected to the charge of some grave counsellor, wno 
must be responsible both for his conduct and his safety, as a tutor 
for liis pupil. ” 

“How ! a tutor? and at Rothsay’s age ?” exclaimed the King; “he 
is two years beyond the space to which opr laws limit the term of non- 
age.” 

“The wiser Romans,” said Albany; “extended it for four years 
after the period we assign ; and, in common-sense, the right of con- 
trol ought to lastf till it ne no longer necessary, and so the time ought 
to vary witfi*tlie disposition. Here is young Lindsay, the Earl of 
Crawford, who they say gives patronage to Ramorny on this appeal 
-iJte is a lad of fifteen, with the deep passions and fixed purpose of . 
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a loan of thirty; while my royal nephew, with much more amiable 
ami noble qualities both of head ami heart, sometimes sliov s,at twenty- 
three years of age, the wanton humours of u hoy. towards whom re- 
straint may be kindness. — And do not be discouraged iliat.it is so, 
my liege, or angry with your brother for telling the truth ; since the 
best fruits arc those that are slowest in ripening, and the* best horses 
such as give most trouble to the grooms who train than for the field 
or lists.” 

The Duke stopped ; and, after suffering King Robert to indulge 
for two or three minutes in a reverie which he did not attempt to 
interrupt, he added, in a more lively tone— “But, cheer up, my noble 
liege: perhaps the feud may be made up willuftit farther lighting or 
difficulty. The widow is poor, for her husband, though he was much 
employed, had idle and costly habits. The matter may be therefore 
redeemed for money, and the amount of an assythmenfc 1 may be re- 
covered out <T Ramoruy’s estate.” 

“ Nav, that we will ourselves discharge,” said King Robert, eagerly 
catching at the hope of a pacific termination of this unplcasirig de- 
bat c. “ Ramovnv’s prospects will be destroyed by b is being sent from 
court, and deprived of his charge in Rotbsay’s household ; and it 
would he ungenerous to load a falling man — But here comes our 
secretary, the Prior, to tell us the hour of council approaches. — Good- 
morrow,* my worthy father.” * 

“Benedicite, my royal liege,” answered the. Abbot. 

“Now, good father,” continued the King, “without waiting for 
Rothsay, whose accession to our counsels we will ourselves guarantee, 
proceed we to the business of our kingdom; What advieeijinfe yon 
from the Douglas ? ” f $ v ' 

“He has arrived at his Castle of Tantallon, my liege, W&has sent 
a. post to sav, that though the Earl of March remains in sullen seclu- 
sion in his fortress of Dunbar, bis friends and followers are gather- 
ing and forming an encampment pear Coldingbam, where it lY sup- 
posed they intend to await the arrival of a large force of English, 
whkdi Hotspur and 8ir Ralph Percy are assembling on the English 
frontier.” * 

“ That is cold news,” said the King ; “ and may God forgive 
George of Dunbar ! "—The Prince entered as he spoke, and lie con- 
tinued— “ Ha ! thou art here at length, Rothsay ; — 1 saw thee not at 
mass” 

“1 was an idler this inovn ing,” said the Prince, "having spent a 
restless and feverish night.” 

“Ah, fool L-sh hoy!” answered the King; “ hadst thou not been 
over restless on Eastern's Eve, thou hadsfc not been feverish on the 
night of Ash Wednesday.” 

“ Let me not interrupt your prayers, my liege,” said the Prince, 
lightly. “Your grace was invoking Heaven in behalf of some one 
— an enemy doubtless, for these have the frequent advantage of your 
orisons.” * 

“ Sit down and be at peace, foolish youth ! ” said his father, his eye 

l A. nrmlct, in atonement for bloodshed, duo to the nearest relations of the deceased. 
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fc‘ sling ni the same time on ‘he. handsome face and graceful figure 
of Iiis favourite son. Kothsuy drew a cushion near to liis father’s 
feet, and threw himself carelessly down upon it, while the King re- 
sumed. 

“ I was regretting that the Earl of March, having separated warm 
from my hand with fall assurance that he should receive compensa- 
tion for everything which hr could complain of as injurious, should 
have been capable of caballing with Northumberland against liisown 
country — Is it possible he could doubt our intentions to make good 
our word ? ” 

14 1 will answer for him, No,” said the Prince. “ March never 
doubted your Highness’s word. Marry, he may well have made 
question whether your learned counsellors would leave your Majesty 
the power of keeping it.” 

Koberfc the Third had adopted to a great extent the timid policy, 
of not sdeming to hear expressions, which, being heard, required, 
even in his own eyes, some display of displeasure, lie passed on, 
therefore, in his discourse, without observing his Son’s speech; but in 
private, Eothsay ’s rashness augmented the displeasure ; which his 
father began" to entertain against him. 

“ It is well the Douglas is on the marches,” said the King. “ His 
breast, like those of bis ancestors, has ever been the best bulwark of 
Scotland.” 

“ Then woe betide us if he should turn his back to the enemy,” 
said the incorrigible Eothsay. 

“ Dare you impeach the courage of Douglas ?" replied the King, 
extremely, chafed. 

"No man^are question the Earl’s courage,” said Eothsay; “it is 
as certain aspis pride but his luck may be something doubted.” 

“By Saint Andrew, David!” exclaimed his father, "thou art 
like a screech-owl — every word tbou say’st betokens strife and 
calamity.” 

“ I am silent, father,” answered the youth. 

"And what news of our Highland disturbances?” continued the 
King, addressing the Prior. 

- “ 1 trust they have assumed a favourable aspect /’"answered the 
clergyman. “The fire which threatened the whole country is likely 
to be drenched out by the blood of some forty or fifty kerne : for the 
two great confederacies have agreed, by solemn indenture of arms, 
to decide their quarrel with such weapons as your Highness may 
mync, and in your royal presence, in such place as shall be appointed, 
on the 30th oi March next, to come, being Palm Sunday; the number 
of combatants being limited to thirty on each side, and the fight to 
be maintained to extremity, since they affectionately make humble 
suit ami petition to your Majesty, that you will parentally condescend 
to waive for the day your royal privilege of interrupting the combat, 
by flinging down of truncheon, or crying of Ho ! until the battle shall 
be utterly fought fce an end.” 

“ The wikr^avages 1 ” exclaimed the King ; “ would they limit our 
best anMearest royal privilege, that of putting a stop to strife, and 
crying truce to battle?-— Will they remove the only motive which 
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could bring me to the butcherly spectacle of their combat? — Would 
they fight like men, or like their own mountain wolves ? ” 

“My lord /’ said Albany, " the Earl of Crawford and I had pre- 
sumed, without consulting you, to ratify that preliminary, for the 
adoption of which we saw much and pressing reason.”' 

“ How ! the Earl of Crawford ! ” said the King. “Methinks he is 
a young counsellor on such grave occtifrents.” 

“ He is,” replied Albany, “ notwithstanding his early years, of such 
esteem . among his Highland neighbours, that 1 could have done little 
with them but for his aid and influewce.” ' . 

“ Hear this, young Bothsay ! ” said the King, reproachfully, to his 
heir. * • a 

“I pity Crawford, Sire,” replied the Prince. “ He lias toe 
lost a father, whose counsels would have better become such a f 
as this.” 

The King turned next towards Albany with a look of trium 
the filial affection which his son displayed in his reply. 

Albany proceeded without emotion, “ It is not the life o 
Ilighlaudmen, but their death, which is to he profitable to th 
mbn wealth of Scotland ; and truly it seemed to the Earl of Cd 
and myself most desirable that the combat should be a strife 
termination.” 

“ Marry,” said the Prince, “ if such be the juvenile policy c 
say, he will be a merciful ruler some ten or twelve year. 

Out upon a boy, that is hard of heart before he has hair • 
lip ! Better he had contented himself with fighting coc* 
tern’s Even, thau laying schemes for massacring met. 

Sunday, as if lie were backing a Welsh main, where all 
to death.” 

" Bothsay is right, Albany,” said the King ; “ it were . 

Christian Monarch to give way in this point. I cannot c« 
see men battle until they are all hewn down like cat 
shambles. It would sicken me to look at it, and the war 
diop from my hand for mere lack of strength to hold it.” 

“ It would drop unheeded,” said Albany. “ Let me enl . „ .ir 
Grace to recollect, that you only give up a royal privileg jh, u 

exercised, would win you no respect, since it would re no 

obedience. Were your Majesty to throw down youi’ ward hen • 
the war is high, and these men’s blood is hot, it would meet 1 norc 
regard than if a sparrow should drop among a herd of battling ,olyes 
the straw which he was carrying to his nest. Nothing will & ^arafce 
7 Them but the exhaustion of slaughter; and better they susta n it at 
the hands of each other, than from the swords of such troops as might 
attempt to separate them at your Majesty’s commands. An attempt 
to keep the peace by violence, would be construed into an ambush 
laid for them ; both parties would unite to resist it,— the slaughter 
would be the same, and the hoped-for results of ^future peace would 
be utterly disappointed.” « 

“ There is even too much truth in what you say, brother BobinA 
replied the flexible King. “ To little purpose is it to command what 
I cannot enforce ; and, although I have the unhappiness to do so each 
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day of my life, it were needless to give such a very public example 
of. royal impotency, before the crowds who may assemble to behold 
this spectacle: 'Let these savage men, therefore, work their bloody 
will to the uttermost upon each other ; I will not attempt to forbid 
what I cannot prevent them from executing. — Heaven help this 
wretched country i I will to my oratory and pray for her, since to 
aid her by hand and head is alike denied to me. Father Prior, I 
pray the support of your arm.” 

v “ Nay, but, brother,” said Albany, “ forgive me if I remind you, 
that we must hear the matter between the citizens of Perth and Ra- 

morny, about the death of a townsman ” 

“True, true,” said the Monarch, reseating himself; “more 
violence — more battle! — Oil, Scotland, Scotland! if the best blood 
of thy bravest children could enrich thy barren soil, what land on 
earth would excel thee in fertility ! "When is it that a white liair is 
seen on the beard of a Scottish mau, unless lie be some wretch like 
thy sovereign, protected from murder by impotence, to witness the 
scenes of slaughter to which he cannot put a period ? — Let them 
come in — delay them not. They are in haste to kill, and grudge 
each o,ther each fresh breath of their Creator’s blessed air. The 
demon of strife and slaughter hath possessed the whole laud ! ” 

As the mild Prince threw himself back on his seat, with an air of 
’ impatience and anger not very usual with him, the door at the lower 
end of the room was unclosed, and advancing* from the gallery into 
which it led (where in perspective was seen a guard of the Bute- 
men, or Brandanes, under arms), came, in mournful procession, the 
widow of poor Oliver, led by Sir Patrick Charter is, with as much 
respect as if she had been a lady of the first rank. Behind them 
came two women of good, the wives of magistrates of the city, both 
in mourning garments, one bearing the infant, and the other leading 
the elder child. The Smith followed in his best attire, and wearing 
over his huff-coat a v scarf of crape. Bailie Oraigdallie, and a brother 
magistrate closed" the melancholy procession, exhibiting similar 
1 marks of mourning. 

The good King’s transitory passion was gone the instant lie looked 
" on the pallid countenance of the sorrowing widow, and beheld the 
unconsciousness of the innocent orphans who had sustained so great 
a loss; and when Sir Patrick Charteris had assisted Magdalen 
Proudfute to kneel down, and, still holding her hand, kneeled him- 
self on one knee, it was with a sympathetic tone that King Robert 
asked her name and business. She made no answer, but muttered 
something, looking towards her conductor. 

“ Speak for the poor woman, Sir Patrick Charteris,” said the King, 
“ and tell us the cause of her seeking our presence.” 

“ So please you, my liege,” answered Sir Patrick, rising up, “ tins 
woman, and these unhappy orphans, make plaint to your Highness 
upon Sir John Ramoruy of Rauiorny, Knight, that by hirn, or by 
some of his household, her umquliilc husband, Oliver Proudfute, 
? freeman antt burgess of Perth, was slain upon the streets of the 
cit\£*r the Eve of Shrove Tuesday, or morning of Ash Wednes- 
day, 
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“ Woman,” replied the King, with much kindness, “ thou art gentle 
by sex, and shouldst be pitinil even by thy affliction; for our own 
calamity ought to make us — nay, I think, doth make u£— merciful 
toothers. Thy husband hath only trodden* the path appointed to 
jji'dL* 

; “ In his case,” said the widow, * my liege must remember it has 
been a brief and a bloody one.” 

“ I agree lie hath had foul measure. But Since I have been unable 
to protect him, as I confess was my royal duty, I am willing, in 
atonement, to support thee and these orphans, as well* or better, 
than you lived in the days of your husband ; only do thou pass from 
this charge, and be not the occasion of spilling more life. Remem- 
ber, I put before you the choice betwixt practising mercy and pursu- 
ing vengeance, and that betwixt plenty and penury.” 

“ It is true, my liege, we are poor,” answdfea the widow, with 
unshaken firmness ; “ but 1 and ray children wilt feed with the beasts 
of the field, ere we live on the price of my husband's blood. I demand 
the combat by my champion, as you are belted knight and crowned 
King.” 

“ I knew it would he so ! ” said the King, aside to Albany. “ Jn 
Scotland, the first words stammered by an infant, and the last 
uttered by a dying grey-beard, arc — ‘ combat— blood— revenge.’ — It 
skills not arguing further. Admit the defendants.” 

Sir John Ramorny entered the apartment. He was dressed in n 
long furred robe, such as men of quality wore when they were un- 
armed. Concealed by the folds of drapery, his wounded arm was 
supported by a scarf, or sling of crimson silk, and with the left arm 
lie leaned ou a youth, who, scarcely beyond the years of boyhood, 
bore on his brow the deep impression of early thought, and prema- 
ture passion. This was that celebrated Lindsay, Karl of Crawford, 
who, in his afterdays, was known by the epithet of the Tiger Earl, 1 
and who ruled the great and rich valley of Strathmore with the 
absolute power and unrelenting cruelty of a feudal tyrant. Two or 
three gentlemen, friends of the Earl, or of his own, countenanced 
Sir John Ramorny by their presence on this occasion. The charge 
was again stated' and met by a broad denial on the part of the ' 
accused; and, in reply, the challengers offered to prove their asser- 
tion by an appeal to the ordeal of bier-right. 

“ I am not bound,” answered Sir John Ramorny, “to submit to this 
ordeal, since I can prove, by the evidence of my late royal master, 
that I was in my own lodgings, lying on my bed, ill at "case, while 
this Provost and these Bailies pretend I was committing a crime to 
which I had neither will nor temptation. I can therefore be no just 
object of suspicion.” 

*“I can aver,” said the Prince, * that I saw and conversed with Sir 
John Ramorny about some matters concerning my own household, 
on the very night when this murder was a-doing. I therefore know 
that he was ill at ease, and could not in person commit the deed in 
question. But I know nothing of the employment of 1JT attendants, 


1 Sir Dnvul Lyudwiye, first Rail of Crawford, ami brother in -law Lo lloborl III. 
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and will not take it upon me to say that some one of them may not 
have been guilty of the crime now charged on them.” 

Sir John Ramorny lmd, during the beginning of this speech, 
•looked round with a i* air of defiance, which was somewhat discon- 
certed by the concluding sentence of Rothsay’s speech. £< 1 thank 
your Highness” he said, with a smile, “ for your cautions and limited 
testimony in my behalf. He was wise who wrote, * Put . not your 
faith in Princes.* 

“ If you have no other evidence of your innocence, Sir John Ra- 
morny, said the King, “ we may not, in respect to your followers, 
refuse to the injured widow and orphans, the complainets, the grant 
of a proof by ordeal of bier-right, unless any of them should prefer 
that- of combat. - For yourself, you are, by the Prince*s evidence, 
freed from the attaint.** 

w My liege/ answered Sir John, “ I can take warrant upon myself 
for the innocence of my household and followers.” 

“ Why, so a monk or a woman might, speak,** said Sir Patrick 
Chnrteris. - “In knightly language, wilt thou, Sir John de Ramorny, 
do battle with me in the behalf of thy followers ?** 

“ The Provost of Perth had not obtained time to name the word 
combat,” said Ramorny, “ ere I would have accepted it. Rut I am 
not at present fit to hold a lance.’* 

I am glad of it, under your favour, Sir John—' There will be the 
less bloodshed,” said the King. “You must therefore produce your 
followers according to your steward’s liouseh old-book, in the groat 
church of St John, that, in presence of all whom it rnay concern, 
they may purge themselves of this accusation. See that every man 
of them do appear at the time of High Mass, otherwise your honour 
may be sorely tainted.” 

“ They shall attend to a man,” said Sir John Ramorny. Then, 
bowing low to the King, he directed himself to the young Duke of 
Rothsay, and, making a deep obeisance, spoke so as to be heard by 
him alone. “You have used me generously, my lord ! — One word 
of your lips could have ended this controversy, ami you have refined 
to speak it!” 

“On my life,” whispered the Prince, “I spake as far as the extreme 
verge of truth ami conscience would permit. I think thou couldst 
not expect I should frame lies for thee; — and after all, John, in my 
broken recollections of that night, I do bethink me of a butcherly- 
looking mute, with a curfcal axe, much like such a one as jpay have 
done yonder night-job? — Ha ! have I touched you, Sir Knight ?” 

Ramorny made no answer, but turned away as precipitately as if 
some one bad pressed suddenly on his wounded arm, and regained 
liis lodgings with the Earl of Crawford ; to whom, though disposed 
for anything rather than revelry, lie was obliged to offer a splendid 
collation, to acknowledge in some degree his sense of the countenance 
which the young noble had afforded him, 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

In pottingry he wrocht ‘great pyne ; 
lie iuurdreit mony in mcdecync. 

Dunisar. 

When, after an entertainment, the prolonging of which was like 
torture to the wounded knight-, the Earl of Crawford at length took 
horse, to go to his distant quarters in the Castle of Dupplin, where 
he resided as a guest, the Knight of Ram orny 1 Retired into his sleep- 
ing apartment, agonised by pains of body and anxiety of mind. Here 
he found Henbane Dwining, on whom it was his hard fate to depend 
for consolation in both respects. The physician, with his affectation 
of extreme humility, hoped he saw his exalted patient merry and 
happy. 

“ Merry as a mad dog !” said Ramorny, “ and happy as the wretch 
whom the cur hath bitten, and who begins to feel the approach of 
the ravening madness.— That ruthless boy, Crawford, saw my agony, 
and spared not a single carouse. I must do him justice, forsooth ! 
If I had done justice to him and to the world, I had thrown him out 
of window, and cut short a career which, if he grow up as he has be- 
gun, will prove a source of misery to all Scotland, but especially to 
Tayside. — Take heed as thou undoest the ligatures, chirurgcon ; the 
touch of a fly’s wing on that raw glowing stump were like a dagger 
to me.” 

“ Fear not, my noble patron,” said the leech, with a chuckling 
laugh of enjoyment, which lie vainly endeavoured to disguise under 
a tone of affected sensibility. “ We will apply some fresh balsam, 
and— he, he, he! — relieve your knightly honour of the irritation 
which you sustain so firmly. * 

“Firmly, man?” said Ramorny, grinning with pain ; “I sustain, it 
as I would the scorching flames of purgatory— the bone seem^madn 
of red-hot iron— thy greasy ointment will mss as it drops uptin the 
wound— And yet it is December’s ice, compared to the feveraf w 
my mind ! ” . „ * 

“We will first use our emollients upon the body, tqy noble p a/tt&kf 
said Dwining; “and then, with your knighthbod’spermissio^, 
servant will fry his art on the troubled mind— though I 
even the mental pain also' may in some degree depend on tPlM 
tionof the wound, end tlf^ abated as I trust the corncs^f aHK 

of themselves/ * ; ; -■ ™ *'' v 

“ Hettbtae Dwining,” said the patient, as he felt the pain of his 
wound assuaged, " thou art aprecious and invaluableleecn, but some 
things are beyond thy power. Thou canst stupifv my bodily sense 
of this raging agony, but thou canst not teach me to b^*r the scorn 
of the boy whom I have brought up;— whom I loved, Dwiniiur--f 0P 
1 did love him— dearly love him ! The worst of my ill deedstawve 
been to flatter his vices— and he grudged me a word of his mouth. 
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when a word would have allayed this cumber ! He smiled, too— I 
s!iw him smile, when yon paltry provost, the companion and patron 
of wretched burghers, defied me, whom this heartless Prince knew 
to be unable to bear arms.— Ere I forget or forgive it, thou thyself 
sbalt preach up the pardoning of injuries !— And then the care for 
to-morrow— Thin k’st thou, Henbane Dwining, that, in very reality, 
the wounds of the slaugh tored corpse will gape, and shed tears of 
iresh blood at the murderer’s approach ? ” 

“ I cannot tell, my lord, save by report,” said Dwining, “ which 
avouches the fact.” 

** The hrute Bonthron,” said Ilaraorny, il is startled at the appre- 
hension of such a tliifig, and speaks of being rather willing to stand 
the combat. What think’s!, thou? — he is n fellow of steel.” 

“ It is the armourer’s trade to deal with steel,” replied Dwining. 

“ Were Bonthron to fall, it would little grieve me,” said Ramorny; 
“ though I should miss a useful hand.” 

48 1 well believe your lordship will not sorrow as for that you lost 
in Curfew Street— Excuse my pleasantry— he, he, he l— But wlmt 
are the useful properties of this fellow Bonthron?” 

“Those of a bulldog,” answered the knight; “he worries with- 
out harking.” 

“ You have no fear of his confessing ? ” said the physician. 

“ Who can tell what the dread of approaching death may dor” re- 
plied the patient. “ He lias already shown a timorousness entirely 
alien from his ordinary sullcnness of nature ; he that would scarce 
wash his hands after lie had slain a man, is now afraid to see a dead 
body bleed.” 

“ Well,” said the leech, “I must do something for him if lean, 
since it was to further my revenge that he struck yonder downright 
blow, though by ill-luck it lighted not where it was intended.” 

“And whose fault was that, timid villain,” said Ramorny, “ save 
thine own, who marked a rascal deer for a buck of the first head?’* 

“ Beucdicite, noble sir,” replied the mcdiciucr ; “ would you have 
me, who know little save of chamber practice, be as skilful of wood- 
craft as your noble self, or tell hart from hind, doe from roe, in a 
.midnight ? 1 misdoubted me little when I saw the ligure 
:to the Smith’s habitation in the Wynd, habited like a 
and yet my mind partly misgave me whether it 
for Rethought lie seemed less of stature. But when 
again, after so much time as to change his dress, and 
onwards with buff-coat and steel-cap, whistling after the 
mtottjter’a wonted fashion, I do own I was mistaken, super totam 
Wta&erieTfy and loosed your knighthood’s bulldog upon him, who did 
his devoir most duly, though lie pulled down the wrong deer. 
Therefore, unless the accursed Smith kill our poor friend stone-dead 
on the spot, I am determined, if art may do it, that the ban-dog Bon- 
thron shall not miscarry.” 

“ It will nut thine art to the test, man of medicine,” said Ramorny 5 
“ for know that, having the worst of the combat, if our champion do 
n&SSlied stone-dead in the lists, he will be drawn forth of them by 
the heels, and without further ceremony knitted up to the galloway 
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as convicted of the murder ; and when lie hath swung* there like .a 
loose tassel for an hour or so, 1 think thou wilt hardly take it in 
hand to cure his broken neck.” 

“ I am of a different opinion, may it please your knighthood,” an- 
swered D wining, gently. “ I will carry him. off from the very foot 
of the gallows into the land of faery, like King Arthur, or Sir Iluon 
of Bordeaux, or Ugero the Dane ; or I will, if I please, suffer him 
to dangle on the gibbet for a certain number of minutes or hours, 
and then whisk him away from the sight of all, with as much ease 
as the wind wafts away the withered leaf.” 

“ This is idle boasting, Sir Leech,” replied lliynorny. “ Tlie whole 
mob of Perth will attend him to the gallows, each more eager than 
another to see the retainer of a nobleman die for the slaughter of a 
cuckoldy citizen. There will he a thousand of them round the 
gibbet’s foot.” 

“ And were there ten thousand,” said Dwining, (t shall I, who am 
a high clerk, and hare studied in Spain, and Arahy itself, not bo 
able to deceive the eyes of this hoggish herd of citizens, when the 
pettiest juggler that ever dealt in legerdemain can gull even the 
sharp observation of your most intelligent knighthood r I tell you, 
I will put the change on them as if I were in possession of KedchVs 
ring.” 

“If thou speakest truth,” answered the knight, “and I think thou 
darest not palter with me on such a theme, thou must have the aid 
of Satan, ami I will have nought to do with him. I disown and defy 
him.” 

Dwining indulged in his internal chuckling laugh when he heard 
his patron testify In's defiance of the foul fiend, and saw him second 
it hy crossing himself, lie composed himself, however, upon observ- 
ing llainorny’s aspect become very stern, and said, with tolerable 
gravity, though a little interrupted hy the effort necessary to sup- 
press ilia mirthful mood, — 

“ Confederacy, most devout sir i confederacy is the soul of jugglery. 
But — he, he, he!— I have not the honour to lie — lie, he! — an ally of 
the gentleman of whom you speak— in whose existence I am— ho, 
he !-— no very profound believer, though your knightship, doubtless, 
hath better opportunities of acquaintance.” 

“ Proceed, rascal, and without that sneer, which thou may’st other- 
wise dearly pay for.” 

“I will, most undaunted,” replied Dwining. “Know that I have 
my confederate too, else my skill were little worth.” 

“And who may that be, pray you ? ” 

“ Stephen Smotherwell, if it like your honour, lockman 1 of this 
Fair City. I marvel your knighthood knows Mm not.” 

“And I marvel thy knaveship knows him not on professional 
acquaintance,” replied Ramornv ; “ but I see thy nose Is unslit, thy 
ears yet uncropped, and if thy shoulders arc scared or branded, thou 
art wise for using a high-collared jerkin.” 

1 Executioner. So culled because ono of life duos consisted in taking n .small ladlo- 
ftfl (Scottice, lock) of meal vut of tveiy caakful exposed in iho mar lent. 
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"He, lio! your honour is pleasant,” said the mediciner. “ It is 
n'ot l>y personal circumstances that I have acquired the intimacy of 
Stephen Smotlierwell, but on account of a certain traffic betwixt us, 
in which, au’t please you, I exchange certain sums of silver for the 
bodies, 1 leads, and limbs of those who die by aid of Friend Stephen.” 

“Wretch!” exclaimed the knight, with horror, “is it to compose 
charms and forward works of witchcraft, that you trade for those 
miserable relies of mortality?” 

“lie, he, he! — No, an it please your knighthood,” answered the 
mediciner, much amused with the ignorance of his patron $ “ hut we, 
who are knights of the scalpel, are accustomed to practise careful 
carving of the limbi# of defunct persons, which we cull dissection, 
whereby we discover, by examination of a dead member, howto deal 
with one belonging to a living man, which hath become diseased 
through injury or otherwise. Ah ! if your honour saw my poor 
laboratory, 1 could show you heads am! hands, feet and lungs, which 
liaVe been long supposed to be rotting in the mould. The skull of 
Wallace, stolen from London Bridge; the heart of Sir Simon Fraser, 1 
that never feared man ; the lovely skull of the fair Katie Logic, 2 — 
Oh, had I hut had the fortune to have preserved the chivalrous hand 
of mine honoured patron ! ” 

“Out upon thee, slave !— Thinkesl thou to disgust me with thy 
catalogue of horrors ? — Tell me at once where thy discourse drives. 
How can thy traffic with the hangdog executioner be of avail to serve 
me, or to help my servant Bonthron ?” 

“Nay. I do not recommend it to your knighthood, save in an ex- 
tremity, replied D wining. — “But we will suppose the battle fought, 
and our cock beaten. Now wc must first possess him with the cer- 
tainty that, if unable to gain the day, we will at least save him from 
the hangman, provided he confess nothing which can prejudice your 
knighthood’s hoi »our. ” 

“Ha!— ay, a thought strikes me,” said ltamoruy. “Wc can do 
more than this — we can place a wore! in Booth roll’s mouth that will 
be troublesome enough to him whom I am hound to curse, for being 
the cause of my misfortune. Let ns to the ban-dog’s kennel, and 
explain to him what is to be done in every view of the question. If 
we can persuade him to stand the bier-ordeal, it may be a mere bug- 
bear, and in that case wc arc safe. If lie take the combat, ho is 
fierce as a baited bear, and may, perchance, master his opponent; 
then we are more than safe — we arc revenged. If Bonthron himself 
is vanquished, wc will put thy device in exercise ; and if thou canst 
manage it cleanly, wc may dictate his confession, take tlic advantage 
of it, as I will show thee on further conference, and make a giant 
stride towards satisfaction for my wrongs. — Still there remains one 
hazard. Suppose our mastiff mortally wounded in the lists, who 
shall prevent his growling out some species of confession dilFcrent 
from what we would recommend?” 

“ Marry, that can his mediciner,” said D wining. “ Let me wait on 

l Tlio famous ancestor of the Lovats, slain at llalidon QiU. 

9 The beautiful mistress of David II. 
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him, and have the opportunity to lay hut a finger on his wound, and 
trust me he shall betray no confidence.” 

“Why, there's a willing fiend, that needs neither pushing nor 
prompting! ” said Ramorny. . 

“ As I trust I shall need neither in your JKhthood's service.” 

“We will go indoctrinate our ngeritr continued the knight. 
“We shall find him' pliant ; for, houndas he is, he knows those who 
feed from those who browbeat him ; and he holds a late royal master 
of mine in deep hate for some injurious. treatment and base terms 
which he received at his hand. 1 must also farther concert with thee 
the particulars of thy practice for saving the ban-dog from the hands 
of the herd of citizens.” * 

We leave this worthy pair of friends to their secret practices, of 
which we shall afterwards see the results. They were, although of 
different dualities, as well matched for device and execution of crimi- 
nal projects, as the greyhound is to destroy the game which the 
slownound raises, or the slowhound to track the prey which the 
gazehound discovers by the eye; Pride and selfishness were the 
characteristics of both ; but from the difference of rank, education, 
and talents, they had assumed the most different appearance in the 
two individuals. 

Nothing could less resemble the high-blown ambition of the favour- 
ite courtier, the successful gallant, and the bold warrior, than the 
submissive, unassuming nicdiciiier, who seemed even to court and. 
delight in insult ; whilst, in his secret soul, he felt himself possessed 
of a superiority of knowledge,— a power, both of science and of 
mind, which placed the rude nobles ot the day infinitely beneath him. 
So conscious was Henbane Dwiuing of this elevation, that, like a 
keeper of wild beasts, he sometimes adventured, for his own amuse- 
ment, to rouse the stormy passions of such men as Ramorny, trust- 
ing, With liis humble manner, to elude the turmoil he had excited,- as 
an Indian boy will launch his light canoe, secure from its very fra- 
gility, upon a broken surf, in which the boat of an argosy would be 
assuredly dashed to pieces. That the feudal baron should despise 
the humble practitioner in medicine, was a matter of course ; but 
Ramorny felt not the less the influence which Dwining exercised 
■ over him, and was in the encounter of their wits often mastered by 
him, as the most’ eccentric efforts of a fiery horse are overcome by a 
boy of twelve years old, if he has been bred to the arts of the manege. 
But the contempt of Dwining for Ramorny was far less qualified, 
lie regarded the knight, in comparison with himself, as scarcely ris- 
ing above the brute creation ; capable, indeed, of working destruc- 
tion, as tlic bull with his horns, or the wolf with his fangs, but mas- 
tered by mean prejudices, and a slave to priestcraft, in which phrase 
Dwining included religion of every kind. On the whole, he con- 
sidered Ramorny as one whom nature had assigned to him as a serf, 
to mine for the gold which he worshipped, and the avaricious love of 
which was his greatest failing, though by no meanS Iris worst vice. 
He vindicated this sordid tendency in his own eyes, by*persuading 
himself that it had its source in the love of power. 
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“Henbane Dwining,” be said, as be gazed in delight upon the 
hoards which he bad secretly amassed, and which he visited from 
time to time, “is no silly raiser, that doat^on those pieces for their 
golden lustre ; it is the power with which they endow the possessor, 
which makes him thus adore them. What is there that these put 
not within your command ? Do you love beauty, and are mean, de- 
formed, infirm, and old ?— here is a lure the fairest hawk of them all 
will stoop to. Are you feeble, weak, subject to the oppression of the 
powerful?— here is that will arm in your defence those more mighty 
than the petty tyrant whom you fear. Are you splendid in your 
wishes, and desire the outward show of opulence ?— this dark chest 
contains many a wide* range of hill and dale, many a fair forest full 
of game ; the allegiance of a thousand vassals. Wish you for favour 
in courts, temporal or spiritual ?— the smiles of kings, the pardon of 
popes and priests for old crimes, and the indulgence which encou- 
rages priest-ridden fools to venture on new ones, — all these holy in- # 
centives to vice may be purchased for gold. Revenge itself, which * 
the' gods are said to reserve to themselves, doubtless because they 
envy humanity so sweet a morsel-revenge itself is to be bought by 
it. But it is also to be won by superior skill, and that is the nobler 
mode of reaching it. I will spare, then, my treasure for other uses, 
and accomplish my revenge gratis ; or rather I will add the luxury 
of augmented wealth to the triumph of requited wrongs.” 

Thus thought Dwining, as, returned from his visit to Sir John 
llamorny, he added the gold he had received for his various services 
to the mass of his treasure ; and having gloated over the whole for a 
minute or two, turned the key on his concealed treasure-house, and 
walked forth on liis visits to his patients, yielding the wall to every 
man whom he met, and bowing and dotting his bonnet to the poorest 
burgher that owned a petty booth— nay, to the artificers who gained 
their precarious bread by the labour of their welked hands. 

“ Caitiffs,” >va# the thought of his heart, while he did such obei- 
sance, “ base, sodden-witted mechanics ! did you know what this key 
could disclose, what foul weather from Heaven would prevent your 
unbonneting? what putrid kennel in your wretched hamlet would be 
disgusting enough to make you scruple to fall down and worship the 
owner of such wealth ? But I will make you feel my power, though 
it suits my humour to hide the source of it. I will be an incubus to 
your city, since you have rejected me as a magistrate, hike the 
nightmare, I wifi hag-ride ye, yet remain invisible myself. — This 
miserable Ramorny, too. he who, in losing his hand, has, like a poor 
artisan, lost the only valuable part of his frame, he heaps insulting 
language on me, as if anything which he can say had power to chafe 
a constant mind like mine ! Y et while he calls me rogue, villain, and 
slave, he acts as wisely as if lie should amuse himself by pulling 
hairs out of my head, while my hand had hold of his heart-strings. 
Every insult I can pay back instantly by a pang of bodily pain or 
mental agopy— and — he! he! — I run no long accounts with his 
knighthood, that must be allowed.” 

• While the mediciner was thus indulging his diabolical musing, and 
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passing, in his creeping manner, along the street, the ciy of females 
was heard behind him. 

“Ay, there he is, Our Lady he praised !-— there is the most helpful 
man in Perth,” said one voice. 

“ They may speak of knights and kings for redressing wrongs, as 
they call it— hut give me worthy Master Dwining the p«»l. tor-carrier, 
cummers,” replied another. 

At the same moment the leech was surrounded and taken hold of . 
by the speakers, good women of the Fair City. 

“ How now— what’s the matter ? ” said Dwining ; “whose cow has* 
calved ? ” 

“ There is no calving in the case,” said one of the women, “but a 
poor fatherless wean dying; so come awa’ wi’ you, for our trust is 
constant in you, as Bruce said to Donald of the Isles.” 

“ Opifenpui per orbem (Hear? said Henbane Dwining. “ What is 
the child dying 1 of?” 

“ The croup — the croup ! ” screamed one of the gossips ; u the inno- 
cent is rouping like a corbie” 

“ Cynanche tnwhealis— d.hat disease makes brief work. Show me 
the house instantly,” continued the mcdiciner, who was in the imhit ' 
of exercising his profession liberally, notwithstanding liis natural 
avarice, and humanely, in spite of his natural malignity. As we can 
suspect him of no better principle, his motive most probably may 
have been vanity and the love of liis art. 

He would nevertheless have declined giving his attendance in the 
present ease, had he known whether the kind gossips were conduct- 
ing him, in time sufficient, to frame an apology. But, ere he Glossed 
where he was going, the leech was hurried into the house of the late 
Oliver 1 roudfute, from which lie heard the chant of the women as 
they swathed and dressed the corpse of the umcjuhile Bonnet-maker 
tor tiie ceremony of next morning; of which chant the following 
verses may he received as a modern imitation : — 

3 . 

Viewless Essence, thin and bare* 

Well-nigh melted into air ; 

Still with fondness hovering near 
The earthly form tliou once didst worn*. 

2 . 

Pause upon thy pinion’s flight, 

Be thy course to left or right ; 

Be thou doom’d to soar or sink 
Pause upon the awful brink. 

3 . 

To avenge tho deed expelling 
Thee untimely from thy dwelling. 

Mystic force thou sha.lt retain 
O'er the blood and o’er the brain. 

4 . 

When tho form thou shalt espy 
That darken’d on thy closing eyoi 
When the footstep thou slialt hoar. 

That thrill’d upon thy dying oar i 
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5 . 

Then strange sympathies shall wake. 

The flesh shall thrill, the nerves shall quake; 

The wounds ren<-w their clotterM flood, 

An«l every drop cry blood for blood. 

Hardened as he was, the physician felt reluctance to pass the 
threshold of the man to whose death he had been so directly, though, 
so far as the individual was concerned, mistakingly accessory. 

A “ Let me pass on, women,’' he said, “ my art can only help the 
.living— the dead are past our power.’* 

“ Nay, but your patient is up-stairs— -the youngest orphan ■" 

D wining was compelfed to go into the house. Hut lie was sur- 
prised, when, the instant he stooped over the threshold, the gossips, 
who were busied with the dead Dody, stinted suddenly in their song, 
while one said to the others,— 

“ In God’s name, who entered? — that was a large gout of blood! ” 

“Not so,” said another voice, “ it is a drop of the liquid balm.” 

“ Nay, cummer, it was blood —Again I say, who entered the house 
even now ? ” 

* • One looked out from the apartment into the little entrance, where 
Dwining, under pretence of not distinctly seeing the trap-ladder by 
"which he was to ascend into the upper part of this house of lamenta- 
tion, was delaying his progress purposely, disconcerted with wlmt 
;liad reached him of the conversation. 

“ Nay, it is only worthy Master Henbane Dwining,** answered one 
of the sibyls. 

“ Only Master Dwining ? ** replied the one who had first spoken, 
in a tone of acquiescence; “our best helper in need?— then it must 
have been balm, sure enough.” 

“Nay,** said the other, “ it may have been blood nevertheless— for 
the leech, look you, when the body was found, was commanded by 
the magistrates to probe the wound with his instruments, and how 
could the poor dead corpse know that that was done with good 
purpose?” 

• “Ay, truly, cummer; and as poor gossip Oliver often mistook 
friends for enemies while he was iu life, his judgment cannot be 
thought to have mended now.’* 

. Dwining heard no more, being now forced up- stairs into a species 
of garret, where Magdalen sat on her widowed bed, clasping to her 
bosom her infant, which, already black in the face, and uttering the 
gasping crowing sound whicn gives the popular name to the 
complaint, seemed on the point of rendering up its brief existence. 
A Dominican monk sat near the bed, holding the other child in 
his arms, and seeming from time to time to speak a word or two of 
•piritual consolation, or intermingle some observation on the child’s 
disorder. 

The mediciner east upon the good father a single glance, filled 
'with that ineffable djsdain which men of science entertain against 
interlopers. His own aid was instant and efficacious ; he snatched 
the child from the despairing mother, stripped its throat, and opened 
a vein, which, as it bled freely, relieved the little patient instantane* 
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ously. In a brief space every dangerous symptom, disappeared, and 
Dwining, having bound up the vein, replaced the infant, in the aVms 
of the half-distracted mother. 

The poor woman’s distress for her husband s loss, which had been 
suspended during the extremity of the child's danger, now returned 
on Magdalen with the force of an augmented torrent, which has 
borne down the dam-dike that for a while interrupted its waves. 

« Oh, learned sir,” she said, “ you see a poor woman of her that 
you once knew a richer— But the hands that restored this bairn to' 
my arms must not leave this house empty. Generous, kind Master 
Dwining, accept of his beads— they are made of ebony and silver- 
lie aye liked to have his things as handsome *s any gentleman— and 
liker he was in all his ways to a gentleman than any one of his 
standing, and even so came of it.” 

With these words, in a mute passion of grief, she pressed to her 
breast and to her lips the chaplet of her deceased husband, and pro- 
ceeded to thrust it into Dwiniiig’s hands. 

“ Take it,” she said, “ for the love of one who loved you well. — 
Ah! he used ever to say, if ever man could be brought back 
from the brink of the grave, it must be by Master Bwining’s 
guidance. — And his ain bairn is brought back this blessed day, and 
he is lying there stark and stiff, and kens naetking of its health aneb 
sickness ! O, woe is me, and wala wa !— But take the beads, an 4 
think on his puir soul, as you put them through your fingers ; lie will 
be freed from purgatory the sooner that good people pray to assoil- 
zie him.” ' 

“ Take back your beads, cummer— I know no legerdemain — can 
do no conjuring tricks,” said the mediciner, who, more moved than 
perhaps his rugged nature had auticipated, endeavoured to avoid 
receiving, the ill-omened gift. But his last words gave offence to 
the churchman, whose presence he had not recollected when he 
uttered them. 

" How. now, Sir Leech ! ” said the Dominican ; “ do you call prayers 
for the dead juggling tricks? I know that Chaucer, the English 
Maker, says of you mediciners, that your study is but little on the 
Bible. Our mother, the Church, hath nodded of late, but her eyes 
are now opened to discern friends from foes ; and be well assured—” 

“Nay, reverend father,” said Dwining, “you take me at too great 
advantage. I said I could do no miracles, and was about to add, 
that as the Church certainly could work such conclusions, those rich 
beads should be deposited in your hands, to be applied as they may 
best benefit the soul of the deceased.” 

He dropped the beads into the Dominican’s hand, and escaped 
from the house of mourning. 

“This was a strangely-timed visit,” he said to himself, when he 

S ot safe out of doors. “ I hold such things cheap as any can ; yet/ 
lough it is but a silly fancy, I am glad I saved the squalling child’s 
life — But I must to my friend Smotherwell, wlioTn Ihave no doubt 
to bring to my purpose in the matter of Bonthron ; an* thus on this 
occasion I shall sare two lives, and have destroyed only one.” ■» 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 


Lo ! vrhero lie lies embalm'd In gore, 

His wound to Heaven cries ; 

Tlio iloodgntr.s of his blood implore 
Fur vengeance from tlio skies. 

Uranus and Psychs. 

, The High Church of >St John in Perth, being 1 that of the patron 
saint of the burgh, had been selected by the Magistrates as that in 
which the community was likely to lmvc most fair play for the display 
of the ordeal. The churches and convents of the Dominicans, Car- 
thusians, and others of the regular clergy, had been highly endowed 
by the king and nobles, and therefore it was the universal cry of the 
city-council, that “their ain good auld St John,” of whose good 
graces they thought themselves sure, ought to he fully confided in, 
and preferred to the new patrons, for whom the Dominicans, Car- 
thusians, Carmelites, and others, had founded newer scats around 
the Fair City. The disputes between the regular and secular clergy 
'Tadded to the jealousy w hich dictated this choice of the spo*t in which 
Heaven was to display a species of miracle, upon a direct appeal to 
the divine decision in a case of doubtful guilt ; and the town-clerk 
was as anxious that the church of St John should be preferred, as if 
there brod been a faction in. the body of saints for and against the 
interests of the beautiful town of Perth. 

Many, therefore, were the petty intrigues entered into and dis- 
concerted, for the purpose of fixing on the church. But the Magis- 
trates, considering it as a matter touching in a close degree the 
honour of the city, determined, with judicious confidence in the 
justice and impartiality of their patron, to confide the issue to the 
f influence of St John. 

It was, therefore, after high mass had been performed, with the 
.greatest solemnity of which circumstances rendered the ceremony 
capable, and after the most repeated and fervent prayers had been 
offered to Heaven by the crowded assembly, that preparations were 
made for appealing to the direct judgment of Heaven on the mys- 
terious murder of the unfortunate Bonnet-maker. 

. The scene presented that effect of imposing solemnity, which the 
rites of the Catholic Church are so well qualified to produce. The 
eastern window, richly and variously painted, streamed down a torrent 
of checkered light upon the high altar. On the bier placed before 
it were stretched the mortal remains of the murdered man, his arms 
/olded on his breast, and his palms joined together, with the fingers 
pointed upwards, as if the senseless clay \vere itself appealing to 
Heaven for vengeance against those who had violently divorced tlio 
r immortal sphit from its mangled tenement. 

Close to the bier was placed the throne, which supported Robert 
of*Scotland and his brother Albany. The Prince sat upon a lower 
stool, beside liis father ; an arrangement which occasioned some 
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observation, as Albany’s seat, being little distinguished from that c 
the King, the lieir-apparent, though of full age, seemed to be* dc 
graded beneath his uncle in the sight of the assembled people c 
Perth. The bier was so placed as to leave the view of the body i 
sustained open to the greater part of the multitude assembled m th 
church. 

At the head of the, bier stood the Knight of Kinfauns, the cha 
lenger, and at the mdt .the young Earl of Crawford, as representinj 
the defendant. The evidence of the Duke of Bofchsay in expnrgg 
tion, as it was termed, of Sir Johu Bamorny, had exempted hiiU froi 
the necessity of attendance as a party subjected to the ordeal ; an 
his illness served as a reason for his remaining at home. His lious< 
hold, including those who, though immediately in waiting upon Si 
John, were accounted the Princess domestics, and had not yet receive 
their dismissal, amounted to eight or ten persons, most of tliei 
esteemed men of profligate habits, and who might therefore, t 
doomed capable, in the not of a festival evening, of committing th 
slaughter of the Bonnet-maker. They were drawn up in a row o 
the left side of the church, and wore a species of white cassock, n 
sembling the dress of a penitentiary. Ail eyes being bent on then 
several of this hand seemed so much disconcerted as to excite amon 
the spectators strong prepossessions of their guilt. The real mu: 
dcrer lmd a countenance incapable of betraying him a sullen, dar 
look, winch neither the feast nor wine-cup could enliven, and whic 
the peril of discovery and death could not render dejeefed. 

“ We have already noticed the posture of the dead body. *Thc fac 
was bare, as were the breast and arms. The rest of the corpse w s 
shrouded in a winding-shoot of the finest linen, so that, if bloc 
should flow from any place which was covered, it could not fail i 
be instantly manifest. 

High mass having been performed, followed by a solemn in vow 
tion to the Deity, that lie would be pleased to protect the innoccn 
and make known the guilty, Eviofc, Sir John ltamorny’s page, wt 
summoned to undergo the ordeal . 1 Ho advanced with an lll-assurc 
step. Perhaps lie thought his internal consciousness that Bonthrc 
must have been the assassin, might he sufficient to implicate him i 
the murder, though he was not directly accessory to it. He pause 
before the bier ; and his voice faltered, as he swore by all that w r. 
created in seven days and seven nights, by heaven, by hell, by hi 
part of paradise, and by the God and author of all, that he was fre 
and sackless of the bloody deed done upon the corpse before whic 
he stood, and on whose breast he made the sign of the cross, in ev 
deuce of the appeal. No consequences ensued. The body remaine 
stiff ns before ; the curdled wounds gave no sign of blood. 

The citizeiiB looked on each other with faces of blank disappoiu 
ment. They had persuaded themselves of Eviot's guilt; and the: 
suspicions had been confirmed by his irresolute manner. Their su: 
prise at his escape was therefore extreme. This other followers « 
Itamorny took heart, and advanced to take the oath, with a bokbief 


i See Nolo U. Ordeal by fire. 
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fwhich increased as, one by one, they performed the ordeal, and were 
declared, by the voice of the judges, free and innocent of every 
suspicion attaching to them on account of the death of Oliver 
Proudfute. 

But there was one individual who did not partake that increas- 
ing confidence. The name pf “ Bonthron— Bonthron ! ” sounded 
three times through the aisles of the church ; but he who owned it 
acknowledged the cal) no otherwise than by a sort of shuffling motion 
With his feet, as if he had been suddenly affected with a ft of the 

Speak, dog,” whispered Eviot, “or prepare for a dog's death ! ” 

But the murderer's tyrain was so much disturbed by the sight before 
him, that the judges, beholding his deportment, doubted whether to 
ordain him to be dragged before the bier, or to pronounce judgment 
in default; and it was not, until he was asked for the last time, 
whether ho would submit to the ordeal, that he answered, with his 
usual brevity,— 

W T will not;— what do I know what juggling tricks may be prac- 
tised to take a poor man’s life?— I offer the combat to any man who 
says I harmed that dead body.” 

And, according to usual form, he threw his glove upon the floor 
of the church. 

* Henry Smith stepped forward, amidst the murmured Appluur.es of 
his fellow-citizens, which even the august presence could not entirely 
suppress ; and lifting the ruffian’s glove, which he placed in liis bon- 
net, laid, down his own in the usual form, as tt gage of battle. But 
Bonthron raised it not. 

“ He is no match for me,” growled the savage, tc nor fit to lift my 
glove. I follow the Prince of Scotland, in attending on hi a Master 
of Ilorsc. This fellow is a wretched mechanic.” 

Here the Prince interrupted him. “ Thou follow caitiff I I dis- 
charge tliee from my service on the spot. — Take him in hand, Smith, 
and beat him as thou didst never thump anvil !— The villain is both 
► guilty and recreant. It sickens me even to look at him ; and if my 
royal father will be ruled by me, he will give the parties two hand- 
-soine Scottish axes, and we will see which of them turns out the best 
fellow, before the day is half an hour older.” 

This was readily assented to by the Earl of Crawford and Sir 
Patrick Chartcris, the godfathers of the parties, who. as the combat- 
ants were men of inferior rank, agreed that they should fight in 
steel caps, huff jackets, and with axes; and that as soon as they 
could be prepared for the combat. 

The lists were appointed in the Skinners’ Yards , 1 a neighbouring 
space of ground, occupied by the corporation from which it had the 
name, and who nuickly cleared a space of about thirty feet by twenty- 
five for the combatants. Thither thronged the nobles, priests, and 
commons- -all excepting the old King’, who, detesting such scenes 
of blood, retired t« his residence, and devolved the charge of the 
'.rfjHd upon thc*Eurl of Errol, Lord High Constable, to whoso office 

J .Nolo V. ''\ln.toJ Vca' . 
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it more particularly belonged. The Duke of Albany watched the" 
whole proceeding with a close and wary eye. Ilis nephew gave 4he 
scene the heedless degree of notice which corresponded with his 
character. 

When the combatants appeared in the lists, nothing could be more 
striking than the contrast betwixt the manly, cheerful countenance 
of the Smith, whose sparkling bright eye seemed already beaming 
with the victory he hoped for, and the sullen, downcast aspect of the 
brutal Bonthron, who looked as if lie were some obscene bird, driven e 
into sunshine out of the shelter of its darksome haunts. They made 
oath severally, each to the truth of his quarrel; a ceremony which £ 
Ilcnry Gow performed with serene and mank confidence— Bonthron 
with a dogged resolution, which induced the Duke of ltothsay to 
say to the Iligli Constable, “ Didst thou ever, my dear Errol, behold 
such a mixture of malignity, cruelty, and 1 think fear, as in that 
fellow’s countenance.” 

“ lie is not comely,” said the Earl, “ hut a powerful knave as I 
have seen.” 

“ I’ll gage a hogshead of wine with you, my good lord, that lie* 
loses the day. Henry the armourer is as strong as he, and much , 
more active. And then look at his bold bearing? There is some- 
thing in that other fellow that is loathsome to look upon. Let, 
them yoke presently, my dear Constable, for I am sick of beholding 
him” 


The High Constable then addressed the widow, who, in her deep 
weeds, and having her children still beside her, occupied a chair 
within the lists:— “Woman, do you willingly accept of this man, 
Henry the Smith, to do battle as your champion in this cause?” 

“I do— I do, most willingly, answered Magdalen Proudfute: 
and may the blessing of God and St John give hint strength an u 
fortune, since he strikes for the orphan and fatherless ! ” 

“ Then I pronounce this a fenced field of battle,” said the Con- 
stable aloud. “ Let no one dare, Upon peril of his life, to interrupt 
this combat by word, speech, or look. — Sound trumpets, and fight, 
combatants ! ” - 


The trumpets flourished, and the combatants, advancing from the- 
opposite ends of the lists with a steady and even pace, looked at 
each other attentively, well skilled in judging, from the motion of 
the eye, the direction in which a blow was meditated. They halted 
opposite to, and within reach of, each other, and in turn made more 
than one feint to strike, in order to ascertain the activity and vigil- 
ance of the opponent-. At length, whether weary of these manoeuvres, 
or fearing lest, in a contest so conducted, his unwieldy strength 
would be foiled by the activity of the Smith, Bonthron heaved up 
Jus axe for a downright blow, adding the whole strength of his 
sturdy arms to the weight of the weapon in its descent. The 
Smith, however, avoided the stroke by stepping aside; for it was 
too forcible to be controlled by any guard wliich he could have 
interposed. Ere Bonthron recovered guard, Henry-struck him a* 
sideling blow on the steel head-piece, which prostrated him on the 
ground. * 
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; “ Confess, or die,’* said the victor, placing liis foot on the body of 

thb vanquished, and holding to his throat the point of the axe, which 
terminated in a spike or poniard. 

“ I will confess,” said the villain, glaring wildly upward on the sky. 
“Let me rise” 

“ Not till you have yielded,” said Harry Smith. 

“ I do yield,” again murmured Bonthron, and Henry proclaimed 
aloud that his antagonist was defeated. 

■ The Dukes of Itothsay and Albany, the High Constable, and the 
Dominican Prior now entered the lists, and, addressing Bonthron, 
demanded if he acknowledged himself vanquished. 

“ I do,” answered the miscreant. 

“ And guilty of the murder of Oliver Froudfute ? ” 

“ I am- but I mistook him for another.” 

“ And whom didst thou intend to slay ?" said the Prior. “ Con- 
fess, my son, and merit thy pardon in another world ; for with this 
thou hast little more to do.” 

"I took the slain man,” answered the discomfited combatant, 
“ for him whose hand has struck me down, whose foot now presses 
me." 

“Blessed be the saints!” e#icj the Prior; “now all those who 
doubt the virtue of the holy ordeal may have their eyes opened to 
their error. Lo, he is trapped in the snare which he laid for the 
guiltless” 

“I scarce ever saw the man before,” said the Smith. “I never 
did wrong to him or his.--* Ask him, an it please your reverence, why 
lie should have tjiouglitof slaying me treacherously.” 

“ It is a fitting question,” answered the Prior — “ Give glory where 
it is due, my son, even though 41 is manifested by thy shame. For 
what reason wouldst thou have Aylaid this jinnouier, who says he 
never wronged thee ? ” . / ' 

“He had wronged him whom I served,” answered Bonthron; “and 
I meditated the deed by his command." • ' 

u By whose command ? ” asked the Prior. . 

Bonthron was silent for an instant, then growled out, — “ He is too 
’mighty for me to name.” 

“ Hearken, my sou,” said the churchman : “ tarry but a brief hour, 
and the mighty and the mean of this earth shall to thee alike be 
empty sounds. The sledge is even now preparing to drag thee to 
the place of execution. Therefore, son, once more I charge thee to 
consult thy soul’s weal by glorifying Heaven, and speaking the 
truth. Was it thy master, &ir John Ramoray, that stirred thee to 
so foul a deed ? ” 

“ No,” answered the prostrate villain, “ it was a greater than he.” 
And at the same time he pointed with his finger to the Prince. 

“Wretch ! ” said the astonished Duke of Rothsay ; “ do you dare 
to hint that I was your instigator?” 

> “ You yourself, tfiy lord, "answered the unblushing ruffian. 
f “Die in tlft falsehood, accursed slave I "said the Prince; and, 
drawing his. sword, he would have pierced his calumniator, had not 
the Lord High Constable interposed with word and action. 
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t; Your Grace must forgive my discharging mine office — this caitiff 
must be delivered into tile bands of the executioner. He is unfit to 
bo dealt with by any other, much leas by your Highness.” 

“What! noble Karl,” said Albany aloud, and with much real or 
affected emotion, “ would you let the dog pass alive from lienee, to 
poison the people’s ears with false accusations against the Prince of 
Scotland ?— J say,cut hmx^gjnammocks upon the spot ! ” 

“ Ymir Jlighnesirwflf p^ffmrT5$7’ said the Earl of Errol ; “ I 
must protect him till his doom is executed.” 

“ Then let him be gagged instantly,” said Albany.— “And you, pay 
royal nephew, why stand you there fixed in astonishment? Call 
your resolution up— speak to the prisoner— #wear— protest by all 
that is sacred that you knew not of this felon deed — See liow the 
people look on each other, and whisper apart! My life on’t that 
this lie spreads faster than any gospel truth — Speak to them, royal 
kinsman, no matter what you say, so you be constant in denial.” 

“What., sir,” said Kotnsay, starting from his pause of surprise 
and mortification, and turning haughtily towards his unde - ; “would 
you have me gage my royal word against that of an abiect recreant? 
Let those who can believe the son of their sovereign, the descendant 
of Bruce, capable of laying ambush for the life of a poor mechanic, 
enjoy the pleasure of thinking tlie villain’s tale true. 

“That, will not Tfor one,” said the Smith, bluntly. “I never did aught 
but what was in honour towards his royal Grace the Duke of Roth- 
say, and never received unkindness from him, in word, look, or deed ; 
and I cannot think he would have given aim to such base practice.” 

“Was it in honour that you threw his Highness from the ladder 
in Curfew Street, upon St Valentine’s Eve?” said Bonthron; “or 
think you the favour was received kindly or unkindly?” 

This was so boldly said, and seemed so plausible, that it shook the 
Smith’s opinion of the Prince’s innocence. 

Alas, my lord,” said he, looking sorrowfully towards llothsay, 
“could your Highness seek an innocent fellow’s life for doing his 
duty by a helpless maiden ?— 1 would rather lmvc died in these lists 
than live to hear it said of the Bruce’s heir 1” 

“ Thou art a good fellow, Smith,” said the Prince ; “ but I cannot' 
expect thee to judge more wisely than others. — Away- with that con- 
vict- to the gallows, and gibbet him alive an you will, that he may 
speak falsehood and spread scandal on us to the last prolonged mo- 
ment- of his existence ! ” 

Bo flaying, the Prince turned away from tho lists, disdaining to 
notice the gloomy looks cast towards him, as the crowd made slow 
and reluctant way for him to pass, and expressing neither surprise 
nor displeasure at a deep hollow murmur, or groan, which accom- 
panied his retreat. Only a few of his own immediate followers 
attended him from the field, though various persons of distinction 
had come there in his train. Even tlie lower class of citizens ceased 
to follow the unhappy Prince, whose former indifferent reputation 
had exposed him to so many charges of impropriety tfhd levity, and* 
around whom there seem eel now darkening suspicions of the most 
atrocious nature. 
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He took his slow and thoughtful way to the church of the Domini- 
cans ; but the ill news, which iiy proverbially fast, lmd reached his 
father’s place of retirement before lie himself appeared. On entering 
the palace and inquiring for the King, the Duke of Rothsay was 
surprised to be informed that lie was in deep consultation with the 
Duke of Albany, who, mounting on horseback as the Prince left the 
lists, had reached the convent before him. He was about to use the 
privilege of liis rank and birth, to enter the royal apartment, when 
MacLewis, the commander of the guard of Brandanes, gave liim to 
understand, in the.raost respectful terms, that he had special instruc- 
tions which forbade liis admittance. 

“Go at least, MfudLewis, and let them know that I wait their 
pleasure,” said the Prince. “If my uncle desires to have the credit 
of shutting the father’s apartment against the son, it will gratify him 
to know that I am attending in the outer hall like a lackey.” 

“ May it please you,” said MacLewis, with hesitation, “ if your 
Highness would consent to retire just now, and to wait a while in 
patience, I will send to acquaint you when the Duke of Albany goes; 
and I doubt not that his Majesty will then admit your Grace to liis 
presence. At present, your Highness must forgive me,— it is im- 
possible you can have access.” 

“ I understand you, MacLewis ; but go, nevertheless, and obey my 
commands.” 

The officer went accordingly, and returned with a message that 
the King, was indisposed, and on the point of retiring to his private 
chamber ; but that the Duke of Albany would presently wait upon 
the Prince of Scotland. 

It was, however, a full half hour ere the Duke of Albany appeared 
—a period of tipne which Rothsay spent partly in moody silence, and 
partly in idle talk with MacLewis and tlic Brandanes, ns the levity 
or irritability of his temper obtained the ascendant. 

At length the Duke came, and with him the Lord High Constable, 
whose countenance expressed much Rorrow and embarrassment. 

“Fair kinsman,” said the Duke of Albany, “I grieve to sav that it 
is my royal brother’s opinion, that it will be best, for the honour of 
the royal family, that your Royal Highness do restrict yourself for a * 
time to the seclusion of the High Constable’s lodgings , 1 and accept 
of the noble Earl here present for your principal, if not sole com- 
panion, until the scandals which have been ibis day spread abroad 
shall be refuted, or forgotten.” 

“ How is this, my Lord of Errol ? ” said the Prince, in astonish- 
ment. “ Is your house to be my jail, and is your lordship to be my 
jailer ? ” 

“ The saints forbid, my lord,” said the Earl of Errol; “but it is my 
unhappy duty to obey the commands of your father, by considering 
your ltoyal Highness for some time as being under my ward.” 

“ The Prince— the heir of Scotland, under the ward of the High 
Constable !— What reason can be given for this ? Is the blighting 
; speech of a convicted recreant of strength sufficient to tarnish my 
royal escutcheon ? ” 

I Sog Hn+o W. Karl of Error* Lodgings. 
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“ While such accusations arc not refuted and denied, my kinsman, 
said the Duke of Albany, “ they will contaminate that of a monarch?* 
“Denied, my lord!” exclaimed the Prince; “by whom are they 
asserted ? save By a wretch too infamous, even by his own confession, 
to be credited for a moment, though a beggar’s character, not a 
prince's, were impeached. — Fetch him hither, — let the rack be shown 
to him; you will soon hear him retract the calumny which he dared 
to assert.” 

* The gibbet has done its work too surely to leave Bonthron sen- 
sible to the rack,” said the Duke of Albany. “ lie has been executed 
an hour since.” . # 

“ And why sucli liaste, my lord?” said the Prince; “know you it 
looks as if there were practice in it, to bring a stain on my name?” 

“ The custom is universal— the defeated combatant in the ordeal 
of battle is instantly transferred from the lists to the gallows. — Anv: 
yet, fair kinsman,” continued the Duke of Albany, “if you had 
boldly and strongly denied the imputation, I would have judged 
right to keep the wretch alive for further investigation ; but as your 
Highness was silent, I deemed ^ best to stifle the scapdal in the 
breath of him that uttered it.”^>$ y* *■ . 

“SaintM&ry, my lord, but tfnsfe t66hi^ilting!Db you, my uncle 
and kinsmaft; suppose me guilty of prompting such a usele&iSftu* 
unworthy action, as that which the slave confessed? ” '■/' . 

“It is not for me to bandy question with your Highness ; other- 
wise I would ask, whether you also mean to deny the scafccfeless 
unworthy, though less bloody attack, upon the lioUsfeia CpUVrefow 
Street ? — Be not angry with me, kinsman ; but, indeed; your se jfeea- 
tering yourself for some brief space from the court, were ifc dnfy 
during the King’s residence in this city, where so much offence has 
been given, is imperiously demanded.” 

Rotlisay paused When he heard this exhortation; and looking at 
the Duke in a very marked manner, replied, — 

“Uncle, you are a good huntsman. You have pitched your toils 
with much skill ; but you would have been foiled , notwithstanding, 
had not the stag rushed among the nets of free-will. God speed you, 
and may you have the profit by this matter, which ^your measures 
deserve. Say to my father, I obey his arrest My Lord High Con- 

stable, I wait only your pleasure to attend you to your lodgings. 
jjSince I am to lie in ward, 1 could not have desired a kinder or more 
Courteous warden.” 

The interview between the uncle and nephew being thus concluded, 
tho Prince retired with the Earl of Errol to his apartments ; the citi- 
jpdfcf whom they met in the streets passing to the further side, when 
they observed the Duke of Rothsay, to escape the necessity of salut- 
ing one whom they had been taught to consider as a ferocious as 
wedl as unprincipled libertine. The Constable’s lodgings received the 
owner and his princely guest, both glad to leave the streets, yet 
neither feeling easy in the situation which they oedbpied with regard 
to each other within doofs. * * 

We must return to the lists after the combat had ceased, and 
when the nobles had withdrawn. The crowds were now separated 
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into two distinct bodies. That which made the smallest in number 
'fras at the same time the mo^t distinguished for respectability, con- 
sisting of the better class of inhabitants of Perth, who were con- 
gralulating the successful champion, and each other, upon the tri- 
umphant conclusion to which they had brought their feud with the 
courtiers. The magistrates were so much elated on the occasion, 
that they entreated Sir Patrick Chartering acceptance of a collation 
in the Town- Hall, To this, Henry, the hero of the day, was of course 
invited, or lie was rather commanded to attend. He listened to the 
summons with great embarrassment, for it may be readily believed 
liis heart was with Catharine Glover. But the advice of his father 
Simon decided him. •That veteran citizen bad a natural and becom- 
ing deference for the Magistracy of the Fair City ; he entertained a 
high estimation of all honours which flowed from such a source, ami 
thought that his intended son-in-law would do wrong not to receive 
them with gratitude. 

# “ Thou must not think to absent thyself from such a solemn occa- 
sion, son Henry,” was his advice. Sir Patrick Chartoris is to be 
there himself, and I think it will be a rare occasion for thee to gain 
his good-will. It is like he may order of thee a new suit of harness ; 
and I myself heard worthy Bailie Craigdallie say, there was a talk of 
ito friahiuff up the city’s armoury. Thou must not neglect the good 
. trade, now that thou takest on thee an expensive family.” 

- “Tush, father Glover,” answered the embarrassed victor, “Hack 
no pufitom— a^d thou knowest there is Catharine, who may wonder 
at my absence, and have her ear abused once more by tales of glee- 
maidens, and I wot not what.” 

v“Fear not for that,” said the Glover, “but go like an obedient 
burgess, where thy betters desire to have thee. I do not deny that 
.it Will cost thee some trouble to make thy peace with Catharine 
about this duel ; for she thinks herself wiser in such matters than 
King and Council, Kirk and Canons, Provost and Bailies. But I 
will take up the quarrel with her myself, and will so work for thee, 
that though she may receive thee to-morrow with somewhat of a 
'chiding, it shall melt into tears and smiles, like an April morning, 
that begifas with a mild shower. Away with thee, then, my son, and 
be constant to the time, to-morrow morning after mass.” 

The Smith, though reluctantly, was obliged to defer to the reason- 
ing of his proposed father-in-law, and, once determined to accept the 
honour destined for him by the fathers of the city, he extricated 
himself from the crowd, aud hastened home to put on his best 
apparel; in which he presently afterwards repaired to the Council- 
house, where the ponderous oak table seemed to bend under the 
massy dishes of choice Tay salmon, and delicious sea-fish from Dun- 
dee, being the dainties which the fasting season permitted, whilst 
neither wiuc, ale, nor metheglin, were wanting to wash them down. 
The waits, or minstrels of the burgh, played during the repast, and 
in the intervals of the music, one of them recited with great empha- 
sis a long poetical account of the battle of Blackearn-side, fought by 
iSir William Wallace, and his redoubted captain and friend, Thomas 
of Longucville, against the English general, Seward— a theme per- 
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fectly familiar to all the quests, wlio, nevertheless, more. b -levant tharl 
their descendants, listened as if it had all the zest of novelty. It was 
complimentary to the ancestor of the Knight of Kin faun > doubtless, 
and to other Perthshire families, in passages which., the audience 
applauded vociferously, whilst they pledged each otliei in mighty 
draughts, to the memory of the heroes who had fought by the side 
of the champion of Scotland. The health of Henry Wynd was 
quaffed with repeated shouts, and the Provost anyoum od publicly, 
that the magistrates were consulting how they might best invest 
him with some distinguished privilege, or honorary reward, to show 
I io>v highly his fellow- citizens valued his courageous exertions. 

u Nay, take it not thus, an it like your worships,” said the Smith, 
with his usual blunt manner, “ lest men say that valour must be rare 
in Perth, when they reward a man for fighting for the right of a for- 
lorn widow. .1 am sure there are many scores of stout burghers in 
the town who would have done this day's dargue as well or better 
than I. For, in good sooth, I ought to have cracked yonder fellow’s 
head-piece like an earthen pipkin— ay, and would have done it too, 
if it had not been one which I myself tempered for Sir John Ita- 
niorny. But an the Pair City think my service of any worth, I will 
conceive it far more than acquitted by any aid which you may afford 
from the Common Good, 1 to the support of the widow Magdalen and 
her poor orphans." 

“ That may well be done,” said Sir Patrick Charter]*, “ and yet 
leave the Fair City rich enough to pay her debts to Henry Wynd, of 
which every man of us is a better judge than himself, who is blinded 
with an unavailing nicety, which men call modesty — And if the burgh 
be too poor for this, the Provost will bear his share. The Hover's 
golden angels have not all taken flight yet.” 

The beakers were now circulated, under the name of a cup of com- 
fort to the widow, and anon flowed around once more to the happy 
memory of the murdered Oliver, now so bravely avenged. Jn short, 
it was a feast so jovial, that all agreed nothing was wanting to render 
it perfect, but the presence of the Bonnet-maker himself, whose 
calamity had occasioned the meeting, and who had usually furnished 
the standing jest at sucli festive assemblies: u Had his attendance 
been possible/’ it was drily observed by Bailie Craigdallie, “lie wquld 
r certainly have claimed the success o t the day, and vouched himself 
the avenger of his own murder.” . 

At the sound of the vesper bell the company broke up, some bf the 
grayer sort going to evening prayers, where, with half-shut eyes and 
shining countenances, they made a most orthodox and edifying -por- 
tion of a Lenten congregation ; others to their own homes, to tell 
over the occurrences of the fight aud feast, for the information of the 
family circle ; and some, doubtless, to the licensed freedoms of some 
tavern, the dopr of which Lent did not keep so close shut as the forms 
of the Church required. Henry returned to the Wynd, warm with 
the good wine and the applause of his fellow-cifcizeife, and fell asleeu 
to dream of perfect happiness and Catharine Glover. 


1 The public property of the burgh. 
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,’Wc have smd, that wiiei i the combat was decided, the spectators 
were divided into two bodies. Of these, when the more respectable 
portion attended the victor in joyous procession, much the greater 
number, or what might he termed the rabble, waited upon Oio sub- 
dued and sentenced Bonthron. who was travelling in a different direc- 
tion, and for a very opposite purpose. Whatever may be thought 
of the comparative attractions of the house of mourning and of feast- 
ing under other circumstances, there can be little doubt- which will 
draw most visitors, when the question is, whether wo would witness 
miseries which we arc not to share, or festivities of which we are tint 
to partake. Accordingly, th- tumbril in which the criminal was con- 
veyed to execution was atteudcH by far the greater proportion of 
the inhabitants of Perth. 

A friar was seated in the same car with the murderer, to whom lie 
did not hesitate to repeat, under the seal of confession, the same 
false asseveration which he had made upon the j dace of combat, 
which charged the Duke of Roblisay with being director of the am- 
buscade by which the unfortunate Bonnet-maker had suhered. The 
same falsehood he disseminated among the crowd, averring, with un- 
blushing effrontery, to those who were Highest to the car, that he 
owed his death to his having been willing to execute tbe.Pukeof 
Rothsay’s pleasure. For a time he lepeatcd these words, sullenly 
and doggedly, in the manner of one icciting a task, or a liar who 
endeavours by reiteration to obtain a credit for his words, which lie 
is internally sensible they do not deserve. But when he lifted, up hi ; 
eyes, and beheld in the distance the block outline of a gallows, vi 
least forty feet high, with its ladder and its fatal cord, rising against 
the horizon, lie became suddenly silent, and the friar could ob.-vrve 
that he trembled very much. 

“Be comforted, my son,” said the good priest, “you have con- 
fessed the truth, and received absolution. Your penitence will 
be accepted according to your sincerity; and though you have boon 
a man of bloody hands and cruel heart, yet, by the Church’s prayers, 
you shall be in due time assoilzied from the penal fires of purga- 
tory.” 

TheSe assurances were calculated rather to augment than to 
diminish the terrors of the culprit, who was agitated by doubts 
whether the mode suggested for his preservation from death would 
to a certainty be effectual, and some suspicion whether there was 
reaHy any purpose of employing them in bis favour $ for he know his 
master wefi enough to be aware of the indifference with which he 
would sacrifice one, who might on some future occasion be a danger- 
ous evidence against him. ■ 

His doom, however, was sealed, and there was no escaping from 
it. They slowly approached the fatal tree, which was erected on a 
bank by the river’s side, about half a mile from the wails of the city; 
a site chosen tliqjb the body of the wretch, which was to remain food 
for the camon crows, might be seen from a distance in every 
direction. Here the priest delivered Bonfchron to the executioner, 
•by whom he was assisted up the ladder, and to all appcarauco 
despatched according to the usual forms of the law. He seemed to 
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struggle for life for a minute, but soon after hung still and inanimate 
The executioner, after remaining upon duty for more than half rfn 
hour, us if to permit the last spark of life to be extinguished, 
announced to the admirers of such spectacles, that the irons for the 
permanent suspension of the carcass not having been got ready, the 
concluding ceremony of disembowelling the dead body, and attaching 
it finally to the gibbet, would be deferred till the next morning at 
sunrise. 

Notwithstanding the early hour which he had named, Master 
Smotherwcll had a reasonable attendance of rabble at the place of 
execution, to see the final proceedings of justice with its victim. But 
great was the astonishment and resentment these amateurs to 
find that the dead body had been removed from the gibbet. They 
were not-, however, long at a loss to guess the cause of its -disappear- 
ance. Bonthron lmd been the follower of a Baron, whose estates 
lay in Fife, and was himself a native of that province. What was 
more natural than that some of the Fife men, whose boats were fre- 
quently plying on the river, should have clandestinely removed the 
body of their countryman from the place of public slmme? The 
crowd vented their rage against Smothenvell,for hot completing his 
job on the preceding evening; and had not he and his assistant betaken 
themselves to a boat, and escaped across the Tay, thev would have 
run some risk of being pelted to death. The event, however, was 
too much in the spirit of the times to be much wondered at. Its 
real cause we shall explain in, the following chapter. 


CHATTER XXIV. 

Let gallows gape for clogs, let men go free. 

Henry V . 

The incidents of a narrative of this kind must be adapted to each 
other, as the wards of a key must tally accurately with those of the 
lock to which it belongs. The reader, however gentle, will not hold 
himself obliged to res.t satisfied with the mere fact, that such and 
such occurrences took place, which is, generally speaking, all that in 
ordinary life he can know of what is passing around him ; but he is 
desirous, while reading for amusement, of knowing the interior 
movements occasioning the course of events. This is a legitimate 
and reasonable curiosity ; for every man hath a right to open and 
examine the mechanism of his own watch, put together for his 
proper use, although he is not permitted to pry into the interior of 
the timepiece, which, for general information, is displayed on the 
town.steeplc. 

It would be, therefore, uncourteous to leave my readers under any 
doubt concerning the agency which removed the assastfn Bonthron 
from the gallows; an event which some of the Perth citizen* 
ascribed to the foul Fiend himself, while others were content to lay 
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BfTVrpon the natural dislike of Bonthron’s countrymen of Fife to see 
him hanging' oil the river side, as a spectacle dishonourable to their 
province. 

About midnight succeeding the day when the execution had falcon 
place, and while the inhabitants or Perth were deeply buried in 
slumber, three men muffled in their cloaks, and bearing a dark 
lantern, descended the alleys of a garden which led from the house 
occupied by Sir John Ramorny to the banks of the Tay, where a 
small boat fay moored to a landing-place, or little projecting pier. 
The wind howled in a low and melancholy manner through the leaf- 
less shrubs and bushes ; and a pale moon waded, as it is termed in 
Scotland, amongst drifting clouds, which seemed to threaten rain. 
The three individuals entered the boat with great precaution, to 
escape observation. One of them was a tall powerful man ; another 
short and bent downwards ; the third middle-sized, and apparently 
younger than his companions, well made and active. Thus much the 
imperfect light could discover. They seated themselves in the boat, 
and unmoored it from the pier. 

“ We must let her drift with* the current till we pass the bridge, 
where the burghers still keep guard ; and you know the proverb — 
A Perth arrow hath a perfect flight/’ said the most youthful of the 
'party, who assumed the office of helmsman, and pushed the. boat oft* 
from tlie pier ; whilst the others took the oars which were muffled, 
and rowed with all precaution, till they attained the middle of the 
river ; they then ceased their efforts, lay upon their oars, and trusted 
to the steersman for keeping her in mid-channel. 

In this manner they passed uimoticcd or disregarded beneath the 
stately Gothic arches of the old bridge, erected by the magnificent 
patronage of Robert Bruce in 1329, and carried away by an inun- 
dation in 1621. Although they heard the voices of a civic watch, 
which, since these disturbances commenced, had been nightly main- 
tained in that important pass, no challenge was given ; and when 
'iliey were so far down the stream as to be out of hearing of tlies.e 
guardians of the night, they began to row, but still with precaution, 
'and to converse, though in a low tone. 

“You have found a new trade, comrade, since I left you,” said one 
of t,lic rowers to the other. “ I left you engaged in tending a sick 
knight, and I find you employed in purloining a dead body from 
the gallows.” 

“ A living body, so please your squirehood, Master Buncle; or else 
my craft hath ffiiled of its purpose. ’ 

“ So I am told, Master Pottercarrier ; but saving your clerkship, 
unless you tell me your trick, I will take leave to 'doubt of its success. ” 

“A simple toy, Master Buncle, not likely to please a genius so 
acute as that of your valia$cie. Marry, thus it is. The suspension 
of the human body, which the vulgar call hanging, operates death 
by apoplexia, — that [s, the blood being unable to return to the heart 
the compression of the veins, it rushes to the braiu, and the man 
, Jies. Also, anil as an additional cause of dissolution, the lungs no 
longer receive the needftil supply of the vital air, owing to the liga- 
ture of the cord around the thorax j and hence the patient perishes.” 
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“I understand that well enough— But how is such a revulsiyjfbf 
blood to the brain to be prevented, Sir Mediciner ? ” said the 
person, who was no other than Ramoni/s page, Eviot. 

“Marry, then,” replied Dwiniug, “ hang me the patient up iinJKi 
fashion that the carotid jule vies shall not be compressed, and ij&e 
blood will not determine to the brain, and apoploxia will not talw 
place; and, again, if there be no Bga fcure arouncTth e thorax, tin 
lungs will be supplied with air, whether the man be hanging in tlw 
middle heaven, or standing; on the firm earth.” v ^ 

“All this I conceive” said Eviot 5 “but how these precautions can 
be reconciled with the execution of the sentence of hanging is wim#- 
my dull brain cannot comprehend.” • . 

“ Ah ! good youth, thy valiaucie hath spoiled a fair wit. Hadat 
thou studied with mo, thou shouldsfc have learned things more diffi- 
cult than this. But here is my trick. I getjme certain bandages, 
made of the same substance with your young valiancies horse-girths, 
having especial care that they are of n kind which will not shrink on 
being strained, since that would spoil my experiment. One loop of 
this substance is drawn under each foot, and returns up either side f 
of the leg to a ciucfcure, with which it is United ; these cinctures are** 
connected by divers straps down the breast and back, hi order 
divide the weight, and there are sundry other conveniences for eas- " 
ing the patient ; but the chief is this. The straps, or ligatures, arc 
attached to a broad steel collar, curving outwards, and having a hook 
or two, for the better security of the halter, which the friendly execu- 
tioner passes around that part of the machine, instead of applying it 
to the bare throat of the patient. Thus, when thrown off from the 
ladder, the sufferer will find himself suspended, not by his neck, if it 
please you, but by the steel circle, which supports the loops in which 
his feet are placed, and on which his weight really rests, diminished 
a little by similar supports under each arm. Thus neither vein nor 
windpipe being compressed, the man will breathe as free, and his 
blood, saving from fright and novelty of situation, will flow as tom-* 
perately as your valiancies’, when you stand up in your stirrups to 
view a field of battle.” 

“ By my faith, a quaint and rare device ! ” quoth B uncle. 

“ Is it not?” pursued the leech, c{ and well worth being known to 
such mounting spirits as your valiancies, since there is no knowing 
to what heights Sir John Ramorny’s pupils may arrive ; and if these 
be such, that it is necessary to descend from them by a rope, you 
may find my mode of management more convenient than the common 
practice. Marry, but you must bo provided with a liigh-collared 
doublet, to conceal the ring of steel ; and above all, such a bonus 
socius as Smotherwell to adjust jtlie noose.” 

“ Base poison- vender,” said Eviot, “ men of our calling die 011 the 
field of battle ! ” 

“ I will save the lesson, however,” replied «Bu.ncle, “in case of 
some pinching occasion.— But what a night the Jdoody JiangdoT 
Bonthron must have had of it, dancing a pa vise in mid air to tlnV 
music of his own shackles, as the night wind swings him that Way 
and this ! ” 
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l*Il were an almsdeed to leave him there,” said Eviot ; tl for his 
descent from the gibbet will but encourage him to new murders, 
ile knows but two elements— drunkenness and bloodshed.” 

*■* Perhaps Sir John Ramorny might have been of your opinion,” 
said Dwining; “but it would first have been necessary to cut out the 
rogue’s tongue, lest he had told strange tales from ills airy height. 
And there are other reasons that it concerns not your valiancies to 
• know. In truth, I myself have been 7 generous in serving him, for 
r 'the fellow is built as strong as Edinburgh Castle, and his anatomy 
gwouid. have, matched any that is in the' cnirurgieal hall of Padua.— 
Put tell me, Master Buncld, what news bring you from the doughty . 
Douglas?” • '* 

“ They may tell that know,” said Buncle. “ I am the dull ass that 
years the message, and kens nought of its purport. The safer for 
nyself perhaps. I carried letters from the Duke of Albany and from 
Sir John Ramorny to*tke Douglas, and he locked black as a northern 
empest when he opened them— I brought them answers from the 
Sari, at which they smiled like the sun when the harvest storm is 
dosing over him. Go to your Ephemerides, leech, and conjure the 
ineauing out of that.” 

jjp “ Methinks I can do so without much cost of wit,” said the ehirur- 
meon; “but yonder I see in the pale moonlight our dead alive. 
Should he have screamed out to any chance passenger, it were a 
■Curious interruption to a night-journey to be hulled from the top of 
■such a gallows as that.— Hark, methinks I do hear his groans amid the 
[whistling of the wind, and the creaking of the chains. So — fair and 
softly — make fast the boat with the grappling— and get out the casket 
with my matters— we would be better for a little fire, but the light 
might bring observation on us. Come on, my men of valour, march 
warily, for wo are bound for the gallows foot — Follow with the lan- 
tern— I trust the ladder has been left. 

1 Ring, three merry-men, and three merry -men. 

Ami three merry-men are we ; 

. Thou on the land, and 1 on the «iud, 

And Jack on the gallows-tree.”* 

As they advanced to the gibbet, they could plainly hear groans, 
though uttered in a low tone. Dwining ventured to give a low cough 
once or twice, by way of signal ; but receiving no answer, “ We had 
best make haste,” said he to liis companions, “ for our friend must 
be in extremis, as he gives no answer to the signal which announces 
the arrival of help.— Come, let us to the gear. I will go up the lad- 
der first, and cut the rope. Do you two follow, one after another, 
and take fast hold of the body, so that lie fall not when the halter is 
unloosed. Keep sure gripe, for whifch the bandages will afford you 
convenience. Bethink you that, though he plays an owl’s part to- 
night, ho hath no wings, and to fall out of a halter may be as danger- 
ous as to fall into one.” 

While lie spoke thus with sneer and gibe, he ascended the ladder, 
mul having ascertained that the men-at-arms who followed^ iitn had 
the" body in their hold, lie cut the rope, and then gave his aid to sup- 
port the almost lifeless form of the criminal. 
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Bya skilful exertion of strength and address the body of Bonthron 
wafjjlaced safely on the ground, rind the faint yet certain existence 
of life having been ascertained, it was thence transported to the river 
sid&where, shrouded by the bank, the. party might be beat concealed 
from observation, while the Idech employed himself in the necessary 
means of recalling animation, with which he had taken care to pro- 
vide himself. 

For this purpose he first freed the recovered person from his 
shackles, which the executioner had left unlocked on purpose, and otf* 
the same time disengaged the complicated envelopes and bandages 
by which he had been suspended. It was some time ere Dwining’^ 
efforts succeeded ; for in despite of the skill with which his machine 
had been constructed, the straps designed to support the body had 
stretched so considerably as to occasion the seuse of suffocation' be* 
coming extremely overpowering. But the address of the surgeon 
triumphed over ail obstacles ; and after sneezirig and stretching aim* 
self, with one or two bnef convulsions, Bonthron gave decided proofs 
of reanimation by arresting the hand of the operator as it was in the 
act of dropping strong waters on his breast arid throat ; and, direct- 
ing the bottle which contained them to his lips, he took, almost per* 
force, a considerable gulp of the contents. 

“ It is spiritual essence, double distilled,” said the astonished opera- 
tor, “and would blister the throat, and burn the stomach of any other 
man. But this extraordinary beast is so unlike all other human 
creatures, that I should not wonder if it brought him to the complete 
possession of his faculties.” 

Bonthron seemed to confirm this ; he started with a strong com 
vulsiou, sat lip, stared around, and indicated some consciousness o: 
existence. 

. • “ Wine— wine,” were the first words which he articulated. 

Xhe leech gave him a draught of medicated wine, mixed witl 
Mlo rejected it, under the dishonourable epithet of “ kennel 
\yasbff9L” and again uttered the words— Wine, wine.” 

“Njgjgtake it to thee, i’ the devil’s name,” said the leech, “sine? 
none bwFhe can judge of thy constitution.” 

A draught, long and deep enough to have discomposed the intellect; 
of angr other person, was found effectual in recalling those of Bon 
thron to a more perfect state ; though he betrayed no recollection c 
where he was or what had befallen him, and in his brief and suite; 
manner asked why he was brought to the river side at this time c 
night. 

“Another frolic of the wild Prince, for drenching me as he did b( 
fore— Nails and blood, but I would * 

“ Hold thy peace,” interrupted Evict, “and be thankful, I pray yo» 
if you have any thankfulness in you, that thy body is not crow’s men 
• and thy soul in a place where water is too scarce to duck, thee.” 

“ I begin to bethink me,” said the ruffian ; and raising the flask ( 
his mouth, which he saluted with a long and hearty kiss, he set t£ 
empty bottle on the earth, dropped his head on his bdsom, and seentv 
to muse for the purpose of arranging his confused recollections. 

“ Wc can abide the issue of his meditations no longer,” said Dwi 



223 


IIIE FAIR MAlX* <)F rBRTU. 

Pig, - ” lie will be better after be has slept;— Up, sir! you have been 
riding the air these some hours— tryif the water be not an easier 
mode of convey an ce. — Y our valours must jehd me a hand. I can no 
more lift this mass than I could raise in my arms a slaughtered bull.” 

“ Stand upright on thine own feet, Bonthrbfl* now we have placed 
thee upon them,” said Eviot; . " . ; 

* I cannot,” answered the patient. “Every drop of blood tingles 
In my veins as if it had pin-points, and my knees refuse to bear their 
[burden. What can be the meaning of all this ? This is some prac- 
tice of thine, thou dog leech ! ” 

jr “Ay, ay, so it is, honest Bonthron,” said Dwining. “a practice thou 
shalfc thank me for, when thou contest to learn it. In the meanwhile, 
stretch down in the stern of that boat, and let me wrap this cloak 
about thee” Assisted into the boat accordingly, Bonthron was de- 
posited there os conveniently as thing? admitted of. He answered 
their attentions with One or two snorts resembling the grunt of a 
boar, who has got some food particularly agreeable to him. 

“ And now, Buucle,” said the chiruvgeon, ” your valiant squireship 
knows your charge. You are to carry this lively cargo, by the river 
?to Newburgh, where you are to dispose of him as you wot of; mean- 
time, here are his shackles and bandages, the marks of his confine- 
ITfacnfc and liberation. Bind them up together, and fling them into the 
-deepest pool you pass over; for, found in your possession, they might 
tell tales against us all. This low, light breath of wind from the west, 
will permit you to use a sail as soon as the light comes in, and you 
are tired of rowing. Your other valiancy, Master Page Eviot, must 
be content to return to Perth with me afoot, for here severs our fair 
company. — Take with thee the lantern, Buncle, for thou wilt require 
it more than we, and see thou send me back my flasket.” 

As the pedestrians returned to Perth, Eviot expressed his belief 
that -Bonthron ’a understanding would never recover the shock which 
terror had inflicted upon it, and which appeared to him to have dis- 
turbed all the faculties of his mind, and m particular his memory. 

” It is not soi an it please your pagehood” said the leech. “ Bou- 
'thron’s intellect, such as it is, hath a solid character — it will but vueil- 
&te to and fro like a pendulum which hath been put in motion, and 
then will rest in its proper point of gravity. Our memory is, of all 
our powers of mind, that which is peculiarly liable to be suspended. 
Deep intoxication or sound sleep alike destroy it, and yet it returns 
when the drunkard becomes sober, or the sleeper is awakened. Ter- 
ror sometimes produces the same effects. I knew at Paris a crimi- 
nal condemned to die by the halter, who suffered the sentence accord- 
ingly, showing no particular degree of timidity upon the scaffold, and 
behaving and expressing himself as men in the same condition are 
wont to do. Accident aid for him what a little ingenious practice 
hath done for our amiable friend from whom we but now parted. 
He was cut down, and given to his friends before life was extinct, 
**id I had the good fortune to restore him. But though he re- 
covered in other particulars, he remembered but little of his trial 
and sentence. Of his confession on the morning of his execution — he ! 
he ! he ! (in his usual chuckling manner)—” he remembered him 
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not a word. Neither of leaving the prison— nor of his passage to^ 
the Greve, where he suffered— nor of the devout speeches with which 
ho— he ! he !_ edified— he ! he ! he I— so many good Christians— nor 
of ascending the fatal tree, nor of taking the fatal leap, had my 
reveuant the slightest recollection. 1 * * * — But here we reach the point 
where we must separate ; for it were unfit, should we meet any of 
the watch, that we be found together, and it were also prudent that 
we enter the city by different gates. My profession forms an excuse 
for my going and coming at all times. Your valiant pagehood wilT 
make such explanation as may seem sufficing.’ 7 

“ I shall make my will a sufficient excuse if I am interrogated*^ 
said the haughty young man. “ Yet I will aveoid interruption* if pos- 
sible. The moon is quite obscured, and the road os black as a wolfs 
mouth.” 

“Tut,” said the physicianer, rt let not your valour care for that; 
we shall tread darker paths ere it be long.” 

Without inquiring into the meaning of these evil-boding sentences, 
and indeed hardly listening to them, m the pride and recklessness of 
his nature, the page of Ramorny parted from his ingenious and dan- 
gerous companion ; and each took his own way. 


CHAPTER XX Y. 

Tbs? courts of true love never dirt run smooth. 

Hf!AK$I> BATIK. 

The ominous anxiety of our armourer had not played him false. 
When the good Glover parted with his intended son-in-law, after the 
judicial combat had been decided, lie found, what he indeed had ex- 
pected, that his fair daughter was in no favourable disposition towards 
Iter lover. But although he perceived that Catharine was cold, re- 
strained, collected, had cast away the appearance of mortal passion/ 
and listened with a reserve, implying contempt, to the most splendid 
description he could give her of the combat in the Skinners’ Yards, 
lie was determined not to take the least notice of her altered manner, 
but. to speak of her marriage with his sou Henry as a thing which 
must of course take place. At length, when she began, as on a for- 
mer occasion, to intimate, that her attachment to the armourer did 
not exceed the bounds of friendship, — that she was resolved never 
to marry, — that the pretended judicial combat was a mockery of the 
divine will, and of human laws,-— the Glover not unnaturally grew 
angry. * 

“ I cannot read tliy thoughts, wench ; nor can I pretend to guess 
under what wicked delusion it is that, you kiss a declared lover, — 

l An incident precisely similar to tliat in the text actually ocouKsd, within the pf 

sent century, at Oxford, in the case of a young woman who underwont the last sontentfe 

of the law for child-murder. A learned professor of that university has published an 

account of his conversation with the girl After her recovery. 
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him to kiss you,— run to his house when a report is spread of 
, i death, and fling: yourself into his arms when you find him alone* 
411 this shows very well in a girl prepared to obey her parents in a 
match sanctioned by her father ; but such tokens of intimacy, be- 
stowed on one whom a young: woman cannot esteem, and is deter- 
mined not to marry, are uncomely and unmaidenly. You have 
already been more bounteous of your favours to Henry Smith, than 
your mother, whom God ever was to me before 1 married 

per. I tell thee, Catharine, this trifling: with the love of an honest 
pian is what I neither can, will, nor ought to endure. I have given 
jjv consent to the match, and I insist it shall take place without 
Belay 5 and that you recqjve Henry Wynd to-morrow, as a nmii whose 
pride you Are to bp with all despatch.” 

“ A power more potent than yours, father, will say no,” replied 
Catharine. . 

“ 1 will risk it ; my power is a lawful one, that of a father over a 
Mild, and an erring child,” answered her father. “God and man 
cllow of my influence .” 

“ Then, may Heaven help us ! ” said Catharine : “ for if you are 
gbstinatc in your purpose, we are all lost.” 

“We can expect ‘no help from Heaven,” said the Glover, “ when 
act with indiscretion. I am clerk enough myself to know that ; 
■ml that your causeless resistance to. my will is sinful, every priest 
vill inform you. Ay, and more than that, you have spoken de- 
r yradingly or the blessed appeal to God in. fcne combat of ordeal. 
Take hoed ! for the Holy Church is awakened to watch her sheep- 
fold, and to extirpate heresy by fire and steel; so much I warn 
* lime of.” 

. Catharine uttered a suppressed exclamation ; and with difficulty 
j compelling herself to assume an appearance of composure, promised 
her father, that if lie would spare her any farther discussion of the 
iiibject till to-morrow morning, she would then meet him, determined 
j to make a full discovery of her sentiments. 

i With this promise, Simon Glover was obliged to remain contented. 
r*fchough extremely anxious for the postponed explanation. Jt could 
lift bo levity or fickleness of character which induced Iris daughter 
to act with so much apparent inconsistency towards the man of his 
choice, and whom she hud so lately unequivocally owned to be also the 
man of her own. What external force there could exist, of a kind 
1 powerful enough to change the resolutions she had so decidedly ex- 
pressed within twenty -four hours, was a matter of complete mystery. 

J* “Hut 1 will be as obstinate as she can be,” thought the Glover, 
and she shall either marry Henry Smith without farther delay, or 
Whl Simon Glover will know an excellent reason to the contrary.” 

' The subject was not renewed during the evening ; but early on 
.the next morning, just at sunrising, Catharine knelt before the bed 
kin which her parent still slumbered. Her heart sobbed as if it 
■rapid burst, and her 'tears fell thick upon her father’s face. The 
^flbd old man awoke, looked up, crossed his child's forehead, and 
prosed her affectionately. 

f “I understand tlice, Kate,” he said ; “ thou art come to confession, 
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^tnd, I trust, art desirous to escape a heavy penance by being* sin J 
cere-” | 

Catharine was silent for an instant. f- 

“I need not ask, my father, if you remember the Carthusian 

monk, Clement, and his preachings and lessons ; at which, indeed,, 
you assisted so often, that you cannot be ignorant, men called you] 
oue of his converts, and with greater justice termed me so like- 
wise?" ! 

“ I am aware of both," said the old man, raising himself on his 
elbow; “but I defy foul fame to show that I ever owned him in any 
heretical proposition, tho' I loved to hear him talk of the conm* 0 
tions of the Church, the misgovemment of ihe nobles, and the wild 
ignorance of the poor, proving, as it seemed to me, that the sole 
virtue of our commonweal, its strength, and its estimation, lay among 
the burgher craft of the better class, whicli I received as comfortable 
doctrine, and creditable to the town. And if he preached other than 
right doctrine, wherefore did his superiors in the Carthusian convent 
permit it ? If the shepherds turn a wolf in sheep’s clothing* into the 
flock, they should not blame the sheep for being worried.” 

“They endured his preaching, nay, they encouraged it,” said" 
Catharine, “while the vices of the laity, the contentions of the nobles, 
and the oppression of the poor, were the subject of his censure, and 
they rejoiced in the crowds, who, attracted to the Carthusian church, i 
forsook those of the other convents. But the hypocrites— for such 
they are— joined with the other fraternities in accusing their preach- 
er Clement, when, passing from censuring the crimes of the state, 
lie began to display the pride, ignorance, and luxury of the church- 
men themselves ; their thirst of power, their usurpation over men’s 
consciences, and their desire to augment theiy worldly wealth.” 

“For God’s sake, Catharine,” said her father, “ speak within doors; 
your voice rises in tone, aud your speech in bitterness, — your eyes 
sparkle. It is owing to this zeal in what concerns you no more than 
others, that malicious persons lix upon you the odious and danger- 
ous name of a heretic.” 

“ You know I speak no more than what is truth,” said Catharine, 
“ and which you yourself have avouched often.” 

“ By needle and buokskin, no ! ” answered the Glover, hastily, ; 
“ wouldst thou have me avouch what might cost me life and limb, laud 
and goods? For a full commission hath been granted for taking 
and trying heretics, upon whom is laid the cause of all late tumults 
and miscarriages ; wherefore, few words are best, wench. I am evev, 
of mind with the old Maker,— * *] 

* Since word is thrall, and thought is free, 

Keep well thy tongue, I counsel thee.' M l 

“The counsel comes too late, father,” answered Catharine, sink-, 
ing down on a chair by her father’s bedside. “ The words have been; 
spoken and heard; and it is indited against Sitaon Glover, bur 

i These lines are at£l extant in the ruinous house of an Abbot, and are said to bo 
allusive to the holy man having kept a mistress. 
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Perth, that lie hath spoken irreverent discourses of the doctrines of 

holy Church ” w 

* “As I live by knife and needle,” interrupted Simon; “it is a lie! 
I never was so silly as to speak of what I understood not.” 

“And hath slandered the anointed of the Church, both regular 
and secular,” continued Catharine. 

“Nay, I will never deny the truth,” said the Glover; “an idle 
word I may have spoken at the ale-bencli, or over a pottle pot of 
wine, or in right sure company ; but, else, my tongue is not one to 
run my bead into peril.” 

p “So you think, my dearest father; but your slightest language 
lias been espied, youi* best-meaning phrases have been perverted, 
and you are in djttay as a gross railer against Church and church- 
men, and for holding “discourse against them with loose and profli- 
gate persons, such as the deceased Oliver Proudfute, the Smith 
Henry of the Wynd, and others, set forth as commending the doc- 
trines of Father Clement, whom they charge with seven rank here- 
sies, and seek for with staff and spear, to try him to the death. — But 
that,” said Catharine, kneeling, and looking upwards with the aspect 
of one of those beauteous saints whom the Catholics have given to 
the fine arts, — “ that they shall never do.^ He hath escaped from the 
^liet of the fowler, and, I thank Heaven, it was by my means.” 

“Thy means, girl — art thou mad ?” said the amazed Glover. 

“I will not deny what I glory in,”, answered Catharine; “it was 
by my means that Conacliar was led to come hither with a party of 
men, and carry off the old man, who is now far beyond the Highland 
line.” 

“ O my rash— my unlucky child ! ” said the Glover ; “ hast thou 
dared to aid the escape of one accused of heresy, and to invite High-* 
landers in arms to interfere with the administration of justice within 
burgh? Alas! thou hast offended belli against the laws of the 
Church and those of the realm. What— wlmt would become of ns, 
were this known ! ” 

“ It is known, my clear father,” said the maiden, firmly ; “ known 
"even to those who will be the most willing avengers of the deed.” 
i “This must be some idle notion, Catharine, or some trick of those 
cUgging priests and nuns ; it accords not with thy late cheerful will- 
ingness to wed -Henry Smith.” 

“Alas! dearest father, remember the dismal surprise occasioned 
by bis reported death, and the joyful amazement at finding him 
alive ; and deem it not wonder if I permitted myself, under your pro- 
tection, to say more than my reflection justified. But then, I knew 
not the worst, and thought the danger exaggerated. Alas ! 1 was 
yesterday fearfully undeceived, when the Abbess herself came hither, 
and with her the Dominican. They showed me the commission, 
under the broad seal of Scotland, for inquiring into and punishing 
heresy ; they showed mo your name and my own, in a list of sus- 
^s*cted persons: ana it was with tears, rdal tears, that the Abbess 
^hrjurctt me to* avert a dreadful fate, by a speedy retreat into the 
>elorater; and that the monk pledged his word that you should not 
be molested, if I complied.” 

Q 
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The fool fiend take them both for weeping crocodiles ! ” said the 
Gnover. 

“ Alas l ” replied Catharine, “ complaint or anger will little help 
us ; but you see I have had real cause for this present alarm.” 

M Alarm ! — call it utter ruin.— Alas ! my reckless child, where was 
your prudence when you ran headlong into such a snare ? " 

“ Hear me, father/* said Catharine ; " there is still one mode of 
safety held out ; it is one which I have often proposed, and for which 
I have in vain supplicated your permission.” 

“ I understand you — the convent,” said her father. “ But, Cathar- 
ine, what abbess or prioress would dare ” 

“ That 1 will explain to you, father, and tfc will also, show the 
circumstances which have made me seem unsteady of resolution to 
a degree which has brought censure upon me from yourself and 
others. Our confessor, old Father Francis, whom I chose from the 

Dominican convent at your command ” 

“Ay, -truly,” interrupted the Glover; “and I so counselled and 
commanded thee, in order to take off the report that thy conscience 
was altogether under the direction of Father Clement” 

“ Well, this Father Francis has at different times urged and pro- 
voked me to converse on such matters as he judged 1 was likely to 
learn something of from the Carthusian preacher. Heaven forgive 
me my blindness ! I fell into the snare, spoke freely, and, as* lie 
argued gently, as one who would fain he convinced, 1 even spoke 
warmly in defence of what 1 believed devoutly. The confessor 
assumed not his real aspect, and betrayed not his secret purpose, 
until lie had learned all that 1 had to toll him. It was then that he 
threatened me with temporal punishment, arid with eternal con- 
demnation. Had his threats reached mo aloye, I could have stood 
firm : for their cruelty oil earth I could have endured, and their 
power beyond this life I have no belief in.” 

“For Heaven’s sake!” said the Glover, who was well-nigh beside 
himself at perceiving at every new word t he increasing extremity of 
lifs daughter’s danger, “ beware of blaspheming the holy Church — 
whose arms are as prompt to strike as her ears arc sharp to hear.” 

“To me,” said the Maid of Perth, again looking up, “the terror# 
of the threatened denunciations would have been of little avail; but 
when they spoke of involving thee, my father, in the charge against 
me, 1 own 1 trembled, and desired to compromise. The Abbess 
Martha, of Elcho nunnery, being my mother’s kinswoman, I told her 
my distresses, and obtained her promise that she would receive me, 
if, renouncing worldly love and thoughts of wedlock, I would take 
.the veil in her sisterhood. She had conversation on the topic, I 

a |t not, with the Dominican Francis, and both joined in singing 
fcame song. ‘ Remain in the world/ said they, 6 and thy father 
thou shall he brought to trial as heretics— assume the veil, and 
errors of both shall lie forgiven and cancelled.* They spoke not 
oven of recantation of errors of doctrine; all should be peace if*<5« 
would but enter the convent.” 

“I doubt not — I doubt not,” said Simon; “the old Glover- is 
thought rich, and his wealth would follow ln‘s daughter to flic con- 
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typut of Elclio, unless wliat tile Dominicans might claim as tlicir own 
share. So this was thy call to the vfeil*- these thy objections w 
Henry Wyad^S 

“ Indeed, father, the course was urged on all hands, nor did my 
own mind recoil from it. Sit John Karaoruy threatened me witn 
the powerful vengeance of the young Prince if I continued to repel 
his wicked suit— and as for poor Ilenry, it is but of late that I have 
discovered, to my own surprise— that— that I love his virtues more 
than I dislike his faults. Alas ! the discovery lias only been made to 
render my quitting the world more difficult than when I thought I 
had thee only to regret ! ” 

She rested her head on her hand, and wept bitterly. 

• “ All this is folly,” said the Glover. “ Never was there an-extremity 
so pinching but whafc a wise man might find counsel, if lie was daring 
jto act upon it. This has never been the land or the people over 
whom priests could rule in the name of Rome, without their usurpa- 
tion being controlled. If they are to punish each honest burgher 
;wlio says the monks love gold, and that the lives of some of them 
£ry shame upon the doctrines they teach, why, truly, Stephen 
[Smotherwell will not lack employment —and if all foolish maidens 
pro to be secluded from the world because they follow the erring 
[doctrines of a popular preaching friar, they must enlarge the nun- 
Sieries, and receive their inmates on slighter composition. Our 
privileges have been often defended against the Tope himself, by 
jour good monarch* of yore, and when lie pretended to interfere with 
Stlio temporal government of the kingdom, there wanted not a Scot- 
tish Parliament, who told him his duty in a letter that should have 
been written in letters of gold. I have seen the epistle myself, and 
though I could not read it, the very sight of the seals of the right 
reverend prelates, and noble and true barons, which hung at it, 
made my heart leap for joy. Thou should* fc not have kept this 
secret, my child: hut it is no time to tax thee with thy fault. Go 
down, get me some food. I will mount instantly, and go to our 
Lord Provost, and have his advice, and, as I trust, his protection, 
and that of other true-hearted Scottish nobles, who will not see a 
f true man trodden down for an idle word.” 

‘•Alas, iny father!” said Catharine, “it was even this impetuosity 
which I dreaded. 1 knew if I made my plaint to you there would 
soon he fire and feud, as if religion, though sent to us by the Father 
of pence, were fit only to be the mother of discord;— and lienee I 
could now — even now — give up the world, and retire with my sorrow 
among the sisters of Elcho, would you but let me lie the sacrifice. 
Only, father, comfort poor Henry, when we arc parted for ever— 
and do not — do not let liini think of me too harshly — Say Catharine 
will never vex him more by her remonstrances, Imfc that she will 
)i ever forget him in her prayers.” 

“The girl hath >j. tongue that would make a »Saraccn weep,” said 
Tfhr fal her, hi^ dtvn eyes sympathising with those of his daughter, 
r 6 But I will not yield way to this combination between the nun and 
tile priest, to rob me of my only child.— Away with you, girl, and let 
me don my clothes; and prepare yourself to obey me in what 1 may 
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toy c to recommend for your safety. Get a few clothes together, and 
mat valuables thou hast— also, take the keys of iny iron box, which 
poor Iieury Smith gave me, and divide what gold you find into two 
portions— put the one into a purBe for thyself, and the other into the 
qtiilted girdle which I made on purpose to wear on journeys. Thus* 
.both shall be provided, in case fate should sunder us ; in which event 
€k>d send the whirlwind may take the withered leaf, and spare the 
green one !— Let them make readymy horse instantly, and the white 
Jennet that I bought for thee but a day since, hoping 4 to see thee ride 
to St John’s Kirk, with maids and matroits, as blithe a bride as ever > 
crossed the holy threshold. Built skills not talking— Away, arid * 
remember that the saints help.thosewko are WilUng4o help them- 
selves. Not a word in answer— begOfie,! say— no wilfulness now. 
The pilot, in calm weather, will let asea-boy trifle With the rudder? 
but, by my soul, when winds howl, and waves arise, he stands by the 
helm himself. — Away ; no reply,” 

Catharine left the room to execute, as well as she might, the com- 
mands of her father, who, gentle in disposition, and devotedly attached 
to his child, suffered her often, as it seemed, to guide and rule both 
herself and him ; yet who, as she knew, was wont to claim filial obe- 
dience, and exercise parental authority, with sufficient strictness, when * 
the occasion seemed to require an enforcement of domestic discipline. 

While the fair Catharine was engaged in executing her father’s 
behests, and the good old Glover was hastily attiring himself, as one 
who was about to take a journey/a horse’s tramp was heard in the 
narrow street. The horseman was wrapped in his riding-cloak, 
having the cape of it drawn up, as if to hide the under part of his 
face, while his bonnet was pulled over his brows, and a broad plume 
obscured his upper features. He sprung from the saddle, and 
Dorothy had scarce time to reply to his inquiries that the Glover 
was in his bedroom, ere the stranger had ascended the stair and 
entered the sleeping apartment. Simon, astonished and alarmed, 
and disposed to see in this early visitant an apparitor or sumner, 
come to attach him and his daughter, was much relieved, wlfen, as , 
the stranger doffed the bonnet, and threw the skirt of the mantle 
from his face, he recognised the knightly Provost of the Pair City, * 
a visit from whom, at any time, was a favour of no ordinary degree ; 
but being made at such an hour, had something marvellous, and, 
c °nuected with the circumstances of the times, even alarming. 

Sir Patrick Char ter is!” said the Glover — “this high honour 

done to your poor beadsman ” 

“flush ! ” said the knight, “ there is no time for idle civilities. I 
came hither, because a man is, on trying occasions, his own safest 
page, and I can remain no longer than to bid thee fly, good Glover, 
since warrants are to be granted this day in council for the arrest 
of thy daughter and thee, under charge of heresy ; and delay will 
cost you both your liberty for certain, and perhaps your lives.” 

“ 1 have heard something of such a matter,” said the n Glover, “ an£ 
was this instant setting forth to Kinfauns, to plead my innocence or . 
this scandalous charge, to ask your lordship’s counsel, and to imploi'e 
your protection,” 
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/"Thy innocence, friend Simon, will avail tliec but little before 
prejudiced judges ; my advice is, in one word, to fly, and wait for 
happier times. As for my protection, we must tarry till the tide 
turns ere it will in any sort avail thee. But if tliou canst lie con- 
cealed for a few days or weeks, I have little doubt that the church- 
men, who, by aiding with the Cuke of Albany in court intrigue, and 
by alleging the decay of the purity of Catholic doctrine as the sole 
cause of the present national misfortunes, have, at least for the pre- 
sent hour, an irresistible authority oyer the King, will receive a 
check. In the meanwhile, however, know that King Robert bath 
not only given way to this general" warrant for inquisition after 
heresy, but hath confirmed the Pope’s nomination of , Henry Ward- 
law, to be Archbishop of St Andrews, and Primate of Scotland ; 1 
thus yielding to Rome those freedoms and immunities of the Scot- 
tish Church, which his ancestors, from the time of Malcolm Canmoro, 
have so boldly defended. His brave fathers would have rather sub- 
scribed a covenant with the devil, than yielded in such a matter to. 
the pretensions of Rome.” 

u Alas, and what remedy?” 

"None, old man, save in some sudden court change,” said Sir 
Patrick. " The King is but like a mirror, which, having no light 
1 itself, reflects back with equal readiness any which is placed near to 
it for the time. Now, although the Douglas is banded with Albany, 
yet the Earl is unfavourable to the high claims of those domineer- 
ing priests, having quarrelled willr them about the exactions which 
his retinue hath raised on the Abbot of Arbroath. He will come 
hack again with a high hand, for report says, the Earl of March hath 
fled before him. When he returns we shall have a changed world, 
for his presence will control Albany ; especially as many nobles, ana 
I myself, as I tell you in confidence, are resolved to league with him 
to defend the general right. Thy exile, therefore, will end with his 
return to our court. Thou hast but to seek thee some temporary 
hiding-place.” 

"For that, my lord,” said the Glover, “ I can be at no loss, since 
' I have just title to the protection of the Iliglilaud Chief, Gilchidst 
IMacIan, Chief of the Clan Quhele.” 

“ Nay, if thou canBt take hold of his mantle tliou needs no help of 
any one else— neither lowland churchman nor layman finds a free 
course of justice beyond the Highland frontier.” 

“ But then my child, noble sir— my Catharine ? ” said the Glover. 

1 Mnstere lfcnry of Wnrdhw 
That like til Vcrtixo was to draw, 

Chantour that time of Glasgu, 

Coiumcndit of alkyn Vertcw, 

The Pape had in aflectioun, 

Baith for his fame and hid resoun. 

, fcua by tills resoun special© 

Of the threttinth Benet Pape, 

This Master Henry was Bischape 
Of Sanct Andrewls with honoure. 

Of Canon he was then Doctour. 

Wyntom, B. ix. chap. 38. 
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“ Let her go with thee, man. The graddan cake will keep hejr 
white teeth in order, the goat’s whey Will make the blood spring to 
her cheek again, which these alarms have banished; and even the 
Fair Maiden of Perth may sleep Soft enough on a bed. of Highland 
bracken.” 

“It is not from such idle respects, my lord, that I hesitate,” said 
the GJpver. “Catharine is the daughter of a plain burgher, and 
knowslnot nicety of food or lodging. But the son of Maclan hath 
.been for many years a guest in my house, and I am obliged to say, 
that I have observed him looking at my daughter— who is as good , 
as a betrothed bride — in a manner that, though I cared not for it in k 
this lodging in Curfew Street, would give me some fear of conse- 
quences in a Highland glen, where I have no friend, and Conachar 
many.” 

The knightly Provost replied by a long whistle. — “ Whew, whew! 
— Nay, in that case, I advise thee to send her to the nunnery at 
Elcho, where the Abbess, if I forget not, is some relatiou of yours. 
Indeed, she said so herself; adding that she loved her kinswoman 
well, together with all that belongs to thee, Sim&Sfa^. 

“Truly, iny lord, I do believe that the Abbess hath so much regard 
for me, that slie would willingly receive the trust of my daughter, 
and my whole goods and gear into her sisterhood— Marry, her affec- 
tion is something of a tenacious character, and would be loth to un- 
loose its hold, either upon the wench or her tocher.” 

“Whew! whew!” again whistled the Knight of Kinfauns; “by 
the Thane’s Cross, man, but this is an ill-favoured pirn to wind. Yet 
it shall never be said the fairest maid in the Fair City was cooped up 
in a convent, like a kain-hen in a cavey, and she about to bo married 
to the bold burgess Henry Wynd. That tale shall not bS told while 
I wear belt and spurs, and am called Provost of Perth.” 

“But wlmt reined#, my lord?” asked the Glover. 

M We must all take our share of the risk. Come, get you and your 
daughter presently to horse. You shall ride with me, ami we’ll see 
whb dare gloom at you. The summons is not yet served on thee, and 
if they send an apparitor to Kinfauns, without a warrant under the 
King’s own hand, I make mine avow, by the Red Rover’s soul ! that 
he shall cat his writ, both wax and wether-skin. To horse, to horse! 
and,’ addressing Catharine, as she entered at the moment, “you 
too, my pretty niaid, 

1 To liovso, and fear not for your quarters} 

They thrivo in law that trust in Charters.’** 

In a minute or two the father and daughter were on horseback, 
both keeping an arrow’s flight before the Provost, by his direction, 
that they might not seem to be of the same company. They passed 
the eastern gate m some haste, and rode forward roundly until they 
were out of sight. Sir Patrick followed leisurely; but, when he 
was lost to the view of the warders, he spurred his mealed horse an8*V 
soon came up with the Glover and Catharine, when a conversation 
ensued which throws light upon some previous passages of this bib- 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

Hail, land of bowmen I seed of those who scorn'd 
To stoop the neck to wide imperial Rome*— 

O dearest half of Albion sea-walled ! 

Albania (1787). 

u I have been devising a mode,” said the well-meaning Provost,* 
“ by which I may make you both secure for a week or two from the 
malice of your enemies, when I have little doubt I may see a changed 
world at court. But that I may the better judge wlmt is to bo done, 
tell me frankly, Simon, the nature of your connection with Gilchrist 
Maclnn, which leads you to repose such implicit confidence in him. 
You are a close observer of the rules of the city, and are aware of 
■ the severe penalties which they denounce against such burghers aa 
have coyine ami alliance with the Highland clans.” 

<( True, my lord ; but it is also known to you, that our craft, work- 
ing in skins of cattle, stags, and every other description of hides, 
have n privilege, and are allowed to transact with those Highlanders 
as with the men who can most readily supply us with the means of 
conducting our trade, to the groat profit of the burgh. Thus it hath 
.chanced with me to have great dealings with these men ; and I can 
take it on my salvation, that you nowhere find more just and 1 ion o ar- 
able traffickers, or by whopi a man may more easily make an honest 
penny. I have made, in my clay, several distant journeys into the far 
Highlands, upon the faith of their chiefs ; nor did I ever meet with 
a people more true to their word, when you can once prevail upon 
them to plight it in your behalf. And as for the Highland Chief, 
Gilchrist Maclan, saving that he is hasty in homicide and fire-raising 
towards those with whom lie hath deadly feud, I lia^p nowhere seen 
a man who w r alketli a more just and upright oath.” 

“ It is move than ever I heard before,” saiu Sir Patrick Charteris. 

“ Yet I have known something of the Highland runagates too.” 

“ They show another favour, and a very different one, to their 
friends than to their enemies, as your lordship shall understand,” 
said the Glover. “ However, bo that as it may, it chanced me to 
servo Gilchrist Maclan in a high matter. It is now about eighteen 
years since, that it chanced, the Gian Quliele and Clan Chat tan being 
at feud, as indeed they are seldom at peace, the former sustained 
such a defeat, as well-nigh extirpated the family of their cliicfi Mac- 
lan. Seven of his sons were slain in battle, and after it himself put 
to flight, and his castle taken ami given to the flames, llis wife, 
then near the time of giving birth to an infant, fled into the forest, 
attended by one faithful servant and his daughter. Here, in sorrow 
and care enough, ghe gave birth to a hoy ; and as the misery of the 
Another’s condition rendered her little able to suckle the infant, he 
was nursed with the milk of a doe, which the forester, who attended 
her, contrived to take alive in a snare. It was not Ynany months 
afterwards, that, iu a second encounter of these fierce clans, Maclan 
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defeated his enemies in his turn, and regained possession of the dis- 
trict which he had lost. It was with unexpected rapture that he 
found his wife and child were in existence, having never expected to 
see more of them than the bleached bones, from which the wolves and 
wildcats had eaten the flesh. 

“ But a strong and prevailing prejudice, such as is often enter- 
tained by these wild people, prevented their Chief from enjoying the 
full happiness arising from having thus regained his only son in 
safety. An ancient prophecy was current among them, that the 
power of the tribe should fall by means of a boy born under a bush 
of holly, and suckled by a white doe. The circumstance, unfortu- 
nately for the Chief, tallied exactly with the barth of the only child 
which remained to him, and it was demanded of him by~th6 elders 
of the clan, that the boy should be either put to death, or Tat least 
removed from the dominions of the tribe, and brought up in ob- 
scurity. Gilchrist Maclan was obliged to consent; ana haying 
made choice of the latter proposal, the child, under the name of 
Conachar, was brought up m my family, with the purpose, as was 
at first intended, of concealing from him all knowledge who or what 
he was, or of his pretensions to authority over a numerous and war- 
like people. But as years rolled on, the elders of the tribe, who had 
exerted so much authority, were removed by death, or rendered in- 
capable of interfering in the public affairs by age ; while, on the 
other hand, the influence of Gilchrist Maclan was increased by his 
successful struggles against the Clan Chattan, in which lie restored 
the equality betwixt the two contending confederacies, which had 
existed before the calamitous defeat of which I told your honour. 
Feeling himself thus firmly seated, he naturally became desirous to 
bring home his only son to'liis bosom and family ; and fof that pur- 
pose caused me to send the young Conachar, as he was called, more 
than once to the Highlands. He was a youth, expressly made, by 
his form and gallantry of bearing, to gain a father’s heart. At 
length, I suppose the lad cither guessed the secret of his birth, or 
something of it was communicated to him ; and the disgust which 
the pauglity Hi eland varlet had always shown for my honest trade, 
became more manifest ; so- that I dared not so much as lay my staff 
over his costard, for fear of receiving a stab with a dirk, as an an- 
swer in Gaelic to a Saxon remark. It was then that I wished to be 
well rid of him, the rather that he showed so much devotion to 
Catharine, who, forsooth, set herself up to wash the Ethiopian, and 
• teach a Ilielandman mercy and morals. She knows herself how it 
ended.” . . 

“Nav, my father,” said Catharine, “it was surely but a point of 
charity to snatch the brand from the burning.” 

“ But a small point of wisdom,” said her father, “ to risk the burn- 
ing of your own fingers for such an end.'— Wliat says my lord to 
the matter?” 

“ My lord would not offend the Fair Maid of Perth,” said Sir* 
Patrick ; “ and he knows well the purity and truth of her mind. 
And yet I must needs Bay, that had this nursliug of the doe been 
f^ivelled, haggard, cross-made, and red-haired, like some High- 
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landers I have known, I question if the Fair Maiden of Perth would 
have bestowed so much zeal upon his conversion ; and if Catharine . 
had been as aged, wrinkled, and bent by years as the old woman 
that opened the door to me this morning, I would wager my gold 
spurs against a pair of Highland brogues, that this wild roebuck 
would never have listened to a second lecture. — You laugh, Glover, 
and Catharine blushes a blush of anger. Let it pass, it is the way 
of the world.” 

“ The way in which the men of the world esteem their neighbours, 
my lord,” answered Catharine, with some spirit. 

1 “Nay, fair saint, forgive a jest,” said the knight; “and thou, 
Simon, tell us how this tale ended— with Conachar’s escape to the 
Highlands, I suppose ? ” 

“With his return thither,” said the Glover. “There was, for 
some two or three years, a fellow about Perth, a sort of messenger, 
who came and weht under divers pretences, but was in fact the 
means of communication between Gilchrist Maclan and his son, 
young Conachar,-or, as he is now called, Hector. From this gillie 
I learned, in general, that the banishment of the Dault an Neigh 
Dhcil, or foster-child of the White Doe, was again tapught under 
consideration of the tribe, llis foster-father, Torquilof the Oak, 

’ the old forester, appeared with eight sons, the finest men of the 
clan, and demanded that the doom of banishment should be revoked. 
He spoke with the greater authority, as he was himself Taishatar, 
or a'Secr, and supposed to have communication with the invisible 
World. lie affirmed that he had performed a magical ceremony, 
termed Tine-Ecjan , A by which he evoked a fiend, from whom he ex- 
torted a confession that Oonachar, now called Eachin, or Hector 
Maclan, wtfs the only man in the approaching combat between the 
two hostile clans, who should come oft* without blood or blemish. 
Hence Torquil of the Oak argued -that the presence of the fated 
person was necessary to insure the victory. * So much I am pos- 
sessed of this,’ said the forester, * that unless Eachin fight in his 
place in the ranks of the Clan Quhcle, neither I, his foster-father, 
nor any of my eight sons, will lift a weapon in the quarrel.’ 
t “This speech was received with much alarm ; for the defection of 
nine men, the stoutest of their tribe, would be a serious blow, more 
especially if the combat, as begins to be rumoured, should be decided 
by a small number from each side. The ancient superstition con- 
cerning the foster-son of the White Doe was counterbalanced by a 
new and later prejudice, and the father took the opportunity of pre- 
senting to the clan his long-hidden son, whose youthful, but handsome 
and animated countenance, haughty carriage, and active limbs, excited 
the admiration of .the clansmen, who joyfully received him as the heir 
and descendant of tlieiv Chief, notwithstanding the ominous presage 
attending liis birth and nurture. 

“ From this tale, my lord,” continued Simon Glover, “ your lord- 

1 TjLne-Egan , or Weidfyrt, i.e. forced fire. All the Area in the houae being extin- 
guished, two men produce a flame of potent virtue by the friction of wood. Thn charm 
was used, within the memory of living persona, in the Hebrides, in cases of murrain 
among cattle. 



286 nmjixfi MA.II) OF PERTH. 

ship may easily conceive why I myself sliould be secure of a good 
reception among the Clan Quhele ; and you may also have reason to 
judge that it would be very rash in me to carry Catharine thither. 
And this, noble lord, is the heaviest of my troubles.” 

“ We shall lighten the load, then,” said Sir Patrick ; “ and, good 
Glover, I will take risk for thee and this damsel. My alliance with 
the Douglas gives me some iuterest with Marjory, Duchess of Roth- 
say, his (laughter, the neglected wife of our wilful Prince. Rely on 
it, good Glover, that in her retinue thy daughter will be as secure as 
in a fenced castle. The Duchess keeps house now at Falkland, a 
castle which the Duke of Albauy, to whom it belongs, lias lent to her 
for her accommodation. I cannot promise you pleasure, Fair Maiden ; 
for the Duchess Marjory of Rotnsay is unfortunate, and therefore 
splenetic, haughty, and overbearing; conscious of the want of at- 
tractive qualities, therefore jealous or those women who possess them. 
But she is firm in faith, anu- noble' in spirit, and would mug Pope or 
prelate into the ditch of her castle, who should come to arrest any 
one under her protection. You will therefore have absolute safety, 
though you may lack comfort.” _ 

“ I have no title to more,” said Catharine ; “ and deeply do I feel* 
ilie kindness that is willing to secure me such honourable protection.^ 
If she be haughty, I will remember she is a Douglas, and hath right/ 
as being such, to entertain as much pride as may become a mortal — 
if she be fretful, I will recollect that she is unfortunate— and if she 
be unreasonably captious, I will not forget that she is my protectress. 
Heed no longer for me, my lord, when you have placed me under the 
noble lady’s charge.— But my poor father, to be exposed amongst these 
wild and dangerous people ! ” 

“ Think not of that, Catharine,” said the Glover ; “ I am as fami- 
liar with brogues and bracken as if I had worn them myself. I have 
only to fear that the decisive battle may be fought before I can leave 
this country; and if the Clan Quhele lose the combat, I may suffer by 
the ruin of my protectors.” 

‘“We must have that cared for,” said Sir Patrick; “rely on my, 
looking out for your safety— But which party will carry the day, think ’ 
you?” 

“ Frankly, my Lord Provost, I believe the Clan Chattan will have 
the worse ; those nine children of the forest form a third nearly of 
the band surrounding the Chief of Clan Quhele, and are redoubted 
champions.” 

“And your apprentice, will he stand to it, thiukest tliou? ” 

“ He is hot as fire, Sir Patrick,” answered the Glover ; “ but he 
is also unstable as water. Nevertheless, if lie is spared, he seems 
likely to be one day a brave man.” 

“ But, as now. he has some of the White Doe's milk still lurking 
about his liver, ha, Simon ? ” 

“ He has little experience, my lord,” said the Glover; “ and I need 
not tell an honoured warrior like yourself, that danger must be fanA* 
liar to us ere we can dally with it like a mistress.” 

This conversation brought them speedily to the Castle of Kinfautis, 
where, after a short reft$p»ient, it was necessary that the father and 
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the daughter should part, in order to seek their respective places of 
refuge. It was tlien first, as she saw that her father’s anxiety on her 
account had drowned all recollections of his friend, that Catharine 
dropped, as if in a dream, the name of “ Henry Cow.” 

“True, most true/' continued her father ; “ we must possess him 
of our purposes.” 

“ Leave that to me,” said Sir Patrick. “ I will not trust to a mes- 
senger nor will I send a letter, because, if I could write one, I think he 
could not read it. He will suffer anxiety in the meanwhile, but I will 
•ride to Perth to-morrow by times, and acquaint him with your designs.” 
| The time of separation now approached. It was a bitter moment; 
but'tho manly character of the old burgher, and the devout resigna- 
tion of Catharine to the will of Providence, made it lighter than might 
have been expected. The good Knight hurried the departure of the 
burgess, but m the kindest manner ; and even went so far as to offer 
him some gold pieces in loan, which might, where specie was so 
scarce, be considered as the ne plus ultra of regard. The Glover, 
however, assured him lie was amply provided, and departed on his 
journey in a north-westerly direction. The hospitable protection of 
oir Patrick Charter is was no less manifested towards Ins fair guest. 
JShe was placed under the charge of a duenna, who managed the good 
Knight's household, and was compelled to remain several days in Kin- 
sums, owing to the obstacles and delays interposed by a Tay hont- 
man, named Kitt Hcnshaw, to whose charge she was to be committed, 
and whom the Provost highly trusted. 

Tints were severed the child and parent in a moment of great dan- 
ger and difficulty, much augmented by circumstances of which they 
were then ignorant, and which seemed greatly to diminish any chance 
of safety that remained for them. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 

‘‘This Austin humbly did.'*— “Did lie ? *’ quoth he. 

“ Austin may do the same again for me.” 

Popk’s Prologue to Canterbury Tales from Chaucer . 

The course of our story will be best pursued by attending that of 
Simon Glover. It is not our purpose to indicate the exact local 
boundaries of the two contending clans, especially since they are not 
clearly pointed out by the historians who have transmitted accounts 
of this memorable feud. It is sufficient to say, that the territory of 
the Clan Chattan extended far and wide, comprehending Caithness 
and Sutherland, and having for their paramount chief of the power- 
ful Earl of the latter shire, thence called Mohr ar chat .* In this 
general sense the Keiths, the Sinclairs, the Guns, and other families 

i.e. The Great Cat. The County of Caithness Is supposed to have its name from 
Teutonic settlers of the race of the Colli, and heraldry has not neglected so fair an occa- 
sion for that species of painted punning in which she used to delight Touch not the 
eat but a glove , is the motto of Mackintosh, alluding to his crest, which, as With most 
Of the now scattered septs of tho old Clan Chattan, is the Mountain Cat. 
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and clans of great power, were included in the confederacy, 
however, were not engaged in the present quarrel, which was 
to that part of the Clan Chattan occupying* the extensive mountain- 
ous districts of Perthshire and Inverness-shire, which form a large 
ortion of what is called the north-eastern Highlands. It is well 
nown that two large septs, unquestionably known to belong to the 
Clan Chattan, the MacPhersons and the Macintoshes, dispute to this 
day which of their chieftains was at the head of this Badenoch branch 
of the great confederacy, and both have of later times assumed the 
title of Captain of Clan Chattan. Non nostrum e$£-r-But, at alb 
events, Badenoch must have been the centre of the confederacy, so* 
far ns involved in the fend of which we treats ‘ 

Of the rival league of Clan Qnhele we* have a still less distinct 
account, for reasons which will appear in the sequel. Some authors: 
have indentified them with the numerous and powerful sept of Mac- 
Kay. If this is done on good authority, which is to be doubted, the 
MacKays must have shifted their settlements greatly since the reign 
of Robert III., since they are now to be found (as a clan) in the ex- 
treme northern parts of Scotland, in the counties of Ross and Suther- 
land. 1 We cannot, therefore, be so clear as wc would wish in the 
geography of the story. Suffice it, that, directing his course in 
north-westerly direction, the Glover travelled for a day’s journey in 
the direction of the Breadalbanc country, from which life hoped to 
reach the Castle where Gilchrist Maclan, the Captain or the Clan 
Quhele, and the father of his pupil Conachar, usually held his resi- 
dence, with a barbarous pomp* of attendance and ceremonial, suited 
to his lofty pretensions. 

We need not stop to describe the toil and terrors of such a journey, 
where the path was to be traced among wastes and mountains, now 
ascending precipitous ravines, now plunging into inextricable bogs, 
ami often intersected with large brooks, and even rivers. But all 
these perils Simon Glover had before encountered, in quest of honest 
gain ; and it was not, to be supposed that he shunned or feared them 
where liberty, and life itself, were at stake. 

The danger from the warlike and uncivilised inhabitants 6f these 
wilds would have appeared to another at least as formidable as the" 
jerils of the journey. But Simon’s knowledge of the manners and 
anguage of the people assured him on this point also. An appeal to 
the hospitality of the wildest Gael was never unsuccessful ; and the 
kern, that in other circumstances would have taken a man's life for 
the silver button of his cloak, would deprive himself of a meal to re- 
lieve the traveller who implored hospitality at the door of his bothy. 
The art of travelling in the Highlands was to appear as confident and 
defenceless as possible ; and accordingly the Glover earned* no arms 
whatever, journeyed without the least appearance of precaution, and 
took good care to exhibit nothing which might excite cupidity. An- 
other rule which he deenied it prudent to observe, was to avoid com-, 
munication with any of the passengers whom he might chance to 

i Their territory, commonly called, after the chief of the MacKaya, Lord Rea#'* 
country, haa lately passed into the possession of the noble family of tStafford-Suther- 
land. 


Those 

limited 
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nuSct, except in the interchange of the common civilities of saluta- 
tion, which the Highlanders rarely omit. Few opportunities occurred 
of exchanging even such passing greetings. The country, always 
lonely, seemed now entirely forsaken ; and even in the little straths 
or valleys which he had occasion to pass or traverse, the hamlets 
were deserted, and tho inhabitants had betaken themselves to woods 
and caves. This was easily accounted for, considering the imminent 
dangers of a feud, which all expected would become one of the most 
general signals for plunder ana ravage that had ever distracted that 
unhappy country. 

Simon began to be alarmed at this state of desolation, lie had 
made a halt since lie letffc Kin fauns, to allow his nag some rest; and 
now he began to be anxious how he was to pass the night. He had 
reckoned upon spending it at the cottage of an old acquaintance, 
called Niel Booslmlloch (or the Cow-herd), because he had charge or 
numerous herds of cattle belonging to the Captain of Clan Qunelc, 
for which purpose he had a settlement on the banks of the Tav, not 
far from the spot where it leaves the lake of the same name. From 
1 this his old host and friend, with whom lie had transacted many bar- 
i, gains for hides and furs, the old Glover hoped to learn the present 
Jltate of the country, the prospect of peace or war, and the best 
measures to be taken for his own safety. It will be remembered 
that the n$ws of the indentures of battle entered into for diminishing 
the extent of the feud, had only been communicated to King Robert 
the day before the Glover left Perth, and did not become public till 
some time afterwards. 

If Kiel Booshallocli bath left liis dwelling like the rest of them, I 
shall be finely helped up,” thought Simon, “ since I want not only 
the advantage of his good advice, but also his interest with Gilchrist 
Maclan ; and, moreover, a night’s quarters and a supper." 

Thus reflecting, he reached the top of a swelling green hill, and 
saw the splendid vision of Loch Tny lying beneath him, an immense 
plate of polished silver, its dark heathy mountains and leafless 
^thickets of oak serving as an arabesque fraitfo to a magnificent 
■jirror. 

Indifferent to natural beauty at any time, Simon Glover was now 
particularly so ; and the only part of the splendid landscape on which 
lie turned his eye was the angle or loop of meadow land, where the 
river Tay, rushing in full-swoln dignity from its parent lake, and 
wheeling around a beautiful valley of about a mile in breadth, begins 
his broad course to the south-eastward, like a conqueror and a 
legislator, to subdue and to enrich remote districts. Upon the 
sequestered spot, which is so beautifully situated between lake, 
mountain, and river, arose afterwards the feudal castle of The Bal- 
lough , 1 which in our time has been succeeded by the splendid palace 
of tlie Earls of Brcadalbane. 

L But the Campbell^ though they had already attained very great 
jfftwer iu Argyllshire, had not yet extended tliemselves so far east- 
ward as Locli Tay, the banks of which were, cither by right, or by 


1 JJaUoch is Gaelic for the discharge of a Jako into u river. 
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mere occupancy, possessed for the present by the Clan Qulicle, whose 
choicest herds were fattened on the margin -of the lake. In . this 
valley, therefore, between the river and the hike, amid extensive 
forests of oak-wood, hazel, rowan-tree, and larches, arose the humble 
cottage of Kiel Booshalloch, a village Euinceus, whose hospitable^ 
chimneys were seen to smoke plentifully, to the great encourage:* 
ni cut of Simon Glover, who might otherwise have been obliged to 
spend the night- in the open air, to his no small discomfort. 

lie reached the door of the cottage, whistled, shouted, and made 
his approach known. There was a baying of hounds and collies, and* 
presently the master of the lmt came forth. There was much care ■ 
on his brow, and be seemed surprised at the riiglit of Simon Glover, 
though the herdsman covered both as well as he might; for nothing 
in that region could be reckoned more uncivil, than for the landlord 
to sutler anything to escape him in look’ or gesture, which might 
induce the visitor to think that liis arrival was an utiplcasing, or 
even an unexpected incident. The traveller’s horse was conducted 
to a stable, winch was almost too low to receive him, and the Glover 
himself was led into the mansion of the Booshallocli, where, according 
to tlie custom of the country, bread and cheese was placed before the . 
wayfarer while more solid food was preparing. Simon, who under-' 
stood all their habits, took no notice of the obvious marks of sadness 
on the? brow of his entertainer and on those of the family, until he 
had eaten somewhat for form’s sake ; after which he asked the gene- 
ral question, Was there any news in the country ? 

‘‘ihul news as ever were told,” said the herdsman; "our father is 
no more.” 

"How?” said Simon, greatly alarmed, "is the Captain of the Clan 
QuhcJedead?” 

" The Captain of the Clan Qulicle never dies,” answered the Boo- 
shalloch ; “ but Gilchrist Marian died twenty hours since, and his 
son, Each in Marian, is now Captain.” 

“What, Eachin — that is Conaebar — my apprentice?” 

•“As little of that subject as you list, brother Bimon,” said the- 
herdsman. "It is to be remembered, friend, that your craft, widely 
doth very well for a living in the douce city of Perth, is something 
too mechanical to be much esteemed at tho foot, of Ben L awe vs, 
and on the banks of Loch Tay. We have not a Gaelic word by which 
wc can even name a maker of gloves.” 

"It would be strange if you had, friend Kiel,’’ said Simon, drily, 
"having .so few gloves to wear. I think there be none m tile 
whole Clan Qulicle, save those which I myself gave to Gilchrist 
Marian, whom God assoilzie, who esteemed them a choice propinc. 
Most deeply do 1 regret his death, for I was coining to him on 
express business.” 

*’ You had bettor turn the nag’s head southward with morning 
light,” said the herdsman. " The funeral is instantly to take place, 
and it must be with short ceremony; for there i%a battle to be 
iouglit by the Clan Qulicle and the Clan Chattan, thirty champions 
on a side, as soon as Palm Sunday next, and wc have brief time 
either to lament the dead or honour the living. ” 
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* Yet tiro my affairs so pressing, that I must needs sec the young 
Chief, were it hut. for a quarter of an hour,” said the Glover. 

“•Hark thee, friend,” replied his host, “I think thy business must 
be either to gather money or tp make traffic. Now, if the Chief 
owe thee anything for upbringing or otherwise, ask him not to pay 
it when all the treasures of the tribe are called in for making gallant 
preparation of arms and equipment for their combatants, that we 
may meet these proud hill-cats in a fashion to show ourselves their 
superiors. But if thou comesfc to practise commerce with us, thy 
l£ime is still worse chosen. Thou lcnowest that thou art already 
jlbnvied of many of our tribe, for having had the fosterage of 
the young Chief, which is a thing usually given to the best of the 
clan.” 

‘‘But, St Mary, man!” exclaimed the Glover, “men should 
remember the office was not conferred on me as a favour which 
I courted, but that it was accepted by me on importunity and en- 
treaty, to my no small prejudice. This Comichav, or Hector of 
yours, or whatever you call him, has destroyed me doe-skins to the 
amount of many pounds Scots.” 

“There again, now,” said the Booshalloch, “you have spoken a 
ftvord to cost your life ; — any allusion to skins or hides, or especially 
fco deer and does, may incur no less a forfeit. The Chief is young, 
and jealous of his rank. — none knows the reason hotter than thou, 
friend Glover. Ho will naturally wish than everything concerning 
the opposition to his succession, and having reference to his exile, 
^should be totally forgotten ; and lie will not hold him in affection 
iYho shall recall the recollection of his people, or force back his own, 
pon what they must both remember with pain. Think how, nt such 
i moment, they will look on the old Glover of Perth, to whom the 
Jhit'f \^as so long apprentice! — Come, come, old friend, you have 
rred in this. You are in over great haste to worship the rising 
Etu, while his beams are yet level with the horizon. Come thou 
fcen he has climbed Higher in the heavens, ar.d thou shall, have thy 
Bare* of the warmth of his noonday height” _ * 

I “ Niel Booshalloch,” said the Glover, “ we bav£ been old friends, 
i thou say’st; and, as I think thee a trim, one, I will speak to thee 
reely, though what 1 say might be perilous if spoken to others of 
clan. Thou Ihfnk’at I come hither to make my own profit of thy 

I ung Chief, and it is natural thou shouldst think so. But I would 
t, at my years, quit my own chimney corner in Curfew Street, to 
sk me m the beams of the brightest sun that ever shone upon 
igliland heather. The very truth is, I conic hither in extremity — 
f foes have the advantage of me, and have laid things to my charge 
lereof I am incapable, even in thought. Nevertheless, doom is 
te to go forth against me, and there is no remedy but that I must 
■ and fly, or remain and perish. I come to your young Chief, ns 
e who hud refuge ^vith me in lrn distress; who ale of my bread 
(1 drank of im” cup. I ask of him refuge, which, a« I trust, 1 shall 
ed but a short time.” 

" That makes a different case,” replied tlic herdsman. “ So differ- 
t, that if you came at midnight to the gate of Maelmi having the 
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King of Scotland’s head in your hand, and a thousand men in pursuit 
for the avenging of his bided, I could not think it for his honour to 
refuse you protection. And for your innocence or guilt, it concerns 
not the case, — or rather, he ought the more to shelter you if guilty, see- 
ing your necessity and his risk are both in that case the greater. I 
must straightway' to him, that no hasty tongue tell him of your arriving 
hither without saying the cause. 

“ A pity of your trouble,” said the GIoyci* ; “ but where lies the 
Chief? ” 

“He is quartered about ten miles lienee, busied with the affairs of 
the funeral, and with preparations for the combat — the dead to the 
grave, and the living to battle.” • 

“ It is a long way, and will take you all night to go and conic,” 
said the Glover ; “ and I am Ycry sure that Conaclmr, when he knows 
it is I who ” 

“Forget Conachar,” said the herdsman, placing liis finger op his 
lips. “ And as for the ten miles, they are but a Highland leap, v ten 
one bears a message between his friend and his Chief.” • * 

So saying, and committing the traveller to the charge of his eldest 
son and his daughter, the active herdsman left his house two hours 
before midnight, to which he returned long before sunrise. He did, 
not disturb his wearied guest, but when the old man had arisen in 
the morning, he acquainted him that the funeral of the late Chieftain 
was to take place the same day, and that, although Eachin Maclan 
could not invite a Saxon to the funeral, ho would be glad to receive 
him at the entertainment which was to follow. 

“ His will must be obeyed,” said the Glover, half smiling at the 
change of relation between himself and his late apprentice. “The 
man is the master now, and I trust lie will remember that, when mat- 
ters were otherwise between us, I did not use my authority ungra- 
ciously.” 

“Troutsho, friend ! ” exclaimed the Bonslialloch, “the less of that 
you say the better. You will find yourself a rigit welcome guest to 
Jftlchin, and tbc deil a man dares stir you within his bounds. But* 
fare you well, for I must go, as beseems me, to (lie burial of the best 
Chief the clan ever had, and the wisest Captain that ever cocked the* 
sweet gale [hog-myrtle] in his bonnet. Farewell to you for a while, 
and if vou will go to the top of the Toni-an-Lonach behind the house, 
you will sec a gallant sight, and hear such a coronach as will reach the 
top of Ben Law r crs. A boat will wait for you, three hours hence, at 
a wee bit creek about half a mile westward from the head of the 
Taj” 

With tlie.se words lie took his departure, followed by his three 
sons, to man the boat in which lie was to join the rest of the 
mourners, and two daughters, whose voices were wanted to join in 
the Lament, which was chanted, or rather screamed, on such occa- 
sions of general affliction. . 

Simou Glover, finding himself alone, rcsortcdfto the stable to lodF 
after his nag, which, he found, had been well server with graddnn, 
m, bread made of scorched barley. Of this kindness he was fully 
J&sible, knowing that, probably, tuc family had little of this delicacy 
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Jlcft to themselves, until tlic next harvest should bring them a scanty 
’ supply* l 11 animal food they were well provided, and the lake fount! 
»them abundance of fish for their lenten diet, which they did not ob- 
serve very strictly; but bread was a delicacy very scanty in the High- 
lands. The bogs, afforded a soft species of hay, none of the best to 
be sure, but Scottish horses, like their riders, were then accustomed 
to hard fare. Gauntlet, for this was the name of the palfrey, had his 
stall crammed full of dried fern for litter, and was otherwise as well 
provided for as Highland hospitality could contrive. 

. Simon Glover being thus left to his own painful reflections, no- 
thing better /remained, after having looked to the comforts of the 
ilumb companion, of his journey, than to follow the herdsman’s ad- 
vice ; and, ascending teflvards the top, of an eminence called Tom-an- 
Lonacli, or the Knoll of Yew-trees, after a walk of half an hour lie 
reached the summit, and could look down on the broad expanse of 
the lake, of which the height commanded a noble view. A few aged 
and scattered yew-trees, of great size, still vindicated for the beauti- 
ful green hill the name attached to it. But a far greater number 
had fallen a sacrifice to the general demand for how-staves in that 
‘warlike age, the bow being a weapon much used by the mountaineers, 

I (hough those which they employed, as well as their arrows, were, in 
vkuipe and form, and especially m efficacy, fir inferior to the archcry 
/f merry England. The dark and shattered individual yews which 
'remained, were like the veterans of a broken host, occupying in dis- 
order some post of advantage, with the stern purpose of resisting to 
the last. Behind this eminence, but detached from it, arose a higher 
hill, partly covered with copsewood, partly opening into glades of 
pasture, where the cattle strayed, finding, at this seasou of the year, 
a scanty sustenance among the spring-heads and marshy places, 
where tlie fresh grass began first to arise. 

The opposite, or northern shore of the lake, presented a far more 
Alpine prospect than that upon which the Glover was stationed. 
Woods and thickets ran up the sides of the mountains, and dis- 
appeared among the sinuosities formed by the winding ravines which 
separated them from each other ; but far above these specimens or 
V 'tolerable natural soil, arose the swart and bare mountains them- 
selves, in the dark grey desolation proper to the season. 

Some were peaked, some broad- crested, some rocky and precipi- 
tous, others of a tamer outline ; and the clan of Titans seemed to pc 
commanded by tlieir appropriate chieftains — the frowning mountain 
of Ben Lawers, and the still more lofty eminence of Ben Mohr, 
arising high above the rest, whose peaks retain a dazzling helmet of 
snow far into the summer season, and sometimes during tlic whole 
,year. Yet the borders of this wild and sylvan region, where the 
mountains descended upon the lake, intimated, even at that early 
period, many traces of human habitation. Hamlets were seen, espe- 
cially on the northern margin of the lake, half hid among the little 
l^lens that poured they* tributary streams into Loch Tay, which, like 
5i£ny earthly thipgs, made a fair show at a distance, but, when more 
closely approached, were disgustful and repulsive, from their squalid 
waflt of the conveniences which attend even Indian wigwams. They 

n 


were inhabited by a race who neither cultivated the e»n th, nor 
for the enjoyments which industry procures. The won. .mi, although 
otherwise treated with affection, and even delicacy o f respect, dis- 
charged all the absolutely necessary domestic laboin The men, 
excepting 1 some reluctant use of an ill-formed plough, <>r more fre- 
quently a spade, grudgingly gone through, as a task infn Uely beneath 
them, took no other employment than the charge of ..he herds of 
black cattle, in which their wealth consisted. At all other times, they 
hunted, fished, or marauded, during the brief intervals of pence, by 
way of pastime; plundering with bolder license, and lighting with 
embittered animosity, in time of war, which, public or private, upon 
a broader or more restricted scale, formed the proper business oS 
their lives, and the oidy one which they esteemed worthy of them. 

The magnificent, bosom of the lake itself was a scene to gaze oil 
with delight. Its noble breadth, with its termination in a full and 
beautiful run, was rendered yet more picturesque by one of those 
islets which are often happily situated in the Scottish lakes. 1 The 
ruins upon that isle, now almost shapeless, being overgrown with 
wood, rose, at the time we speak of, into the towers and pinnacles of 
a priory, where slumbered the remains of Sibilla, daughter of Henry 
1. of England, and consort of Alexander the First of Scotland*. 
This holy place had been deemed of dignity sufficient to be thfc 
deposit of the remains of the Captain of the Clan Quhele, at least 
till times when the removal of the danger, now so imminently press- 
ing, should permit of his body being conveyed to a distinguished 
convent in the north, where he was destined ultimately to repose 
with all his ancestry. - -■ 

A. number of boats pushed off from various points of the near and 
more distant shore, many displaying sable banners, and others hav- 
ing their several pipers in the bow, who from time to time poured 
forth a few notes or a shrill, plaintive, and* trailing character, and 
intimated to the Glover that the ceremony. Wik about to take pace. 
These sounds of lamentation were but tlietuhing as it were of the 
instruments, compared with the general wail which was speedily to 
be raised. . ‘ 

A distant sound was heard from far up the lake, even as it seemed 
from the remote and distant glens, out of which the DochaTt and tKc 
Loehy pour their streams into Loch Tay. It was in a wild inacces- 
sible spot, where the Campbells at a subsequent period founded then- 
strong fortress of Finlayngg. that the redoubted commander of the 
Clan Quhele drew his last breath ; and, to give due pomp to his 
funeral, his corpse was now to be brought down the 'Loch to the 
island assigned for Ilia temporary place of rest. The funeral fleet, 
led by the Chieftain's barge, from which a huge black banner was 
displayed, hail made more than two-thirds of its voyage ere it was 
visible from the eminence on which Simon Glover stood to overlook 
the ceremony. The instant the distant wail of the coronach was 
heatd proceeding from the attendants on th^funeral barge, all tha 
subordinate sounds of lamentation were hushed at opee, as the raven 

1 See Not© Z. Loch Tap. 
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leases to croak and the haul: to whistle, whenever the scream of the 
euglo U heard. The boat>. which had iloated hither and thither 
upon tlie hike, like a iiock ni waterfowl dispersing* themselves on its 
surface, now drew together with an appearance of order, that the 
funeral flotilla might pass onward, and that they themselves might 
fall into their proper places. In the meanwhile the piercing din of 
the war-pipes became louder and louder, and the cry from the 
numberless boats which followed that from which the black banner 


of the Chief was displayed, rose in wild unison up to the Tom-an- 
Lonaeh, from which the Clover viewed the spectacle. The galley 
which headed tlie procession, bore on its poop a species of scaffold, 
upon which, arrayed an white linen, and with the race hare, was dis- 
played the corpse of the deceased Chieftain, llis son and the 
nearest relatives filled the vessel, while a great number of boats, of 
every description that could be assembled, either on Loch Tay itself, 
or brought by land carriage from Loch Earn and otherwise, followed 
in the rear, some of them of very frail materials. There were even 
eurraglis, composed of ox-hides stretched over hoops of willow, in 
the manner of the ancient British; and some committed themselves 
to rafts formed for the occasion from the readiest materials that oc- 


curred, and united in such a precarious manner as to render it pro- 
bable that, before the accomplishment of the voyage, some of ihc 
cktnsmen of the deceased might be sent to attend their Chieftain in 
the world of spirits. 

Wh&n the principal flotilla came in sight of the smaller group of 
toat^collected toi^rds the foot of tlie lake, and bearing off from 
tfie KtSe island, tney hailed each other with a shout so loud and 
general, andierminating in.a cadence so wildly prolonged, that not 
Only the deerstarted. frQtn their glens for miles around, and sought 


the distant fe^eiiM30|Mhe mountains, but even the domestic cattle, 
accustomed to of 'Man, felt the full panic which the human 

fhout strikes tribes, and like them fled from their 

pasture ipto raofassejs find dingles. 

Summdiidd forth from their convent by those sounds the raoflks 

5 ho, inhabited the little islet began to issue from *heir lowly portal, 
ith -cross and banner, and as much of ecclesiastical state as they 
had the means of displaying ; their bells at the same time, of which 
the edifice possessed three, pealing the death-toll over the long 
lake, which came to the ears of the now silent multitude, mingled 
with the solemn chant of the Catholic Church, raised by the monks 
in their procession. Various ceremonies were gone through, while 
the kindred of the deceased carried the body ashore, and, placing it 
on a bank long consecrated to the purpose, made the Deasil 1 around 
the departed. When the corpse was uplifted to be borne into the 
church, another united yell burst from the assembled multitude, in 
which the deep shout of warriors, and the shrill wail of females, joined 


y 1 A very ancient cuatom^^H^i consists in going three times round the body of a 
dead or living perlon, imploflw 1 blessings upon. him. The Deasil must be performod 
njJWays— that Is, by moving from right to left. If misfortune is imprecated, the 
pasty moves withershins (German, wiookbsimb), that is against the sun, from left 
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their notes with the tremulous voice of age and the babbling cry erf 
childhood. The coronach was again, and for the last time, shrieked as’ 
the body was carried into the interior of the Church, where only the 
nearest relatives of the deceased and the most distinguished of the 
leaders of the clan were permitted to enter. 1 The last yell of woe ' 
was so terribly loud, and answered by so many hundred echoes, 
that the Glover instinctively raised his hands to his ears to shut out, 
or deaden at least, a sound so piercing. He kept this attitude, 
while tl’3 hawks, owls, and other birds, scared lry the wild scream, 
had begun to settle in their retreats, when, as he withdrew his hands, 
a voice, close by him, said, — 

“ Think yon this, Simon Glover, the hymn of penitence and praise, 
with which it becomes poor forlorn man, cast out from his tenement 
of clay, to be wafted into the presence of his Maker?” 

The Glover turned, and^ in the old man, with a long white beard, 
who stood close beside him, had no difficulty, from tlio clear mild 
eye and the benevolent cast of features, to recognise the Carthusian 
monk, Father Clement, no longer wearing his monastic habiliments, 
hut wrapped in a frieze mantle, and having a Highland cap on his head. 

It may he recollected that the Glover regarded this man with a 
combined feeling of respect and dislike— respect, which his judgment 
could not deny to the monk’s person and character, and dislike, which 
arose from Father Clement's peculiar doctrines being the cause of 
his daughter’s exile and his own distress. It was not, therefore, with 
sentiments of unmixed satisfaction that he returned the greetings 
of the Father, and replied to the reiterated question. What he thought 
of the funeral rites, which were discharged in so wild a manner, — “I 
know not, my good Father ; but these men do their duty to their de- 
ceased Chief according to the fashion of their ancestors ; they mean 
to express their regret for their friend’s loss, and their prayers to 
Heaven in his behalf ; ami that which is done of good-will, must, to 
my thinking, be accepted favourably. Had it been otherwise, me- 
thinks they had ere now been enlightened to do better.” 

* Thou art deceived,” answered the Monk. “ God has sent his light 
amongst us all, though in various proportions; but man wilfully shuts 
his eyes and prefers darkness. This benighted people mingle with 
the ritual of the Roman Church the old heathen ceremonies of their 
own fathers, and thus unite with the abominations of a Church cor- 
rupted by wealth and power, the cruel and bloody ritual of savage 
Pay nuns.” 

“ Father,” said Simon, abruptly, “ me thinks your presence were 
more useful in yonder chapel, aiding your brethren in the discharge 
of their clerical duties, than in troubling* and unsettling the belief of 
an humble, though ignorant Christian, like myself.” 

“ And wherefore say, good Brother, that I would unfix thy princi 
pies of belief? ” answered Clement. “ So Heaven deal with me, as 
were my life-blood necessary to cement the mind of any man to tin 
holy religion he professetb, it should be freel^poured out for tin 
purpose. 

1 See Note 2 A. Funeral of a Highland Chitf. 
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/ “ Your speech is fair, Father, I grant you,” said the Glover; u but 
if I am to judge the doctrine by tha fruits, Heaven has punished me 
by the hand of the Church for having hearkened thereto. Ere 
I heard you, my confessor was little moved, though I. might have 
owned to have told a merry tale upon the ale-bench, even if a friar 
or a mm were the subject. " If at a time I had called Father Hubert 
a better hunter of hares than of souls, I confessed me to the Yicar 
Vinesauf, who laughed and made me pay a reckoning for penance — 
or if I had said that the Yicar Vinesauf was more constant to his 
cup than to his breviary, I confessed me to Father Hubert, and anew 
lmwking-glove made all well again ; and thus I, my conscience, and 
Mother Church, lived together oil terms of peace, friendship, and 
mutual forbearance- But since I have listened to you, Father Cle- 
ment, this goodly union is broke to pieces, and nothing is thundered 
in my ear but purgatory in the next world, and fire and fagot in this. 
Therefore, avoid you, Father Clement, or speak to those who can 
understand your doctrine. 1 have no heart to be a martyr ; I have 
never in my whole life had courage enough so much as to snuff a 
candle with my fingers ; and, to speak the truth, I am minded to go 
back to Perth, sue out my pardon in the spiritual court, carry my 
fagot to the gallows' foot, in token of recantation, and purchase my- 
self once more the name of a good Catholic, were it at the price of 
all the worldly wealtli that remains to me.” 

u You are angry, my dearest brother,” said Clement ; “ and re- 
pent you on the pinch of a little worldly danger, and a little worldly 
loss, for the good thoughts which you once entertained.” 

(i You speak at case, Father Clement, since I think you have long 
forsworn the wealtli and goods of the world, and arc prepared to 
yield up your life, when it is demanded, in exchange for the doctrine 
you preach and believe. You are as ready to put on your pitched 
shirt and brimstone head-gear, as a naked man is to go to his bed, 
and it would seem you have not much more reluctance to the. cere- 
mony. But I still wear that which clings to me. My wealth is still 
my own, and I thank Heaven it is a decent pittance whereon to Jive 
— my life, too, is that of a hale old man of sixty, who is in no haste 
to bring it to a close— and if I wore poor as Job, and on the edge of 
the grave, must I not still cling to my daughter, whom your doctrines 
have already cost so dear?” 

“Thy daughter, friend Simon,” said the Carthusian, “may be 
truly called an angel upon earth.” 

" Ay ; and by listening to your doctrines, Father, she is now like 
to be called on to be an angel’ in heaven, and to be transported thither 
in a chariot of fire.” 

“ Nay, my good brother,” said Clement, c< desist, I pray you, to 
speak of what you little understand. Since it is wasting time to 
snow thee the light that thou chafest against, yet listen to that which 
I have to say touching thy daughter, whose temporal felicity, though 
I weigh it not even lor an instant in the scale against that which 
is spiritual, ts nevertheless, in its order, as dear to Clement Blair ns 
to her own father.” 
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The tears stood in the old man's eyes as he spoke, and Simon. 
Glover was in some degree mollified as he again adjlresscd him. 

“ One would think thee, Father Clement, the kindest and most 
amiable of men; liow conies it then that thy steps are haunted by 
general ill-will wherever thou chancest to turn them? I could lay' 
my life thou hast contrived already to offend yonder half-score of 
poor friars in their water-girdled cage, and that you have been pro- 
hibited from attendance on the funeral?” , 

“Even so, my son," said the Carthusian, “ and I doubt. whether 
their malice will suffer me to remain in this country. I did but 
speak a few sentences about the superstition and folly of frequent- 
ing St Fillian's church, to detect theft by meati%of his bell — of bath- 
ing mad patients in his pool, to cure their infirmity of mind— and, lo! 
the persecutors have cast me forth of their communion, as they will 
speedily cast me out of this life.” 

“ Lo you there now,” said the Glover; “ seo wliat it is for a man 
that cannot take a warning !— Well, Father Clement, men will not 
cast me forth unless as it vr&e as a companion of yours. I pray you, 
therefore, tell me what youbave to say of my daughter, and let us 
he less neighbours than we have been.” 

“This then, brother Simon, I have to acquaint you with. This 
young. Chic#, who is swnjn with contemplation of his own power and 
glory, loves one tiling better than it all, and that is tliy daughter.” 

“drift Conachar! ” exclaimed Simon. “My runagate apprentice 
look up to my daughter ! ” 

“ Alas ! * said Clement, “ how close sits our worldly pride, even as 
ivy clings to the wall, and cannot be separated ! — Look up to thy 
daughter, good Simon? Alas, no! The Captain of Clan Quhele, 
great as lie is, and greater as he soon expects to be, looks down to 
the daughter of the Perth burgess, and considers himself demeaned 
in doing so. Put, to use his own profane expression, Catharine is 
dearer to him than life here, and heaven hereafter- — lie cannot live 
without her.’ 7 

“.Then he may die, if he lists,” said Pinion Glover, “for she is 
betrothed to an honest burgess of Perth, and L would not break my 
word to make my daughter bride to the Prince of Scotland.” 

“T thought, it would be your answer,” replied the Monk; “I 
would, worthy friend, thou couklst carry into tliy spiritual concern -, 
some part of that daring and resolved spirit with which tlinu eaust 
direct thy temporal affairs.” 

“flush thee — hush, Father Clement!” answered the Glover: 

“ when thou fullest into that vein of argument, thy words savour of 
blazing tar, and that is a scent I like not. As to'Cnlharine. 1 must 
manage as i can, so as not to displease the young dignitary; but 
well is it for mo that she is far beyond his reach.” 

“ She must, then be distant indeed,” said the Carthusian. “ And 
now, brother Simon, since you think it perilous to own me and my 
opinions, 1 must walk alone with my own doctrimA, and tli$ dangers > 
they draw on me. But should your eye, less blinded than it now is 
by worldly hopes and fears, ever turn a glance back on him, who* 
soon may be. snatched from you, remember that, by nought, save a 
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sense of the truth and importance of the doctrine which he 
taught, could Clement Blair have learned to encounter, nay, to pro- 
voke, the animosity of the powerful and inveterate, to alarm the 
fears of the jealous and timid, to walk in the world as he belonged 
not to it. and to be accounted mad of men, that he might, if possible, 
win souls to God. Heaven be my witness, that I would comply in 
all lawful things to conciliate the love and sympathy of my fellow- 
creatures! It is no light thing to be shunned by the worthy as an 
infected patient ; to be persecuted by the Pharisees of the day as an 
itni believing heretic; to be regarded with horror at once and con- 
tempt by the multitude, who consider me as a madman, who may be 
expected to turn mischievous. But were all those evils multiplied 
an hundredfold, the fire wilbin must not be stifled, tbe voice which 
says within me, 8pealc, must receive obedience. Woe unto me if 
I preach not the Gospel, even should I at length preach it from 
amidst the pile of flames ! ” 

»So spoke this bold witness ; one of those whom Heaven raised up 
from time to time, to preserve amidst the most ignorant ages, and 
to carry down to those which succeed them a manifestation of 
unadulterated Christianity, from the time of the Apostles to tire age 
kwhen, favoured by the invention of printing, tbe Reformation broke 
out in full splendour. The selfish policy of the Glover was exposed 
in his own eyes; and he felt himself contemptible as he saw the 
Carthusian turn from him in all the hallowedness of resignation, 
lie was oven conscious of a momentary inclination to follow the ex- 
ample of the preacher's philanthropy and disinterested zeal; but it. 
glanced like a flash of lightning through a daik vault, where there 
lies nothing* to catch the blaze ; and he slowly descended the hill, in 
a direction different from that, of the Carthusian, forget ling him 
and his doctrines, and buried in anxious thoughts about his child’s 
fate and his own. 


CHAPTER XXVITL 

What want these outlaws conquerors should have. 

Shit History's |mr» 1 insert jwo to call them great, 

\ wider sj»ace, an urnunietituil gr,t\e ? 

Their hoj us Tvere not less wrnn, their souls were full as bravo. 

Uykom. 

The funeral obsequies being over, tbe same flotilla which had pro* 
(•coded in s olemn and sad array down the lake, prepared to return 
with displayed banners, and every demonstration of mirth and joy; 
fori here was but brief time to celebrate festivals, when the awful 
conflict betwixt the Han Qtihele and their most formidable rivals 
sd nearly jnppivnchcd. It bad been agreed, therefore, that the fune- 
Val feast should be blended with that usually given at the inaugura- 
tion of the yoking Chief. * 

Some objections were made to this arrangement, as containing an 
evil omen,* But, on the other band, it; bad a species of rccommcnda- 
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lion, from the habits aud feelings of the Highlanders, who, to this 
day, are wont to mingle a degree of solemn mirth with their mourn- 
ing, and something resembling melancholy with their mirth. The 
usual aversion to speak or think of those who have been beloved 
and lost, is less known to this grave and enthusiastic race than it is 
to others. You hear not only the young mention (as is everywhere 
usual} the merits and the character of parents who have, in the 
course of nature, predeceased them; but the widowed partner 
speaks, in ordinary conversation, of the lost spouse; and, what is still 
stranger, the parents allude frequently to the beauty or valour of the “ 
child whom they have interred. The Scottish Highlanders appear 
to regard the separation of friends by death, jis something less ab- c 
solute and complete than it is generally esteemed in other countries, 
and converse of the dear connections who have sought the grave 
before them, as if they had gone upon a long journey in which they 
themselves must soon follow. The funeral feast, therefore, being 
a general custom throughout Scotland, was not, in the opinion of 
those who were to share it, unseemingly mingled, on the present 
occasion, with the festivities which hailed the succession to the 
Chieftainship. 

The barge which had lately borne the dead to the grave now con- > 
veyed the young Maclan to- his new command; and the minstrels 
sent forth their gayest notes to gratulate Eachin’s succession, as 
they had lately sounded their most doleful dirges when carrying 
Gilchrist to his grave. From the' attendant flotilla rang notes of 
triumph and jubilee, instead of those yells of lamentation which had 
so lately disturbed the echoes of Loch Tay; and a thousand voices 
hailed the youthful Chieftain as lie stood on the poop, armed at all 
points, in the flower of early manhood, beauty, and activity, on the 
very spot where his father’s corpse had so lately been extended, and 
surrounded by triumphant friends, as tl*t had been by desolate 
mourners. One boat kept closest of the flotilla to the honoured 
galley, Torquil of the Oak, a grizzled giant, was steersman; and 
his c*ight sons, each exceeding the ordinary stature of mankind, 
nulled the oars. Like some powerful and favourite wolf-hound, un- 
loosed from his couples, and frolicking around a liberal master, the 
boat of the foster-brethren passed the Chieftain’s barge, now on one 
side, and now on another, and even rowed around it, as if in extra- 
vagance of joy; while, at the same time, with the jealous vigilance 
of the animal we have compared it to, they made it dangerous for 
any other of the flotilla to approach so near as themselves, from the 
risk of being run down by their impetuous and reckless manoeuvres. 
Raised to an eminent rank in the clan by the succession of their 
foster-brother to the command of the Clan Quliele, this was the 
tumultuous and almost terrible mode in which they testified their 
peculiar share in their Chiefs triumph. 

Far behind, and with different feelings, on the part of one at least 
of the company, came the small boat, in whfeli, manned by the 
Booshallocli and one of his sons, Simon Glover was a f/assenger. 

# “ Tf we are bound for ttie head of the lake/’ said' Simon to bis 
friend, “ we shall hardly be there for hours.” 
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- But as lie spoke, the crew of the boat of the foster-brethren, or 
Leichtach , 1 on a signal from the Chiefs galley, lay on their oars 
until the Booshallocn’s boat came up, and throwing on board a rope 
of hides, which Niel made fast to the head of his skiff, they stretched 
to their oars once more ; and, notwithstanding they had the small 
boat in tow, swept through the lake with almost the same rapidity 
as before. The skiff was tugged on with a velocity which seemed 
to hazard the pulling, her Under water, or the separation of her head 
from her other timbers. 

Simon Glover saw with anxiety the reckless fury of their course, 
and the bows of the boat occasionally brought within an inch or two 
of the level of the water ; and though his friend Niel Booshalloch 
assured him it was all done in especial honour, he heartily wished 
his voyage might have a safe termination. It had so, and much 
sooner than lie apprehended ; for the place of festivity was not four 
miles distant from the sepulchral island, being chosen to suit the 
Chieftain’s course, which lay to the south-east, so soon as the banquet 
should be concluded. 

A bay on the southern side of Loch Tay presented a beautiful 
beach of sparkling sand, on which the boats might land with case, 
and a dry meadow, covered with turf, verdant considering the sea- 
son, behind aud around which rose high banks, fringed with copse- 
wood, and displaying the lavish preparations which had been made 
for the entertainment. 

The Highlanders, well known for ready liatchct-men, had con- 
structed a long arbour or sylvan banqueting-rooni, capable of receiv- 
ing two hundred men, while a number of smaller huts around seemed 
intended for sleeping apartments. The uprights, the couples, and 
rooflr& of the temporary hall were composed of mountain-pine, still 
covered with its bark. The framework of the sides was of planks 
or spars of the same material, closely interwoven with the leafy 
boughs of the fir and other evergreens, which the neighbouring 
woods afforded, while the hills had furnished plenty of heath to form 
the roof. Within this sylvan palace the most important personages 
. present were invited to hold high festival. Others of less note were 
to feast in various long sheds, constructed with less care; and tables 
, of sod, or rough planks, placed in the open air, were allotted to the 
numberless multitude. At a distance were to be seen piles of glow- 
ing charcoal or blazing wood, around which conn I less cooks toiled, 
bustled, and fretted, like so many demons working in their native 
element. Pits, wrought in the hill-side, and lined with heated stones, 
served as ovens for stewing immense quantities of beef, mutton, and 
venison— wooden spits supported sheep and goats, which wore roasted 
entire ; others were cut into joints, and seethed in caldrons made of 
the animals’ own skins, sewed hastily together, and filled with water; 
while huge quantities of pike, trout, salmon, and char, were broiled 
with more ceremony on glowing embers. The Glover had seen 
many a Highland ftanquet, but never one the preparations for which 
were on suclf a scale or barbarous profusion. 


1 i. e. Body-guard. 
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Ho had little time, however, to admire tlie scene around him ; for; 
as soon as they landed on the beach, the Booshalloch reserved with 
some embarrassment that, as they bad not been bidden io the table 
of the dais, to which he seemed to have expected an imitation, they 
had host secure a place in one of the inferior bothies or booths; and 
was leading the way in that direction, when he was stopped by one 
of the body-guards, appearing to act as master of ceremonies, who 
whimpered something m his ear. 

“I 1 bought so,” said the herdsman, much relieved; “I tliouabt 
neither the stranger, nor the man that has my charge, would be left 
out at. the bid'll table.” 

r riiey were conducted accordingly into tbc*ample lodge, within 
which "were long ranges of table?, already mostly occupied by the 
while those who acted as domestics were placing upon them 
the abundant though rude materials of the festival. The )ouijg 
Chief, although he certainly saw the Glover and the herdsman enter, ^ 
did imt :nhlress smy personal salute to either, and their places were * 
assigned them in a distant corner, far beneath the Salt (a huge piece 
of antique silver-plate), the only article of value that the table dis- 
played, ami which was regarded t>y the Clan as a species of palladium, , 
only produced and used on the most solemn occasions, such as the * 
present. 

The Booshollocli, somewhat discontented, muttered to Simon as 
he took his place — “ These are changed days, friend. Ilia father, 
rest his soul, would have spoken to us both ; but these are bad manners 
which lie has learned among you Sasscnacbs in the Low Country” 

To this remark the Glover did not think it necessary to r#ply; 
instead of winch he adverted to the evergreens, and particularly to 
the skins and other ornaments with which the interior of the. bower 
was decorated. The most remarkable part of those ornaments was 
a number of Highland shirts of mail, withsteel-bonncis, battle-axes, 
and two-handed swords to match, ■which bung around the upper 
pan of the room, together with targets highly and richly embossed. 
Eutdi mail-shirt was hung over a well-dressed stag’s hide, which at 
once displayed the armour to advantage, .and saved it from suffering 
by damp. # 

“These,” whispered the Bonshalloch, “are the arms of the chosen • 
champions of the Clan Quhele. They arc twenty-nine in number, 
as you see, Luchin himself being the thirtieth, who wears his armour 
to-day, else had there been thirty. And be lias not got such a good 
hauberk, after all, as he should wear on Palm Sunday. These nine 
. suits of harness of such large size arc for the Leicbtach, from whom 
ao much is expected.” 

“ Vi id these goodly deer-hides,” said Simon, the spirit of his pro- 
fession awakening at the sight of the goods in which he traded— 
“think you the ( ’hi of will be disposed to eh a tier for them?— -they 
are in demand for (he doublets which knights wear under their 
armour.” * ^ 

“ Hid I not pray you,” said Kiel Booshalloch, " to say nothing on 
that subject?” ’ * 

“It is the mail-shirts I speak of,” said Simon ; “ may I ask if any 
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of them were made by onr celebrated Perth armourer, called Henry 
of the Wynd?” 

‘‘Thou art more unlucky th:*u before,” said Niel; “that mans 
name is to Eacliin’s temper like a whirlwind upon the lake ; yet no 
man knows for what cause.” 

“ I can guess,” thought our Clover, but gave no utterance to the 
thought; and, having twice lighted on unpleasant subjects of con- 
versation, he prepared to apply himself, like those around him, to 
liw food, without starting another topic. 

We have said as much of the. preparations as may lead the reader 
o conclude that the festival, hi respect of the quality of the food, 
tvas of the most rude description ; consisting chiefly of huge joints 
’ of meat, which were consumed with little respect to the fasting sea- 
son, although several of the friars of the Island Convent graced and 
hallowed the hoard l>y their presence. The platters wen; of wood, 
jjuItso were the hooped cogues or cups out of which the guests 
Quaffed their liquor, as also the broth or juice of the meat., which 
was held a delicacy. TJiere were also various preparations milk 
£wliich were highly esteemed, and were o.tcn out of similar vessels, 
‘llread was the scarcest article at the banquet, but the Glover and 
■ Vs patron Niel were served with tw r o small loaves expressly for their 
o^rn use. In eating, as indeed was then the case nil over Uritain, 
the guests used their knives called skenes, or the large poniards 
named dirks, without troubling themselves by the reflection that 
they might occasionally have served different or more fatal purposes. 

At the upper end of the table stood a vacant scat, elevated a step 
or two above the floor. It was covered with a canopy of holly 
' boughs and ivy, and there rested against it a sheathed sword and a 
folded banner. This had been the seat of the deceased Chieftain, 
and was left vacant in honour of him. Eaehin occupied a lower 
chair on the right hand of the place of honour. 

The reader would be greatly mistaken who should follow out this 
description by supposing that the guests behaved like a herd of 
.hungry wolves, rushing upon a feast rarely offered to them. On 
Sic contrary, the Clan Quhele conducted themselves with that species 
rj f courteous reserve and attention to the wants of others which is 
often found in primitive nations, especially such as arc always in 
arms ; because a general observance of the rules of courtesy is 
necessary to prevent quarrels, bloodshed, and death. The gnosis 
took the places assigned them by Torquil of the Oak, who, acting 
as Miirificluil Taek , i.c. sewer of the mess, touched with a while 
wand, without speaking a word, the place where each was to sit. 
■'Jims placed in order, the company patiently awaited for the porfiou 
assigned them, which was distributed among them by the Loiolitach; 
— the bravest men. or more distinguished warriors of the tribe, being 
accommodated with a double mess, emphatically called bicyfir, or 
itlie portion of a man. "When the sewers themselves had seen every 
Kfc n\o served, they resumed their places at the festival, and were each 
served with oncrof these larger messes of food. Water was placed 
within each man’s reach, and a handful of soft moss served the pur- 
poses of a table-napkin, so that, as at an Eastern banquet, the bends 
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were washed as often as the mess was changed. For amusement, 
the bard recited the praises of the deceased Chief, and expressed t he 
clan's confidence in the blossoming virtues of his successor. The 
Seanachie recited the genealogy of the tribe, which they traced to 
the race of the Dalriads ; the harpers played within, while the war- 
pipes cheered the multitude without. The conversation among the 
guests was grave, subdued, and civil — no jest was attempted beyond 
the bounds of a very gentle pleasantry, calculated only to excite a 
passing smile. There were no raised voices, no contentious argu- 
ments; and Simon Glover had heard a hundred times more noise afr 
a guild-feast in Perth than was made on this occasion by two hun- 
dred wild mountaineers. 9 ^ 

Even the liquor itself did not seem to raise the festive party above 
the same tone of decorous gravity. It was of various kinds — wine 
appeared in very small quantities, and was served out only to the 
principal guests, among which honoured number Simon Glove^was 
again included. The wine and the two wheaten loaves were, indeed, 
the only marks of notice which he received during the feast; but 
Niel Boosballoch, jealous of his master’s refutation for hospitality,* 
failed not to enlarge on them as proofs or hi/jli distinction. Dis- 
tilled liquors, since so generally used tin the Highlands, were the# 
comparatively unknown. The usquebaugh was circulated in small 
quantities, and was highly flavoured with a decoction of saffron and 
other herbs, so as to resemble a medicinal potion, rather than a 
festive cordial. Cider and mead were seen at the entertainment ; 
but ale, brewed in great quantities for the purpose, and flowing 
round without restriction, was the liquor generally used, and that 
was drunk with a moderation much less known among the more 
modern Highlanders. A cup to the memory of the deceased Chief- 
tain was the first pledge solemnly proclaimed after the banquet was 
finished ; and a low murmur of benedictions was heard from the 
company, while the monks alone, uplifting their united voices, sung 
] teqniem eternam dona . An unusual silence followed, as if some- 
thing extraordinary was expected, when Eacliin arose, with a bold 
and manly yet modest grace, and ascended the vacant seat or throne 5 
saying with dignity and firmness — 

“ This sent and my father’s inheritance 1 claim as my right— so 
prosper me God and St Barr ! ” 

“ How will you rule your father’s children ? ” said an old man, the 
uncle of the deceased. 

te I will defend them with my father's sword, and distribute justice 
to them under my father’s banner.” 

The old man, with a trembling hand, unsheathed the pondcrom 
weapon, and, holding it by the blade, offered the hilt to the young 
Chieftain’s grasp ; at the same time Torquil of the Oak unfurled tlu 
pennon of the tribe, and swung it repeatedly over Eachiu’s head 
who, with singular grace and dexterity, brandished the huge clav- 
more as in its defence. The quests raised a yelling shout, to tes:^ 
their acceptance of the patriarchal Chief who claimed their alle 
glance, nor was there any who, in the graceful and agile yout! 
before them, was disposed to recollect the subject of sinister vatt 
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■^iimtioiis. \a he stood in glittering mail, resting on the lung sword, 
and acknowledging by gracious gestures the acclamations which 
rent the air within, without, and around, Simon Glover was tempted 
to doubt whether this majestic figure was that of the same lad whom 
he had often treated with little ceremony, and began to have some 
apprehension of the consequences of having done so. A general 
hurst of minstrelsy succeeded to the acclamations, and rock and 
greenwood rang to harp and pipes, as lately to shout and yell of 
woe. 

c* It would be tedious to pursue the progress of the inaugural feast, 
pr detail the pledges that were quailed to former heroes of the clan, 
■*md above all to the twenty-nine brave gallowglasscs who were to 
light in the approaching conflict under the eye and leading of their 
young Chief. The bards, assuming, in old times, the prophetic 
character- combined with their own. ventured to assure them of the 
most distinguished victory, and to predict the fury with which the 
Blue Falcon, the emblem of the Clan Quhele, should rend to pieces 
the Mountain-cat, the well-known badge of the Clan Chattan. 

* It was approaching sunset, when a bowl, called the grace-cup, 
«mad& of oak, hooped with silver, was handed round the table as the 
dispersion, although it was left free to any who chose a 
huger carouse to retreat to any of the outer bothies. As for Simon 
Glover, the Booshalloch conducted him to a small hut, contrived, it 
Would seem, for the use of a single individual, where a bed of heath 
and moss was arranged as well as the season would permit, and an 
ample supply of suefi delicacies as the late feast afforded, showed 
that all care had been taken for the inhabitant’s accommodation. 

“ Do not leave this liut,” said the Booshalloch, taking leave of liis 
friend and protege ; “ this is your place of rest. But apartments are 
lost on such a night of confusion, and if the badger leaves his hole 
the tod 1 will creep into it.” 

- To Simon Glover this arrangement was by no means disagreeable, 
lie had been wearied by the noise of the day, and felt desirous of 
repose. After eating, therefore, a morsel, winch liis appetite scarce 
Required, and drinking a cup of wine to expel the cola, he muttered 
Jus evening prayer, wrapt nimself in his cloak, and lay down on a 
%>ucli which old acquaintance had made familiar and easy to him. 
The hum and murmur, and even the occasional shouts, of some of 
the festive multitude who continued revelling without, did not long 
interrupt his repose ; and in about ten minutes he was as fast wdeep 
as if he had lain in his own bed in Curfew Street. 


i Tod, Scotticc for fox. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 


btill harping on my daughter. 

Hamlet . 


Two hours before the black-cock crew, Simon Glover was wakened 
by a well-known voice, which called him by name. 

“ What, Conachar ! ” he replied, as he started from Sleep, “is the ‘ 
morning so far advanced? ” and raising his eyes, the person of wliom 
he was dreaming stood before him; and the same moment, 
events of yesterday rushing on his recollection, he saw with surprise 
that the vision retained the form which sleep had assigned it, and* it 
was not the mail-clad Highland Chief, with claymore m hand, as he 
had seen him the preceding night, but Coriaclmr of Curfew Street, 
in his humble apprentice's garb, holding in his hand a switch of oak. 
An apparition would not more have surprised our Perth burgher. 
As he gazed with wonder, the youth turned upon him a piece of 1 
lighted bog- wood which he carried, in a lantern, and to his waking, 
exclamation replied, — TL 

“ Even so, father Simon ; it is Conachar, come to renew our old 
acquaintance, when our intercourse will attract least notice.” 

So saying, he sat down on a trestle which answered the purpose of 
a chair, and placing the lantern beside him, proceeded in the most 
friendly tone. 

“ I have tasted of thy good cheer many a day, father Simon, I 
trust, thou hast found no lack in my family’?” 

None whatever, Eachin MacI an,” answered the Glover,— for the 
simplicity of the Celtic language and manners rejects all honorary 
titles ; “ it was even too good for this fasting season, and much too 
good for me, since I must be ashamed to think how hard you fared 
in Curfew Street.” 


Even too well, to use your own word,” said Conachar, “ for the 
deserts of an idle apprentice, and for the wants of a young High- 
lander. But yesterday, if there was, as I trust, chough of food; 
found you not, good Glover, some lack of courteous welcome? 
Excuse it not,— I know you did so. But I am young in authority 
with my people, and 1 must not too early draw their attention to the 
period of my residence in the Lowlands, which, however, 1 can never 
forget.” 

"J understand the cause entirely,” said Simon; “and therefore it 
is unwillingly, and as it were by force, that I have made so early a 
visit hither.” 

“ Hush, father, hush ! It is well you are come to see some of my 
Highland splendour while it yet sparkles— Return after Palm Sun- 
day, and who knows whom or what you may find in the territories 
we now possess 1 The Wildcat may have mad^his lodge where tn3 
banqueting bower of Maclan now stands.” • 

The young Chief was silent, and pressed the top of the rod to his 
lips, as if to guard against uttering more. 
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There is no fear of that, Sachin ,” said Simon, in that vnguc way 
in which lukewarm comfort ; ns endeavour to turn Hie reflections of 
.their friends from the consideration of inevitable danger. 

“ There w fear, and there is peril of utter ruin,” answered Eachin ; 
“ and there is positive certainty of great loss. I marvel my lather 
consented to this wily proposal of Albany. I would MacGillie Oliat- 
tiichaii would agree with me, and tlien, instead of wasting our best 
blood against each other, we would go down together to Strathmore, 
aud kill and take possession. I would rule at Perth, and he at 
Dundee, and all the Great Strath should be our own to the banks of 
the Frith of Tay. Such is the policy I have caught from your old 
grey head, father Simon, when holding a trencher at thy back, and 
listening to thy evening talk with Bailie Craigdallie.” 

"The tongue is well called an unruly member,” thought the 
Glover. “Here have I been holding a candle to the devil, to show 
him the way to mischief. ” 

But he only said aloud, “ These plans come too late.” 

“ Too late indeed ! ” answered Eachin. “ The indentures of battle 
are signed by our marks and seals ; the burning hate of the Clan Quhele 
and Clan Chattah is blown up to an inextinguishable flame by mutual 

tin suits and boasts. Yes, the time is passed by But to thine own 

^affairs, father Glover. It is religion that has brought thee hither, as 
'1 learn from Niel Boost allocli. Surely, my experience of thy prudence 
did not lead me to suspect thee of any quarrel with Mother Church. 
As for my old acquaintance, Father Clement, he is one of those who 
hunt after the crown of martyrdom, and think a stake, surrounded 
with blazing fagots, better worth embracing than a willing ‘bride. 
He is a very kuiglit-errant, in defence of his religious notions, and 
does battle wherever lie comes. He hath already a quarrel with the 
monks of Sibyl's Isle yonder about some point of doctrine. — Hast 
seen him?” 

“ 1 have,” answered Simon; “but we spoke little together, the 
time being* pressing.” 

“lie may have said that there is a third person, — one move likely, 
*1 think, to be a true fugitive for religion than either you, a. shrewd 
citizen, or he, a wrangling preacher, — who would be right heartily 
'welcome to share our protection ? — Thou art dull, man, and wilt not 
guess my meaning —thy daughter Cathariue ? ” 

These last words the young Chief spoke in English ; and he con- 
tinued the conversation in that- language, as if apprehensive of being 
overheard ; and, indeed, as if under the sense of some involuntary 
hesitation. 

“My daughter Catharine,” said the Glover, remembering what 
the Carthusian had told him, “ is well and safe.” 

“ But w here, or with whom ? ” said the young Chief. “ A ml where- 
fore came she not with you ? Think you the Clan Quhele have no 
cai Ilia chs, 1 as active as old Dorothy, whose hand lias warmed my 
bftffits* before now, 4° wait upon the daughter of their Chieftain’s 
master ? ” 

• l Old women. 

He Boxed my ears. 
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*■ Abilin I thank you,” said the Glover, “and doubt neither your* 
power nor your will to protect my daughter, as well as myself, Biffc 
an honourable lady, the friend of Sir Patrick Charteris, hath, offered 
her a safe plaice of refuge, without the risk of a toilsome journey 
through a desolate and distracted country.” 

“ Oh, ay, — Sir Patrick Charteris,” said Eacliin, in a more reserved 
and distant tone— “ he must be preferred to all men, without doubt; 
lie is your friend, I think ? ” 

Simon Glover longed to punish this affectation of a hoy, who had 
been scolded four times a-day for running into the street to see Sir 
Patrick Charteris ride past ; but lie checked his spirit of repartee, 
and simply said, — 

“ Sir Patrick Charteris 1ms been Provost of Perth for seven years ; 
and it is likely is so still, since the magistrates are elected, not in 
Lent, but at St Martinmas.” 

“ Ah, father Glove,” said the youth, in his kinder and more familiar 
mode of address, “you are so used to see the sumptuous shows and 
pageants of Perth, that you would but little relish our barbarous 
festival in comparison. Wlnit didst thou think of our ceremonial of 
yesterday ? ” 

“ It was noble and touching,” said the Glover; “and to me, who 
knew your father, most especially so. When you rested on the sword, ' 
and looked around you, methought I saw mine old friend Gil- 
christ Maclan arisen from the dead, and renewed in years and in 
strength.” 

“I played my part there boldly, I trust; and showed little of that 
paltry apprentice boy, whom you used to — use just as he deserved.” 

“ Eaclnn resembles Conacliar,” said the Glover, “ no more than a 
salmon resembles a par, though men say they are the same fish in a 
different state ; or than a butterfly resembles a grub.” 

“ Thinkest thou that while I was taking upon me the power which 
all women love, I would have been myself an object for a maiden’s 
eye to rest upon? — To speak plain, what would Catharine have thought 
of me in the ceremonial ? ” 

tl We approach the shallows now,” thought Simon Glover; “and 1 
without nice pilotage we drive right on shore.” 

“Most women like show, Eachin; but I think my daughter’ 
Catharine be an exception. She would rejoice in the good fortune 
of her household friend and playmate ; but she would not value the 
splendid Maclan, captain of Clan Quliele, more than the orphan 
Conacliar.” 

“ She is ever generous and disinterested,” replied the young Chief. 
“But yourself, father, have seen the world for many more years than 
she has done, and can better form a judgment what power and 
wealth do for those who enjoy them. Think, and sneak sincerely, 
wliat would be your own thoughts, if you saw your Catnarine standing 
under yonder canopy, with the command over a hundred hills, and 
the devoted obedience of ten thousand vassals ; and as the price 
these advantages, her hand in that of the man who loves her the best 
in the world? ” 

“ Meaning in your own, Conacliar ? ” said Simon, 
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.* “ Ay, Coimchar call me— I love the name, since 'it was by that I 
•have been known to Catharine.” 

“ Sincerely, then,” said the Glover, endeavouring to give the least 
offensive turn to his reply, “ ray inmost thought would be the ear- 
nest wish that Catharine and I were safe in our humble booth in Cur- 
few Street, with Dorothy for our only vassal.” 

“ And with poor Conachar also, I trust? You would not leave him 
to nine away in solitary grandeur ? ” 

“I would not,” answered the Glover, “wish so ill to the Clan Quhele, 
mine ancient friends, as to deprive them, at the moment of emer- 
gency, of a brave young Chief, nnd that Chief of the fame which he 
is about to acquire a^ their head in the approaching conflict.” 

Eacliin bit his lip, to suppress his irritated feelings, as he replied,— 
“ Words — words,— empty words, father Simon. You fear the Clan 
Quhele more than you love them, and you suppose their indignation 
would be formidable, should their Chief marry the daughter of a bur- 
gess of Perth.” 

“ And if I do fear such an issue, Hector Marfan, have I not reason? 
How have ill-assorted marriages had issue in the house of MacCai- 
lanniore, in that of the powerful MacLeans, nay of the Lords of the 
Isles themselves ? What lias ever come of them but divorce and ex- 
heredation— sometimes worse fate— to the ambitious intruder ? You 
could not marry my child before a priest, and you could only 
wed her with your left hand : and I ” — he checked the strain of im- 
petuosity which the subject inspired, and concluded, — “ And I am 
an honest though luimbic burgher of Perth, who would rather my 
child were the lawful and undoubted spouse of a citizen in my own 
rank, than the licensed concubine of a monarch.” 

“ I will wed Catharine before the priest and before the world, — 
before the altar and before the black stones of Iona,” said the impe- 
tuous young man. “ She is the love of my youth, aud there is not a 
tie in religion or honour, but I will bind myself by them ! 1 have 
sounded my people. If we do but win this coinbat — and, with tlio 
hope of gaining Catharine, we shale win it — my heart tells mo so — 
I snail be so much lord over their affections, that were I to take a 
bride from the alms-house, so it was my pleasure, they would hail 
her as if she were a daughter of MacCaUanmore. — But you reject 
my suit?” said Eachin, sternly. 

“You put words of offence m my mouth,” said the. old man, “and 
may next punish me for them, since I am wholly in your power. 
But, with my consent, my daughter shall never wed save in her own 
degree. Iler heart would break amid the constant wars ami scenes 
of bloodshed which connect themselves with your lot. If you really 
love her, and recollect her dread of strife and combat, you would not 
wish her to be subjected to the train of military horrors in which you, 
like your father, must needs be inevitably- and eternally engaged. 
Choose a bride amongst the daughters of the mountain- chiefs, my 
son, or fiery Lowland nobles. You are fair, young, rich, high-born, 
and powerrifi, and will not woo in vain. You will readily find one 
’who will rejoice in your conquests, and cheer you under defeat. To 
Catharine, the one would be as frightful as the other. A warrior 

s 



must wfcar aafctel gauntlet— a glove of kid-skin would be torn to 
pieces in an bour.” ■ 

A dark cloud passed 'over the face of the young Chief, lately ani- 
mated With sri much fire. 

“Farewell,” he said, “ the only hope which could have lighted me 
to fame or victory ! He remained for a space silent, and intensely 
thoughtful, with downcast eyes, a lowering brow, and folded arms. 
At length he raised his hands, and said, “ Father,— for such you have 
total to me*— I am about to tell you a secret. Reason and Pride 
Doth advise me to be silent, but fate urges me, and must be obeved. 1 
I am about to lodge in you the deepest and dearest secret that man 
ever confided to man. But beware— end this conference how it will 
— beware bow yon ever breathe % syllable of what I am now to 
trust to you ; for know, that were you to do so in the most remote 
corner of Scotland, I liave ears to hear it even there, and a hand and 
poniard to reach a traitor's bosom— I am— but the word will not 
out!” 

u Do not speak it then,” said the prudent Glover ; “ a secret is no 
longer safe when it crosses the lips of him who owns it; and I 
desire not a confidence so dangerous as you menace me with.” 

“ Ay, but 1 must speak, and you must near,” said the youth. “ In 
this age of battle, father, you have yourself been a combatant?” 

“ Once only,” replied Simon, “ when the Southron assaulted the 
Fair City. I was summoned to take my part in the defence, as my 
tenure required, like that of other craftsmen, who are hound to keep 
watch and ward.” 

“ And how felt you upon that matter ? ” inquired the young Chief. 

“ What can that import to the present business ? ” said Simon, in 
some surprise. <* 

“ Much, else I had not asked the question,” answered Eacliin, in 
the tone of haughtiness which from time to time he assumed. 

“An old man is easily brought to speak of olden times,” .said 
Simon, not unwilling, ou an instant’s reflection, to lead the conver- 
sation away from the subject of lus daughter, “ and I must needs 
confess, my feelings were much short of the high cheerful confidence, 
nay, the pleasure, with which I have seen other men go to battle. 
My life and profession were peaceful, and though I have not wanted, 
the spirit of a man, when the time demanded it, yet I have seldom 
slept worse than the night before that onslaught. My ideas were 
harrowed by the tales we were told (nothing short of the truth) 
about the Saxon archers; how they drew shafts of a cloth-yard 
length, and used hows a third longer than ours. When I fell into a 
broken slumber, if but a straw in the mattress pricked my side, I 
started and waked, thinking an English arrow was quivering in my 
body. In the morning, as I begun for very weariness to sink into 
some repose, I was waked by the tolling of the common bell, which 
called us burghers to the walls I never heard its sound peal so like 
x passing knell before or since.” * 

u Go on— what further chanced?” demanded Eachin.® 

“I did on my harness,” said Simon, “such as it was — took my’ 
mother’s blessing, a high-spirited woman, who spoke of my father’s 
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actions for the honour of the Fair Town. This heartened tne, and I 
felt still bolder when I Found myself ranked among the other crafts* 
all bowmen, for thou knowest the Perth citizens nave good skill in 
archery. We were dispersed on tlie walls, several knights and squires 
in armour of proof being mingled amongst us, who kept a bold coun- 
tenance, confident perhaps in their harness, and informed us, for our 
encouragement, that they would cut down with their swords and axes 
any of those who should attempt to quit their post. I was kindly as- 
sured of this myself by the old Kempe of Kinfauns, as he was called, 
this good Sir Patrick’s father, then our ProVost. He was a grand- 
sou of the Red Rover, Tom of Longueville, and a likely man to keep 
his word, which he (^dressed to m'e in especial, because a night of 
much discomfort may have made me look paler than usual ; and be- 
sides, I was but a lad.” 

“ And did liis exhortation add to your fear, or your resolution ? ” 
said Eachin, who seemed very attentive. 

“ To my resolution,” answered Simon ; “ for I think nothing can 
make a man so bold to face one dangesat some distance in his front, 
ns tlie knowledge of another close behind him,^o push him forward. 
Well — I mounted the walls in tolerable heart, and w r as placed with 
others on the Spey Tower, being accounted a good bowman. But 
a very cold fit seized me as 1 saw tlie English, in great order, with 
their archers in front, and their men-at-arms behind, marching for- 
ward to the attack in strong columns, three in number. They came 
on steadily, and some of us would fain have shot at them ; hut it was 
strictly forbidden, and we were obliged to remain motionless, shel- 
tering ourselves behind the battlement as we best might. As the 
Southron formed tlieir long ranks into lines, each man occupying 
his place as by magic, and preparing to cover themselves by Jarge 
shields, called pavesscs, which they planted before them, 1 again 
felt a strange breathlessness, and some desire to go home for a glass 
of distilled waters. But as 1 looked aside, I saw the worthy Iveinne 
of Kin fauns bending a large crossbow, and I thought it pity he 
should waste the bolt on a true-hearted Scotsman when so nymy 
English were in presence ; so I e’en staid where 1 was, being in a 
comfortable angle formed by two battlements. Tlie English then 
strode forward, and drew their bowstrings, — not to the breast, as your 
Highland kerne do, but to the ear, — and sent oft their volleys of 
Swallow-tails before we could call on St Andrew. I winked when I 
saw them haul up tlieir tackle, and 1 believe I started as tlie shafts 
began to rattle against the parapet. But looking round me, and 
seeing none hurt but John Squallit, the town-crier, whose jaws were 
pierced through with a cloth -yard shaft, I took heart of grace, and 
shot in my turn with good-will and good aim. A little man 1 shot 
at, who had iust peeped out from behind his target, dropt with a 
shaft, through his shoulder. The Provost cried,— -‘Well stitched, 
Simon Glover!* — ‘ Saint John for his own town, my fellow-crafts- 
men!* shouted I,-* though I was then but an apprentice. And if 
.you will beliSve me, in the rest of the skirmish, which was ended by 
* the foes drawing oft) I drew bowstring and loosed shaft as calmly as 
if I had been snooting tit butts instead of men’s breasts. I gained 
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some credit, and I have ever afterwards thought that, in case of * 
necessity (for with me it had never been matter of choice), I should 
not have lost it again. — And this is all I can tell of warlike experience 
in battle. Other dangers I have had, which I have endeavoured to 
avoid like a wise man, or, when they were inevitable, I have faced 
them like a true one. Upon other terms a man cannot live or hold 
up his head in Scotland.” 

"I understand .your talc,” said Eacliiu ; “but I shall find it diffi- 
cult to make you ‘credit mine, knowing the race of which I am de 
scended, and especially that 1 am the son of him whom we have this, 
day laid in the tomb— well that he lies where lie will never learn 
what you are now to hear ! Look, ray father—the light which I bear 
grows short and pale, a few minutes will extinguish it — but before 
it expires, the hideous tale will be told. — Father, I am — a coward! 

It is said at last, and the secret of my disgrace is in keeping of 

another ! ” 

The young mau sunk back in a species of syncope, produced by 
the agony of his miml as he^made the fatal communication. The 
Glover, moved as well by fear as by compassion, applied himself to 
recall him to life, and succeeded in doing so, but not m restoring him 
to composure. He hid his face with his hands, and his tears flowed 
plentifully and bitterly. 

“For Our Lady’s sake, be composed,” said the old man, “and 
recall the vile word ! I know you better than yourself— you are no 
coward, but only too young and inexperienced, ay, and somewhat 
too quick of fancy, to have the steady valour of a bearded man. I 
would hear no other man say that of you, Conaeliar, without giving 
him the lie — You are no coward — I have seen high sparks of spirit, 
fly from you even on slight enough provocation.” 

“ High sparks of pride and passion ! ” said the unfortunate youth ; 

“ but when saw yon them supported by the resolution that should 
have backed them ? The sparks you speak of, fell on my dastardly 
heart as on a piece of ice which could catch lire from nothing. If ray 
offended pride urged me to strike, my weakness of mind prompted 
me the next moment to fly.” 

“Want of habit,” said Simon ; “ it is by clambering oyer walls that 
youths learn to scale precipices. Begin with slight feuds — exercise 
daily the arms of your country in tourney with your followers.” 

“And wliat leisure is there for this ? ” exclaimed the young Chief, 
starting as if something horrid had occurred to his imagination. 

“ How many days are there betwixt this hour and Palm Sunday, and 
wliat is to chance then ?— A list enclosed, from which no man can stir, 
more than the poor bear who is chained to liis stake. Sixty living 
men, the best and fiercest (one alone excepted !) which Albyn can 
send down from her mountains, all athirst for each other’s blood, 
while a King and hi3 nobles, and shouting thousands besides, attend, 
as at a theatre, to encourage their demoniac fury ! Blows clang*, and 
blood flows, thicker, faster, redder— they rush on each other like 
madmen— they tear each other like wild beasts— the wounded are 
trodden to death amid the feet of their companions ! Blood ebbs, 
arms become weak— but there must be no parley, no truce, no inter* 
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jruption, while any of the maimed wretches remai n alive I Here is no 
crouching behind, battlements, no fighting with missile weapons,— 
all is hand to hand, till hands can no longer be raised to maintain the 
ghastly conflict!— If such a field is so horrible in idea, what think 
you it will be in reality ? " 

The Glover remained silent. 

“ I say again, what think you ? ” 

. “I can only pity you, Conachar,” said Simon. “It is hard to be 
(be descendant of a lofty line— the son of a noble father— the leader 
■ by birth of a gallant array— and yet to want, or think you want (for 
still 1 trust the fault lies much in a quick fancy, that over-estimates 
danger),— to want thfifc dogged quality, which is possessed by every 
game-cock that is wortli a handful of com, every hound that is 
worth a mess of offal. But how chanced it that-, with such a con- 
sciousness of inability to fight in this battle, you proffered even now 
to share your chiefdom with my daughter ? Your power~muat de- 
pend on your fighting this combat, and in that Catharine cannot 
help you. 

•“You mistake, old man,” replied Eachin; “were Catharine to 
look kindly on the earnest love I bear her, it would carry me against 
the front of the enemies with the mettle of a war-horse. Over- 
whelming as my sense of weakness is, the feeling that Catharine 
looked on would give me strength. Say yet— oh, say yet— she shall 
be mine if we gain the combat, and not the (low Chrom himself, 
whose heart is of a piece with his anvil, ever went to battle so light 
as I shall do ! One strong passion is conquered by another.” 

“ This is folly, Conachar. Cannot the recollections of your inte- 
rest. your honour, your kindred, do as much to stir your courage, as 
the thoughts of a brent-browed lass ? Fie upon von, man ! ” 

“ You tell me but what I have told myself— but it is in vain,” re- 
plied Eachin, with a sigh. “It is ouly whilst the timid stag is 
paired with the doe, that lie is desperate and dangerous. Be it from 
constitution — he it, as our Highland cailliaclis will say, from the 
milk of the White Doe— be it from my peaceful education, and the 
experience of your strict restraint — be it, as you think, from an 
over-heated fancy, which paints clanger yet more dangerous and 
ghastly than it is in reality, 1 cannot tell. But I know my failing, 
and — yes, it must be said ! — so sorely dread that 1 cannot conquer 
it, that, could I have your consent to my wishes on such terms, I 
would even here make a pause, renounce the rank I have assumed, 
and retire into humble life.” 

“ What, turn glover at last, Conachar ? ” said Simon ; “ this beats 
the legend of St Crispin. Nay, nay, your hand was not framed for 
that ; you shall spoil me no more doe-skins.” 

“ Jest not,” said Eachin, “ I am serious. If I cannot labour, I 
will bring wealth enough to live without it. They will proclaim me 
recreant witli horn jmd war-pipe — Let them do so— Catharine will 
love me the letter that I have preferred the paths of peace to those 
•of bloodshed, and Father Clement shall teach us to pity and forgive 
the world, which will load us with reproaches that wound not. I 
shall be the happiest of men— Catharine will enjojjr all that un- 
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bounded affection can confer upon lier, and will bo freed from ap*. 
prehension of the sights and sounds of horror, which your ill-as- 
sorted match would have prepared for her; and you, Father Glover, 
shall occupy your chimney-corner, the happiest and most honoured 
man that ever " 

“ Hold, Eachin— I prithee, hold” said the Glover ; “ the fir light, 
with which this discourse must terminate, burns very low, and I 
would speak a word in my turn, and plain dealing is best. Though 
it may vex, or perhaps enrage you. let me end these visions by say 
ing at once— Catharine can never be yours. A glove is the emblem 
of faith, and a man of my craft should therefore less than any other* 
break his own. Catharines hand is promised— promised to a man 
you may hate, but whom you must honour— to Henry the Armourer. 
The match is fitting by degree, agreeable to their mutual wishes, 
and I have given my promise. It is best to be plain at once— resent 
my refusal as you will — 1 am wholly in your power— But nothing 
shall make me break my word.” 

The Glover spoke thus decidedly, because he was aware from ex- 
perience that the very irritable disposition of his former apprentice 
yielded in most cases to stern and decided resolution. Yet recol- 
lecting where lie was, it was with some feelings of fear that he saw 
the dying flame leap up, and spread a flash of light on the vision of 
Eaclnn, which seemed pale as the grave, while his eye rolled like that 
of a maniac in his fever fit. The light instantly sunk down and died, 
and Simon felt a momentary terror, lest he should have to dispute 
for his life with the youth, whom he knew to be capable of violent 
actions when highly excited, however short a period his nature could 
support the mcasuiKjs which his passion commenced. He was re- 
lieved by the voice of Eachin, who muttered in a hoarse and altered 
tone, — 

“ Let what we have spoken this night rest in silence for ever — If 
thou bring’st it to light, thou wert better dig thine own grave.” 

Thus speaking, the door of the hut opened, admitting a gleam of 
moonshine. The form of the retiring Chief crossed it for an instant, 
the hurdle was then closed, and the shieling left in darkness. 

Simon Glover felt relieved, when a conversation, fraught with 
offence and danger, was thus peaceably terminated. But he re- 
mained deeply affected by the condition of Hector Maclau, whom 
he had himself bred up. 

“ The poor child,” said he, “ to be called up to a place of eminence, 
only to be hurled from it with contempt ! What he told me I partly 
knew, having often remarked that Conachar was more prone to 
quarrel than to fight. But this overpowering faint-heartedness, 
which neither shame nor necessity can overcome, I, though no Sir 
William Wallace, cannot conceive. And to propose himself for a 
husband to my daughter, as if a bride were to find courage for her- 
self and the bridegroom 1 No, no— Catharine must wed a man to 
whom she may say— * Husband, spare your enemy l— not one in 
whose behalf she must 017—* Generous enemy, spare my husband/” 

Tired out with these reflections, the old man at length fell asleep. 
In the morning he was awakened by his friend the Booshallocn, 
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.❖ho, with something of a blank visage, proposed to him to return to 
his abode on the meadow at the Ballough. He apologised, that the 
Chief could not see Simon Glover that morning, being busied with 
things about the expected combat; and that Eacnin Maclan thought 
the residence at the Ballough would br iafest for Simon Glover's 
health, and had given charge that every care should be taken for 
his protection ana accommodation. 

Kiel Booshalloch dilated on these circumstances to gloss over the 
neglect implied in the Chiefs dismissing his visitor without a par- 
ticular audience. 

iC His father knew better,” said the herdsman . “ But where should 
he have learned mailers, poor thing, and bred up among yom* Perth 
burghers, who, excepting yourself, neighbour Glover, who speak 
Gaelic as well as I do, are a race incapable of civility ?” 

Simon Glover, it may be well believed, felt none of the want of 
respect which his friepd resented on his account. On the contrary, 
he greatly preferred the quiet residence of the good herdsman to 
the tumultuous hospitality of the daily festival of the Chief, even if 
there had not just passed an interview with Eacliin upon a subject 
which it would be most painful to revive. 

To the Ballough, therefore, he quietly retreated, where, could he 
have been secure of Catharine’s safety, his leisure was spent pleasantly 
enough. His amusement was sailing on the lake in a little skiff; 
which a Highland boy managed, while the old man angled. He fre- 
quently landed on the little island, where he mused over the tomb 
of liis old friend Gilchrist Maclan, and made friends with the monks, 
presenting the prior with gloves of marten’s fur, and the superior 
officers with each of them a pair made from the skin of the wildcat. 
The cuttiug and stitching of these little presents served to beguile 
the time after* sunset, wiiile the family of the herdsman crowded 
around, admiring his address, and listening to the tales and songH 
with which the old man had skill to pass away a heavy evening. 

It must be confessed that the cautious Glover avoided the con- 
versation of Father Clement, whom he erroneously considered as 
rather the author of his misfortunes than the guiltless sharer of tlicm. 
“I will not,” he thought, “ to please his fancies, lose the good-will of 
these kind monks, wliich may be one day useful to me. I have suf- 
fered enough by liis preachments already, I trow. Little the wiser 
and much the poorer have they made me. No, no, Catharine and 
Clement may think as they will; but I will take the first opportunity 
to sneak back like a rated hound at the call of his master, submit to 
a plentiful course of haircloth and whipcord, disburse a lusty mulct, 
ami become whole with the Church again. 

More than a fortnight had passed since the Glover had arrived at 
Ballough, and he began to wonder that he had not heard news of 
Catharine or of Henry Wynd, to whom he concluded the Provost 
had communicated the plan and place of his retreat. He knew the 
stout Smith dared not come up into the Clan Quhele country, on 
account of*various feuds with the inhabitants, and with Eachin him- 
self, while bearing the name Conachar ; but yet the Glover thought 
Henry might have found means to send him a message, or a token, 
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by some one of the various couriers who passed and repassed bctwceft. 
the Court and the headquarters of the Clan Quhelc, in order to * 
concert the terms of the impending combat, the march of the parties 
to Perth, and other particulars requiring previous adjustment. It 
was now the middle of March, and the fatal Palm Sunday was fast 
approaching. 

Whilst time was thus creeping on, the exiled Glover had not even 
once set eyes upon his former apprentice. The care that was taken 
to attend to his wants and convenience in every respect showed that 
he was not forgotten ; but yet when he heard the Chieftain’s horn 
ringing through the woods, he usually made it a point to choose his 
walk in a different direction. - One morning, however, he found him- 
self unexpectedly in Eachin’s close neighbourhood, with scarce leisure 
to avoid liim ; and thus it happened. 

As Simon strolled pensively through a little sylvan glade, sur- 
rounded on either side with tall forest-trees mixed with underwood, 
a white doe broke from the thicket, closely pursued by two deep 
greyhounds, one of which griped her haunch, the other her throat, 
and pulled her down within naif a furlong of the Glover, who was 
something startled at the suddennes&of the incident. The near 
and piercing bkst of a liorn, and the baying of a slowbound, made 
Simon aware that the hunters were close behind, and on the trace 
of the deer. Hallooing and the sound of men running through the 
copse were heard close at hand. A moment’s recollection would 
have satisfied Simon that liis best way was to stand fast, or retire 
slowly, and leave it to Eachin to acknowledge his presence or not, 
as he should see cause. But his desire of shunning the young man 
had grown into a kind of instinct, and in the alarm of finding him 
so near, Simon hid himself in a bush of hazels mixed with holly, 
winch altogether concealed him. He had hardly donq so, ere Eachin, 
rosy with exercise, dashed from the thicket into the open glade, ac- 
companied by his foster-father, Torquil of the Oak. The latter, 
with equal strength and address, turned the struggling hind on her 
back, and holding her fore-feet in his right hand, while he knelt on 
her body, offered his skene with the left to the young Chief, that he 
might cut the animal’s throat. 

“It may not be, Torquil ; do thine office, and take the assay thy- 
self* . I must not kill the likeness of my foster-mother.” 

. This was spoken willi a melancholy smile, while a tear at the same 
time stood m tlie speaker’s eye. Torquil stared at his young Chief 
for an instant, then drew his sharp wood-knife across the creature's 
throat with a cut so swift and steady that the weapon reached the back- 
bone. Then rising on his feet, and again fixing a long piercing look 
on his chief, lie said , — u As much as I have done to that hind, would 
I do to any living man whose ears could have heard my dault (foster- 
son) so much aa name a white doe* and couple the word witli Hec- 
tor’s name l ” J . \ 

If Simon 'had no reason before to keep himself concealed, this 
speech of Torquil furnished him with a pressing one. r 

“ It cannot be concealed, father Torquil,” said Eachin ; “ it will all 
out to the broad day.” 
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What will out? what will to broad day ?” asked Torquil in sur- 
prise. 

“ It is the fatal secret,” thought Simon ; “ and now, if this huge 
privy counsellor cannot keep silence, I shall be made answerable, I 
suppose, for Eachin's disgrace having been blown abroad.” 

Thinking thus anxiously, he availed himself, at the same time, of 
his position to see as much as he could of what passed between the 
afflicted Chieftain and his confidant, impelled by that spirit of curi- 
( osity which prompts us in the most momentous as well as the most 
i trivial occasions of life, and which is sometimes found to exist in 
company with great personal fear. 

As Torquil listen ed % to what Eachin communicated, the young man 
sank into his arms, and, supporting himself on his shoulder, con- 
cluded his confession by a whisper into his ear. Torquil seemed to 
listen with such amazement as to make him incapable of crediting 
his ears. As if to be certain that it was Eachin who spoke, he 
gradually roused the youth from his reclining posture, ana holding 
him up in some measure by a grasp on his shoulder, fixed on him an 
eye that seemed enlarged, and at the same time turned to stone, by 
the marvels he listened to. And so wild waxed the old man’s visage 
after he had heard the murmured communication, that Simon Glover 
apprehended he would cast the youth from him as a dishonoured 
thing, in which case he might have lighted among the very copse in 
which he lay concealed, and occasioned his discovery in a manner 
equally painful and dangerous. But the passions of Torquil, who ijs 
entertained for his foster-child even a double portion of that passion- 
ate fondness which always attends that connection in the Highlands, 
took a different turn. 

“I believe it not!” he exclaimed; “it is false of thy father’s 
child false of thy mother's son falsest of my dault / 1 offer my 
gage to heaven and hell, and will maintain the combat with him that 
shall call it true ! Thou hast been spell-bound by an evil eye, my 
darling, and the fainting which you call cowardice is the work of 
magic. I remember the bat that struck the torch out on the hour 
that thou wert born,— that hour of grief and of joy. Cheer up, my 
beloved ! Thou slialt with me to Iona, and the good St Columbus, 
with the whole choir of blessed saints and angels, who ever favoured 
thy race, shall take from thee the heart of the white doe, and return 
that which they have stolen from thee.” 

Eachin listened, with a look as if he would fain have believed 
the words of the comforter. 

“ But, Torquil,” he said, “ supposing this might avail ns, the fatal 
day approaches, and if I go to the lists, I dread me we shall be 
shamed.” * 

“It cdlmot be— it shall not! ” said Torquil,— “ hell shall not pre- 
vail so far — we will steep thy sword in holy water, — place vervain, 

St John’s wort, and rowan-tree in thy crest. We will surround thee, 

I and thy eight brethren — thou slialt be safe as in a castle.” 

Again th^youth helplessly muttered something which, from the 
’ dejected tone in which it was spoken, Simon could not understand, 
while Torquil’s deep tones in reply fell full and distinct upon his ear. 
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“ Yes, there may he a chance of withdrawing 1 thee from the con- 
flict. Thou art the youngest who is to draw blade. Kow, hear me, 
and thou shalt know wlmt it is to have a foster-fathers love, and how 
far it exceeds the love even of kinsmen. The youngest on the in- 
denture of the Clan Chattan is Ferquhard Day. 11 is father slew 
mine, and the red blood is seething hot between us- -I looked to 
Palm Sunday as the term that should cool it — But mark! — Thou 
wouldst have thought that the blood in the veins of this Ferquhard 
Day and in mine would not have mingled, had they been put into 
the same vessel, yet hath he cast the eyes of his love upon my only' 
daughter Eva— the fairest of our maidens. Think with what feel- 
ings I heard the news. It was as if a wolf from the skirts of Ferra- 
gon had said, ‘Give me thy child in wedlock, Torquil. * My child' 
thought not thus ; she loves Ferquhard, aud weeps away her colour 
and strength in dread of the approaching battle. Let her give him 
but a sign of favour, and well I know he will forget kith and kin, for- 
sake flic field, and fly with her to the desert.” 

“lie, the youngest of the champions of Clan Chattan, being 
absent, T, the youngest of the Clan Quhele, may be excused from 
combat,” said Kuchin, blushing at the mean chance of safety thus 
opened to him. 

“ See now, my Chief” said Torquil, “ and judge my thoughts 
towards thee— others might give thee their own fives and that of 
their sous— I sacrifice to thee the honour of my house.” 

“ My friend, my father,” repeated the Chief, folding Torquil to his 
bosom, “ what a base wretch am I that liaye a spirit dastardly enough 
to avail myself of your sacrifice ! ” . .. 

“ Speak not of that— Green woods have ears* Let qs back- tot|e 
camp, and send our gillies for the venison* — Back? dogrr rmrl fnlMf 
at heel.” . . ■' :v - 

The slowhound, or lyme-dog, luckily for Simon, had drenched his 
nose in the blood of the deer, else he might have found the Gk>ver*s 
lair in the thicket ; but its more acute properties of scent being lost, 
it followed tranquilly with the gazchounds. 

When the hunters were out of sight and hearing, the Glover arose, 
greatly relieved by their departure, aud began to move off in the 
opposite direction as fast as his age permitted. His first reflection 
was on the fidelity of the foster-father* 

' wild mountain heart is faithful and true. Yonder man is 
more like the giants in romaunts than a man of mould like our- 
selves; aud yet Christians might take an example from him for his 
lealty. A simple contrivance this though, to finger a man from off 
their enemies chequer, as if there would not be twenty of the Wild- 
cats ready to supply his place.” * 

Tims thought the Glover, not aware that the strictest proclama- 
tions were issued, prohibiting any of the tWb contending clans, their 
friends, allies, and dependants, from coming within fifty miles of 
Perth, during a week before and a week after the combat, which 
regulation was to be enforced by armed men. • 

So soon as our friend Simon amved at the habitation of the herds- 
man, he found other news awaiting him. They were brought by 
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panion. 

“But what,” said the citizen, “has so suddenly induced you to 
return within the reach of danger?” 

“ Have you not heard,” said Father Clement, “ that March and 
his English allies having retired into England before the Earl of 
^Douglas, the good Earl has applied himself to redress the evils of 
■ 'the commonwealth, and hath written to the court letters, desiring 
that the warrant for the High Court of Commission against heresy 
be withdrawn, as a trouble to men's consciences— that the nomination 
of Henry of Wardlaw to be Prelate of St Andrews be referred to 
the Parliament, with sundry other things pleasing to the Commons? 
Now, most of the nobles that are with the King at Perth, and with’ 
them Sir Patrick Charteris, your worthy Provost, have declared for 
the proposals of the Douglas. The Duke of Albany hath agreed to 
them ; whether from good-will or policy 1 know not. The good King 
is easily persuaded to mild and gentle courses. And thus are the 
jaw-teeth of the oppressors dashed to pieces in their sockets, and the 
prey snatched from their ravening talons. Will you with me to the 
Lowlands, or do you abide here a little space ? ” 

Neil Booshalloch saved his friend the trouble of reply. 

“He had the Chief’s authority,” he said, “for saying that Simon 
Glover should abide until the champions went down to the battle.” 
In this answer the citizen saw something not quite consistent with 
h%;G^ fferfgdt freedom of volition ; but he cared little for it at the 

ft P°*°»y & r nofc travelling along with 

JLn exemplary inan,” he said to his- friend Niel Booshalloch, as 
soon as Father Clement had taken leave, “a great scholar, and a 
great saint. It is a pity almost lie is no longer in danger to be 
burned, as his sermon at the stake would convert thousands. O, 
r Niel Booshalloch ! Father Clement's pile would be a sweet-savour pig 
sacrifice, amjta beacon to all devout Christians. But wlmt would 
the burning of a borrell ignorant burgess like me serve ? Men offer 
not up old glove-leather for incense, not are beacons fed with un- 
dressed hides, I trow ! Sooth to speak, I have too little learning 
and too much fear to get credit by the affair, and therefore I should, 
in our homely phrase, nave both the scathe and the scorn.” 

“ True for you,” answered the herdsman. 


CHAPTER XXX. 

We must Atum to the characters of our dramatic narrative, whom 
* we left at Perth when we accompanied the Glover and his fair , 
daughter to Kinfauns, and from that hospitable mansion traced thf 
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course of Simon to Loch Tay ; and the Prince, as the highest person- 
age, claims our immediate attention. 

This rash and inconsiderate young man endured with some im- 
patience liis sequestered residence with the Lord High Constable, 
with whose company, otherwise in every respect satisfactory, he 
became dissatisfied, from no other reason than that he held in some, 
degree the character of his warder. Incensed against his uncle, and 
displeased with his father, he longed, not unnaturally, for the society 
of Sir John Ramorny, on whom he had been so long accustomed to v 
throw himself for amusement, and, though lie would have resented * 
the imputation as an insult, for guidance and direction. He there- 
fore sent him a summons to attend him, providing his health per- 
mitted ; and directed him to come by water to a little pavilion in the 
High Constable's garden, which, like that of Sir John's own lodgings, 
ran down to the Tay. In renewing an intimacy so dangerous, Roth- 
say only remembered that he had been Sir John Ramorny’s munili- 
cent friend ; while Sir John, on receiving the invitation, only recol- 
lected, on his part, the capricious insults he had sustained from his * 
patron, the loss of his hand, and the lightness with which he liad 
treated the subject, and the readiness with which Rothsay had aban- 
doned liis cause in the matter of the Bonnet-maker’s slaughter. He 
laughed bitterly when he read the Prince’s billet. 

“Eviot,” he said, “man a stout boat with six trusty men, —trusty 
men, mark me,— lose not a moment; and bid Dwining instantly com© 
hither.— Heaven smiles on us, my trusty friend,” he said to the 
mcdiciner. “I was but beating my brains liow to get access to this 
lickle hoy, and here he sends to invite me.” 

“ Hem ! — 1 see the matter very clearly,” said Dwining. “ Heaven 
smiles on some untoward consequences— he ! lie ! he ! ” 

“ No matter, the trap is ready ; and it is baited, too, my friend, 
with what would lure the boy from a sanctuary, though a troop with 
drawn 'weapons waited him in the churchyard. Yet it is scarce 
necessary. His own weariness of himself would have done the job. 
Get thy matters ready — thou goest with us. Write to him, as I can-® 
not, that we come instantly to attend liis commands, and do it clerkly, 
i 1c vends well, and that he owes to me.” 

“He will be your valiancy’s debtor for more knowledge before 
he dies— he! lie! lie! But is your bargain sure with the Duke of 
Albany?” 

“Enough to gratify my ambition, thy avarice, and the revenge of 
both. Aboard, aboard, and speedily ; let Evict throw in a few ilasks 
of the choicest wine, and some cold baked meats.” 

“ But your arm, my lord, Sir John ? Does it not pain you ? ” 

“ The throbbing of my heart silences the pain of my wound. It 
heats as it would burst my bosom.” 

“Heaven forbid!” saul Dwining; adding in a low voice, “It 
would be a strange sight if it should. I should like to dissect it, 
save that its stony case would spoil my best instruments.” 

v In a few minutes they were in the boat, while a speedy messenger 
carried the note to the Prince. 

Rotlisay was seated with the Constable, after their noontide repast. 
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Si was sullen alid silent ; and the Earl had just asked whether it 
was his pleasure that the table should be cleared, when a note, 
delivered to the Prince, changed at once his aspect. 

“ As you will,” he said. -I go to the pavilion in the garden,— 
always with permission of my Lord Constable,— to receive my late 
Master of the Horse” 
r * “My lord ? ” said Lord Errol. 

“Ay, my lord; must I ask permission twice?” 

“No, surely, my lord,” answered the Constable; “but has your 
£®,oyal Highness recollected that Sir John Ramorny ” 

“Has not the plague, I hope?” replied the Duke of Roth say. 
“ Come, Errol, you wtjuld play the surly turnkey ; but it is not in 
your nature,— farewell for half an hour.” 

“A new folly!” said Errol, as the Prince, flinging* open a lattice 
of the ground parlour in which they sat, stept out into the garden. 
“ A new folly, to call back that villain to his councils. But lie is 
infatuated.” ‘ rt 

s The Prince, in the mean time, looked back, and said hastily, — 

“ Your lordship’s good housekeeping will aiFord us a flask or two 
of wine, ami a slight collation in the pavilion. I love the ul fresco of 
I the river.” 

The Constable bowed, and gave the necessary orders ; so that Sir 
John found the materials of good cheer ready displayed, when, 
landing from his barge, lie entered the pavilion. 

“It grieves my heart to sec your Highness under restraint,” said 
Ramorny, with a well-executed appearance of sympathy. 

“That grief of thine will grieve mine,” said the Prince. “I am 
' sure here has Errol, and a right true-hearted lord lie is, so tired me 
with grave looks, and something like grave lessons, that lie has 
driven me back to thee, thou reprobate, from whom, as I expect 
nothing good, I may perhaps obtaiu something entertaining. — Yet, 
ere we say more, it was foul work, that upon the Eastern’s Even, 
Ramorny. I well hope thou gavest not aim to it.” 

* <f On my honour, my lord, a simple mistake of tilts brute Bonthrop. 
I did but hint to him, that a dry beating would be duo to the fellow 
by whom I had lost a hand ; and, lo you, my knave makes a double 
mistake. lie takes one mail for another, and instead of the baton 
lie uses the axe.” 

“ It is well that it went no farther. Small matter for the Bonnet- 
maker; but I had never forgiven you had the Armourer fallen. 
There is not his match in Britain. — But I hope they hanged the vil- 
lain high enough?” 

“ If thirty feet might serve,” replied Ramorny. 

“Pah! no more of him,” said Rothsay; “his wretched name 
makes the good wine taste of blood.— And what are the news in Perth, 
Ramorny r— IIow stands it with the bona robas and the galliards ? ” 

“Little galliardisc stirring, my lord,” answered the knight. “ All 
eyes are turned to tJie motions of the Black Douglas, who comes 
with five thousand chosen men to put us all to rights, as if he were 
bound for another Otterburn. It is said he is to be Lieutenant 
again. It is certain many have declared for his faction.” 
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« It is time, then, my feet were free,” said Rothsay, “ otherwise ^ 
may find a worse warder than Errol.” 

“ Ah, my lord ! were you once away from this phn e, you might 
make as hold a head as Douglas.” 

“ Uumoniy,” said tlie Prince, gravely, “I have h*--', a confused 
rcincinhrance of your once having proposed something horrible to 
me. Beware of such counsel. I would be free— I would have my 
person at my own disposal; but I will never levy arms against my 
father, nor those it pleases him to trust.” 

“It was only for your Royal lliglmess’s personal freedom tliat 1 
was presuming to speak,” answered Ramorny. '‘Were I in your 
Grace’s place, I would get me into that gooc^ boat which hovers on 
the Tay, and drop quietly down to Fife, where you have many friends, 
and make free to take possession of Falkland. It is a royal castle ; 
and though the King lias bestowed it in gift on your uncle, yet 
surely — even if the grant were not subject to challenge— your Grace 
might make free with the residence of so near a relative. 

“He lml h made free with mine,” said the Duke, “ as the Stewartry, 
of Renfrew can tell. But stay, Ramorny— hold— Did I not hear 
Errol say that, the Lady Marjory Douglas, whom they call Ducliess 
of Rothsay, is at Falkland ? I would neither dwell with that lady, 
nor insult, her by dislodging her.” 

“The lady was there, my lord,” replied Ramorny, “but I have 
sure advice that she is gone to meet her father.” 

“Ha! to animate the Douglas against me? or, perhaps, to beg 
him to spare mie, providing 1 come on my knees to her bed, as pil- 
grims say the Emirs and Amiris, upon whom a Saracen Soldan 
bestows a daughter in marriage, are boupd to do?— Ramorny, I 
will act by the Douglas’s own saying, 4 It is better to hear the lark 
sing than the mouse squeak.’ 1 I will keep both foot and hand from 
fetters.” J ' 

“ No ‘place fitter than Falkland,” replied Ramorny. “ I have 
enough of good yeomen to keep the place ; and Bliould your High- 
ness wish to leaye it,* ft brief ride reaches the seain three directions.^ 
“You speak well. But we shall die of gloom yonder. Neither 
mirth, music, nor maidens — Ha ! ” said the needless Prince. 

“ Pardon me, noble Duke ; but though the Lady Maijory Douglas 
he departed, like an errant dame in romance, to implore succour 
of her doughty sire, there is, I may say, a lovelier, I am sure a 
younger maiden, either presently at Falkland, or who will soon be 
on the road thither. Your Highness has not forgotten the Fair 
Maid of Perth?” . 

“ Forget the prettiest wench in Scotland !— No— any more than 
thou hast forgotten the hand that thou hadst in the Curfew Street 
onslaught on St Valentine's Eve.” 

. “ The hand that I had f— Your Higlimfes would say, the hand that 
I lost. As certain as I shall never regain it, Catharine Glover is, oi 
will soon be, at Falkland. I will not flatter your Highness by Baying 

i Implying that it was better to keep the forest than shut themselves up in fortified 
places. 
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“ The little traitress, said the Prince — “she too to turn against 
me? Slie deserves punishment, Ramorny.” 

14 1 trust your Grace will make her penance a gentle oue, ,, replied 
the Knight 

“ Faith, 1 would have been h* r Father Confessor long ago, but 1 
have ever found her coy.” 

‘‘Opportunity was lacking, my lord,” replied Ramorny; “and 
.^time presses even now.” 

“ Nay, I am but too ~pt for a frolic ; hut my father ” 

“ He is personally aide” said Ramorny, “ and as much at freedom 
as ever he can be; while your Highness ” 

“Must brook fetters, conjugal or literal— I know it — Yonder 
comes Douglas, with his (laughter in his hand, as haughty, aud as 
harsh-featured as himself, bating touches of age.” 

“ And at Falkland sits in solitude the fairest wench in Scotland,” 
, y said Ramorny. “ Here is penance and restraint ; yonder is joy and 
freedom.” 

“Thou hast prevailed, most sage counsellor,” replied Rothsay; 
f“ but mark you, it shall be the last of my frolics.” 

“ I trust so,” replied Ramorny ; “ for when at liberty you may 
make a good accommodation with your royal father.” 

“I will write to him, Ramorny — Get the writing materials — No, I 
cannot put my thoughts in words— do thou write.” 

“Your Royal Highnes^ forgets,” said Ramorny, pointing to his 
mutilated arm. 

“ Ah ! that cursed hand of yours. What can we do ?” 

. “So please your Highness,” answered his counsellor, “if you 
would use the hand of the mediciner, Dwining— He writes like a 
clerk.” 

“ Hath he a hint of the circumstances ? Is he possessed of them ? ” 

“Fully,” said Ramorny; and, stepping to the window, he called 
twining from the boat. 

He entered the presenco of the Prince of Scotland, creeping as if 
lie trode upon eggs, with downcast eyes, and a frame that seemed 
shrunk up by a sense of awe produced by the occasion. 

“There, fellow, are writing materials. 1 will make trial of you — 
tliou know’sfc the ease— ‘place my conduct to iny father in a fair light.” 

Dwining sat down, and in a few minutes wrote a letter, which he 
handed to Sir John Ramorny. 

“Why, the devil lias aided thee. Dwining,” said the Knight. 
f Listen, my dear lord.—* Respected father and liege Sovereign- 
Know that important considerations induce me to take my departure 
from this your ’court, purposing to make my abode at Falkland, both 
as the scat of my dearest* uncle Albany, with whom I know your 
^Majesty would desire me to use all familiarity, and as the residence 
jtrf one from whom 1 have been too long estranged, and with whom I 
naste to exchac^e vows of the closest affection from henceforward.* ” 

*Tlie Duke of Rothsay and Ramorny laughed aloud; and the 
•physician, who had listened to his own scroll as if it were a sentence 
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of death, encouraged by their applause, raised his eyes, uttCfri 
faintly his chuckling note of lie ! he ! and was again grave urn 
silent, as if afraid he had transgressed the bounds of reverent re 
spect. . ■ 1 

“ Admirable ! ” said the Prince — “ Admirable ! ?■'*' ic old man‘*;vil 
apply all this to the Duchess, as they call her, of Rothsay — -Dwin 
ing, thou shouldst be a secretis to Ills Holiness the Pope, who some 
times, it is said, wants a scribe that can make or * -word record tw' 
meanings. I will subscribe it, and have the prais i the device.” 

“ And now, my lord,” said Ramorny, sealing the* letter, and lcav 
ing it behind, “ will you not to boat ? * 

“ Not till my chamberlain attends, with so^ie clothes and neces 
saries— and you may call my sewer also . 0 

“ My lord,” said Rainorny, “ time presses, and preparation wiL 
but excite suspicion. Your officers will follow with the mails to- 
morrow. For to-night, I trust my poor service may suffice to waif 
on you at table and chamber.” 

“ Nay, this time it is thou who forgets,” said the Prince, touching 
the wounded arm with liis walking-rod. “Recollect, man, thoi 
canst neither carve a capon, nor tie a point — a goodly sewer, 01 
valet of the mouth ! ” 

Ramorny grinned with rage and pain ; for hteiwound, though ii: 
a way of healing, was still highly sensitive, and even the pointing e 
finger towards it made him tremble; 

“ Will your Highness now be pleased to take boat?” 

“ Not till I take leave of the Lord Coqj&table. Uothsay must not 
slip away, like a thief from a prison, from the ho .so of Errol. Sum- 
mon him hither.” 

“ My Lord Duke,” said Ramorny, “ it may be dangerous to out 
plan.” 

“To the devil with danger, thy plan, and thyself !— 1 must and 
Will act to Errol as becomes us both.” 

The Earl entered, agreeable to the Prince’s summons. 

. “ I gave you this trouble, my lord,” said Rothsay, with the dignified 
courtesy which he knew so well how to assume, “ to thank you foi 
your hospitality and your good company. — I can enjoy them lie 
longer, as pressing affairs csul me to Falkland.” 

*■ iiiy lord,” said the Lord High Constable, “ I trust your Grace 
remembers that you are under ward.” 

“ llow ! — under ward ? If I am a prisoner, speak plainly — if not, 
I will take my freedom to depart.” 

“ I would, my lord, your Highness would request his Majesty’s 
permission for this journey. There will be much displeasure .’ 1 

“Mean you displeasure against yourself, my lord, or against 
me?” 

“ I have already said your Highness lie?? ; n ward here ; but if you 
determine to break it, I have no warrant— -God forbid— to put force 
on your inclinations. I can but entreat your Highness, for your own 
sake ” b *■ 

“ Of my own interests I am the best judge — Good-evening to yoti, 
my lord. 
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The wilful Prince stepped into the boat with I) wining and Rn- 
fnorny, and, waiting for no other attendance, fiviot pushed off the 
vessel, which descended the Tay rapidly by the assistance of sail ‘and 
and of the ebb-tide. 

-■'or some si cc the Duke of Roths ay appeared silent and moody, 
nor did his companions interrupt his reflections. He raised liis 
head at length, and said, “ My father loves a jest, and when all is 
over, he will tak'' this frolic at no more serious rate than it deserves 
— a fit of you. with which he will deal as he has with others. — 
{Yonder, my masters, shows the old Hold of Kinfauns, frowning 
&bovethe Tay. Now, tell me, John Ramorny, how thou hast dealt 
to get the Fair Maid of Perth out of the hands of yonder bull- 
headed Provost ; for Hrrol told me it was rumoured that she was 
under his protection/’ 

“ Truly she was, my lord, with the purpose of being transferred 
to the patronage of the Duchess — I mean of the Lady Marjory of 
Douglas. Now, this beetle-headed Provost, who is after all but a 
piece of blundering valiancy, has, like most such, a retainer of some 
^slyness and cunning, whom he uses in all his dealings, and whose 
.suggestions he generally considers as his own ideas. Whenever I 
* woiud possess myself of a landward baron, 1 address myself to such 
r a confidant, who, Jo the present case ; is wjpid Kitt Ilenshaw, an old 
skipper upon the Tay, and who ; having in his time sailed as far as 
Campverc, holds with Sir Patrick Charteris the respect due to one 
who has seen foreign countries. This his agent I have made my 
own ; and, by his m^ans, have insinuated various apologies, in order 
to postpone the de A rture of Catharine for Falkland.” 

- “ But to what good purpose ? ” 

“ I know not if it is wise to tell your Highness, lest } r ou should 
disapprove of my views. — I meant the officers of the Commission 
for inquiry into heretical opinions should have found the Fair Maid 
at Kinfauns, — for our beauty is a peevish, self-willed swerver from 
the Ohu. - and, cerlcs, I designed that the Knight should have 
^ome in for his share of the fines and confiscations that were about 
c to be inflicted. The monks were eager enough to be at him, see- 
ing he hath had frequent disputes with them about the salmon- 
tilne/' 

“ But wherefore wouldst thou have ruined the Knight’s fortunes, 
and brought the beautiful young woman to the stake, perchance ? ” 

‘‘ Pshaw, my Lord Duke ! — Monks never burn pretty maidens. An 
old woman nrylit have been in some danger; and as for my Lord 
Provost, as they call him, if they had clipped off some of nis fat 
^cres, it would have been some atonement for the needless brave he 
put on me in Saint John’s Church.” 

“ Methinks, John, it was but a base revenge,” said Rothsay. 

“ Rest ye contented, my lord. He that cannot right himself by 
jthe hand, must use his head. — Well, that chance was over by the 
gander-hearted Douglas’s declaring in favour of tender conscience 5 
Of A then, my lord, old Henshaw found no further objections to carry- 
ing the Fair Maid of Perth to Falkland,— -not to share the dulness of 
the Lady Marjory's society, as Sir Patrick Charteris and' she herself 

T 
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doth opine, but to keep your Highness from tiring v hen v,c return 
from hunting in the park.” 

There was again a long pause, in which tlic Prince seemed to muse 
deeply. At length he spoke.— “Ram orny, I have a scruple in this 
matter; but if I name it to thee, the devil of sophisiry, with which 
thou art possessed, will argue it out of me, as it h >s done many 
others. This girl is the most beautiful, one excepted, whom 1 ever 
saw or knew ; and I like her the more that she bears some features 
of— Elizabeth of Dunbar. But she, I mean Catharine Clover, is 
contracted, and presently to. be wedded, to Henry the Armourer, a 
craftsman unequalled for skill, and a man-at-arms yet unmatched in 
the harrace. To follow out this intrigue would do a good fellow too 
much wrong.” c 

/‘.Your Highness will not expect me to he very solicitous of Henry 
Smith’s interest,” said Itamorny, looking at his wounded arm. 

“By Saint Andrew with his shored cross, this disaster of thine is 
too much harped upon, John Ramory! Others are content with 
putting a finger into every man's pie," but thou must thrust, in thy 
whole gory hand. It is done, and cannot be undone— let it be for 
gotten.” 

“ Nav, my lord, you allude to it more frequently than I,” answered 
the Knight, — “in derision, it is true; while I — but I can be s-lenton 
the subject if I cannot forget it.” 

Well, then, I tell thee that I have scruple about this intrigue. 
Dost thou remember, when we went in a frolic to hear Father 
Clement preach- or rather to see this fair heretic, that he spoke as 
touchingly as a minstrel about the rich man taking way the poor 
man’s only ewe lamb ? ” 

“A great matter, indeed/* answered Sir John, “that this churl’s 
wife’s eldest son should by the Prince of Scotland 1 How 

many earls would COVei the like fate for their fair countesses? and 
how many 4$$ $$ good-luck deep not a grain the worse 

for it?” : : i 

• “ And if I might mresam4 ior *pealfc* said the mediciner, “thf 
ancient laws of Scdttastd aafdgtm such. ^privilege to every feudal 
lord over his female vassal*, though kcfc s# spirit And lOve of money 
hath made many exchange it for gold. * ' 

“ 1 require no «uc»uimiit to uige mo to behind to a pretty womans 
But this Catlumiic has been evei cold to me,” saul the Prince. 

“Kay, my loid,” said Ramonry, “if, young, handsome, and n 
Prince, you know not how to make youiself acceptable to a fine 
woman, it is not tor me to say moie.” 

“ And if it weie not far too great audacity in me to speak again. 
I would say,” quoth the leech, “ that all Perth knows that the Gou 
Chrom never was the maiden’s choice, but fairly forced upon her. by 
her father. I know for certain that she refused him repeatedly.” 

“ Nay, if thou canst assure us of that, the case is much altered,” 
said Rothsay. “Vulcan was a smith as well as Harry Wynd; he 
would needs wed Venus, and our Chronicles tell «s what came of 
it” ■ • 

" Then long may Lady Venus live and be worshipped,” said Sil 
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John R:imrni\ ; <: and succor to tlic gallant knight Mats, who goes 
a wooing to ln*r goddes3ship ! ’ 

The discourse took a gay ai d idle turn for a few minutes; but the 
Duke of Holiday soon dropp* d it. “I have left,” he said, “ yonder 
air of the pri -.m-lioi^e hehin : me, and yet my spirits scarce revive. 
I feel di at- drowsy, not unplea -mg, yet melancholy mood, that comes 
over us when exhausted by exercise, or satiated with pleasure. Somo 
music now, stealing on the ear, yet not loud enough to make us lift 
the eye, were a treat for the gods.” 

“Yor.r Grace has hut to speak your wishes, and the nymphs of 
the Toy arc a • favourable as the fair ones upon the shore. — Hark — 
it is a lute.” 

“A lute ! ” said the* Duke of Rothsay, listening; “ it is, and rarely 
touched. I should remember that dying fall. Steer towards the boat 
from whence the music comes.” 

“It. is old lleushaw,” said Ramorny, "working np the stream 

How, skipper ! ” 

The boatmen answered the hail, and drew up alongside of the 
Prince’s barge. 

“ Oh, ho ! my old friend ! ” said the Prince, recognising the figure 
ns well as the appointments of the French glee-woman, Louise. w I 
think 1 owe thee something for being the means of tliy having a 
frigl.o, at- least, upon St Valentine’s day. Into this boat with time, 
lute, puppy dog, scrip and all— I will prefer thee to a lady's service, 
who shall feed thy very cur on capons and canary.” 

"I trust your Highness will consider—” said Ramorny. 

“I will consider nothing but my pleasure, John. Pray, do thou 
he so complying as to consider it also.” 

“Is it indeed to a lady’s service you would promote me ? ” said the 
glee-maiden. “And where does she dwell?” 

“ At Falkland,” answered the Prince. 

“ Oh I have heard of that great lady ! ” said Louise ; w and w ill 
you indeed prefer me to your right royal consort’s service ? ” 
f “I will, by my honour —whenever 1 receive her as aucli— Mttrk 
'that reservation, John,” said he aside to Ramorny. 

5 The persons who were in the boat caught up the tidings, and, con- 
cluding a reconciliation was about to take place betwixt the royal 
couple, exhorted Louise to Profit by her good fortune, and add her- 
self tp the Duchess of Rellisay’s traiu. Several offered her sonic 
acknowledgment for thp^xercise of her talents. 

During this mbmenff of delay, Ramorny whispered to Dwining, 
“ Make in, knave, with some objection. This addition is one too 
many. Rouse tliy wits, while I speak a word with Henshaw.” 

“ if I might presume to speak, said Dwining, “ as one who have 
made my studies both in Spain and Arabia*. I would say, my lord,' 
that the sickness has appeared in Edinburgh, and that there may be 
risk in admitting this young wanderer into your Highness’s vicinity.” 

* “ Ah ! and what is»it to thee,” said Rotnsay, * whether I choose 
to be poisonccMby the pestilence or the pothecary ? Must thou, too, 
needs thwart my humour ?” 

While the Prince thus silenced the remonstrances of Dwining, 
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Sir John Ramorny had snatched a moment to learn from Ilenshaw ' 
that the removal of the Duchess of Rothsay from Falkland was still 
kept profoundly secret, and that Catharine Glover would arrive 
there that evening or the next morning, in expectation of being 
taken uuder the noble lady's protection. 

The Duke of Rothsay, deeply plunged in thought, received this 
intimation so coldly, that Ramorny took the liberty of remonstrating. 
'“This, my lord,” he said, “ is playing the spoiled child of fortune. 
You wish for liberty— it comes. You wish for beauty— it awaits you, 
with juet so much delay as to render the boon more precious. Even 
your slightest desires seem a law to the Fates ; for you desire music 
when it seems most distant, and the lute and song are at your liaud. 
These things, so sent, should be enjoyed, else yfe are but like petted 
children, who break and throw from them the toys they have wept 
themselves sick for.” 

“ To enjoy pleasure, Ramorny,” said the Prince, “ a man should 
have suffered pain, as it requires fasting to gain a good appetite. 
We, who can have all for a wish, little enjoy that all when we have 
possessed it. Secst thou yonder thick cloucT, which is about to burst 
to rain ? It seems to stifle me— the waters look dark and lurid— the 
shoves have lost their beautiful form ” 

“ My lord, forgive your servant,”, said Ramorny. “ You indulge 
a powerful imagination, as an unskilful horseman permits a fiery 
steed to rear until he falls back on his master and crushes him. 1 
pray you shako oft’ this lethargy. Shall the glee-maiden make some 
music ? " 

“Let her— but it must be melancholy; all mirth would at this 
moment jar on my ear.” . 

The maiden sung a melancholy dirge in Norman-French; the 
words, of which the following is an imitation, were united to a tune 
as doleful as they arc themselves. 


1. 

Yes, thou mayst sigh, 

And look once more nfc all around, 

At stream and bank, and skv and ground, 
Thy life its final course bos found, 

And thou must die. 

2 . 

Yes, lay thee down, 

And while thy struggling pulses flutter, 
Hid the grey monk his bohI mass mutter. 
And the deep bell its death-tone utter— 
Thy life is gone. 


Ji. 

Be not afraid. 

"i’is but a pang, and then a Llyill, 
A fever lit, and then a chill ; 

And then an end of human ill. 
For thou art dead. 


o 


The Prince made no observation on the music ; and the maiden; 
at Ramorny’s beck, went on from time to time with her minstrel 
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craft, until the evening: sunk down into rain, first soft and gentle, at 
length in great quantities, and accompanied by a cold wind. There 
was neither cloak nor covering for - tuc Prince, and lie sullenly re- 
jected that which Ramorny offered. 

“It is not for Rothsay to wear your cast garments, Sir John— 
this melted snow, which I feel pierce me to the very marrow, I am 
now encountering by your fault. Why did you presume to put o# 
the boat without my servants and apparel ? ” 

Ramorny did not attempt an exculpation ; for lie knew the Prince 
was in one of those humours, when to enlarge upon a grievance was 
more pleasing to him than to have his mouth stopped by any reason- 
able apology. In sullen silence, or amid unsurpassed chiding, the 
boat arrived at the fishing village of Newburgh. The party landed, 
and found horses in readiness, which indeed Ramorny had long since 
provided for the occasion. Their quality underwent the Prince's 
bitter sarcasm, expressed to Ramorny sometimes by direct words, 
oftener by hitter gibes* At length they were mounted, and rode on 
through the closing night and the falling rain, the Prince leading 
the way with reckless haste. The glee-maiden, mounted by Ins 
express order, attended them ; and well for her that, accustomed to 
severe weather and exercise both on foot and horseback, she sup- 

S orted as firmly as the men the fatigues of the nocturnal ride. 

Lamorny was compelled to keep at the Prince’s rein, being under 
no small anxiety lest, in his wayward fit, ho might ride off from him 
entirely, and, taking refuge in the house of some loyal baron, escape 
the snare which was spread for him. lie therefore suffered inex- 
pressibly during the ride, both in mind and in body. 

At length the forest of Falkland received them, and a glimpse of 
the moon showed the dark and huge Idwcr, an appendage of royalty 
itself, though granted for a season to the Duke of Albany. On a 
signal given the drawbridge fell. Torches glared in the courtyard, 
menials attended, and the Prince, assisted from horseback, was 
ushered into an apartment, where Ramorny .waited on him, together 
with Dwining, and entreated him to take the leech’s advice. The 
Duke of Rothsay repulsed the proposal, haughtily ordered his bed to 
be prepared, and, having stood for some time shivering in his dank 
garments beside a large blazing fire, he retired to his apartment 
without taking leave of any one. 

“ You see the peevish humour of this childish boy, now," said 
Ramorny to Dwining ; “ can you wonder that a servant, who lias 
done so much for him as I have, should be tired of such a master ? ” 

“ No, truly,” said Dwining ; “ that aud the promised Earldom of 
Lindores would shake any man’s fidelity. But shall we commence 
with him this evening? He has, if eye and cheek speak true, the 
foundation of a fever within him, which will make our work easy, 
while it will seem the effect of nature.” 

“It is an opportunity lost,” said Ramorny ; “but wc must delay 
our blow till Jie lias’s ecu this beauty, Catharine Glover. She may be 
hereafter a witness, that she saw him in good health, and master of 
his own motions, a brief space before— you understand me?”. 
Dwining nodded assent, and added, 
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“ There is no time lost $ for there is little difficulty in blighting a 
flower, exhausted from having been made to bloom too soon.” 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

Ah me ! in sooth he was a shameless wight, 

Sore given to revel and ungodly glee ; 

Few earthly things found favour in his sight, 

Save concubiues and carnal com panic, c 
And flaunting wassailers of high and low degree. 

Byrojt. 

With the next morning the humour of the Duke of Rothsay was 
changed, lie complnined, indeed, of pain arid fever, but they rather 
seemed to stimulate than to overwhelm him. He was familiar with 
Ramorny ; and, though he said nothing on the subject of the preced- 
ing night, it was plain lie remembered what lie desired to obliterate 
from the memory of his followers— the ill humour he had then dis- 
played. He was civil to every one, and jested with Ramorny oil the 
subject of Catharine's urrivnl. 

“ How surprised will the pretty prude he at seeing herself in a 
family of men, when she expects to be admitted amongst the hoods 
and pinners of Dame Marjory’s waiting women! Thou hast m t 
many of f Tic tender sex in thy household, I take it, Ranionny? " 

“ Faith, none — except the minstrel wench — but a household 
drudge or two whom we may not dispense with. By the way, she is 
anxiously inquiring after the mistress your Highness promised to 

I irefer her to. —»Slmll I d is mis;? her, to hunt for her new mistress at 
eisuve ? ” 

“ By no means, she will serve to amuse Catharine.— And, hark you, 
wei;e it not well to receive that coy jillet with something of a mum- 
ming?” 

“Tlow mean you, my lord ?” 

“Thou art dull, man. —Wo will not disappoint her, since she ex- 
pects to find the Duclicss of Rothsay— I will be Duke and Duchess 
m my own person." 

“ Still I do not comprehend." 

“No one so dull as a wit," said the Prince, “ when lie does not hit 
off the scent at once.— My Duchess, as they call her, has been in as 
great a hurry to run away from Falkland, as I to come hither. We 
have both left our apparel behind. There is as much female trump- 
ery in the wardrobe adjoining to my sleeping-room, as would equip a 
whole carnival. Look you, I will play Dame Marjory, disposed on 
this day-bed here, with a mourning veil and a wreath of willow, to 
show my forsaken plight ; thou, John, wilt look starch and stiff enough 
for her Galwegian maid of honour, the Countess Her: ini gild ; and 
Dwining shall present the old Hecate, her nurse, — only she hath 
more beard on her upper lip than Dwining on his whole face, and 
skull to boot. lie should have the. commodity of a beard to set her 
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forth conformably. Get thy kitchen drudges; and what passable 
pages tliou hast with thee, to make my women of tlio bedroom. 
IlearcHt thou? — about it instantly.” 

Ilamorny basted into the ante-room, and told Dwining the Prince's 
device. 

“Do thou look to humour the fool,” he said; “I care not how little 
I see him, knowing what is to be done. ” 

“Trust all to me,” said the physician, shrugging his shoulders. 
“ Wlmt sort of a butcher is he that can cut the lamb’s throat, yet is 
afraid to hear it bleat ? ” 

“Tush, fear not my constancy.— I cannot forget that he would 
have cast me into tli« cloister with as little regard as if lie threw away 
the truncheon of a broken lance. Begone — vet stay — ere you go to 
arrange this silly pageant, something must be settled to impose on 
the thick-witted Chartcris. He is like enough, should lie be left in 
the belief that the Duchess of Rothsay is still here, and Catharine 
Glover in attendance on her, to come down with offers of service and 
the. like, when, as I need scarce tell thee, his presence would be incon- 
venient. Indeed, this is the more likely, that some folk have given 
a warmer name to the iron-headed Knight’s great and tender patron- 
age of this damsel.” 

“ With that hint, let me alone to deal with him. I will send him such 
a letter that, for this month, he shall hold himself as ready for a 
journey to hell as to Falkland. — Can you tell me the name of the 
Duchess’s confessor.” 

“ Waltheof, a grey friar.” 

“ Enough — then here I start.’.’ 

In a few minutes, for he was a clerk of rare celerity, Dwining fin- 
ished a letter, which he placed in Ttamomy’s hand. 

“ This is admirable, and would have made thy fortune with Roth- 
say — 1 think I should have been too jealous to trust thee in his house- 
hold, save that his day is closed.” 

“Read it aloud,” said Dwining, “that we may judge if it goes 
trippingly off.” And Ramorny read as follows : — “ By command of 
our high and mighty Princess Marjory, Duchess of Rothsay, and so 
forth, we Waltheof, unworthy brother of the order of St Francis, do 
thee, Sir Patrick Chartcris, Knight, of Kinfauns, to know, that her 
Highness marvels much ajb the temerity with which you have sent 
to her presence a woman, of whose fame she can judge but lightly, 
seeing she hath made her abode, without any necessity, for more 
than a week in thine own castle, without company of any other 
female, saving menials ; of which foul cohabitation the savour is gone 
up through Fife, Angus, and Perthshire. Nevertheless, her Highness, 
considering the case as one of human frailty, hath not caused this wanton 
one to be scourged with nettles, or otherwise to dree penance ; but as 
two good brethren of the convent ofLindores, the Fathers Thickskull 
and Duudorniore, have been summoned up to the Highlands upon nu 
especial calljier Highness hath committed to their care this maiden 
Catharine, with charge to convey her to her father, whom she states 
to bo residing beside Loch Tay, under whose protection she will find 
a situation more fitting her qualities and habits, than the Castle of 
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Falkland, while her Highness the Duchess of Rothsay abides there. 
She hath charged the said reverend brothers so to deal with the 
young woman, as may give her a sense of the sin of incontinence, 
and Hie commendeth tnee to confession and penitence. — Signed, 
Waltheof, by command of an high and mighty Princess—” and 
so forth. 

When he had finished, “ Excellent-— excellent ! ” Ilamorny ex- 
claimed. “ This unexpected rebuff will drive Charter is mad I He 
hath been long making a sort of homage to this lady, and to find 
himself suspected of incontinence, when he was expecting the full 
credit of a charitable action, will altogether confound him ; and, as 
thou say’st, it will bo long enough ere he come c hifcher to look after 
the damsel, or do honour to the dame.— But away to thy pageant, 
while 1 prepare that whiclf shall close the pageant for ever.” 

It was au hour before noon, when Catharine, escorted by old Hen- 
sluuv and a groom of the Knight of Kinfauns, arrived before the 
lordly tower of Falkland. The broad banner which was displayed 
from* it boro the arms of Rothsay, the servants who appeared wore 
the colours of the Prince’s household, all confirming the general be- 
lief that the Duchess still resided there. Catharine’s heart throbbed, 
for she had heard that the Duchess had the pride as well as the high 
courage of the house of Douglas, and felt uncertain touching the 
reception she was to experience. On entering the Castle she ob- 
served that the train was smaller than she had expected, but as the 
Duchess lived in close retirement, she was little surprised at this. 
In a species of ante-room she was met by a little old woman, who 
seemed bent double with age, and supported herself upon an ebony 
staff. 0 

“ Truly thou art welcome, fair daughter,” said she, saluting Cathar- 
ine, “ and, as I may say, to an afflicted house ; and I trust ” (once 
more saluting her) “thou wilt be a consolation to my precious and 
right royal daughter the Duchess. Sit thee down, my child, till I 
sec whether my lady be at leisure to receive thee. All, my child, tliou 
art-4'ery lovely indeed, if Our Lady hath given to thee a soul to match 
with so fair a body.” 

With that the counterfeit old woman crept into the next apartment, 
where she found Rothsay in the masquerading habit he had prepared, 
ami Ramorny, who had evaded taking part in the pageant, in his or- 
dinary attire. 

“ Thou art a precious rascal, Sir Doctor,” said the Prince ; “ by 
my honour I think thou couldst find in tliy heart to play out the 
whole play thyself, lover’s part and all.” 

“ If it were* to save your Iliglmess trouble/’ said the leech, with 
his usual subdued laugh. 

“No, no,” said Rothsay, “I’ll never need^thy help, man— and tell 
me now, how look I, thus disposed on the couch — languishing and 
ladylike, ha ? ” 

“ Something too fine-complexioned and soft-feittured for the Lady 
Marjory of Douglas, if I may presume to say so,” said the leech. 

“Away, villain, and marshal in this fair frost-piece — fear not she 
will complain of my effeminacy— and thou, Ramorny, away also.” 
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'As the knight left the apartment by one door, the fictitious old 
woman ushered in Catharine Clover by another. The room had 
been carefully darkened to twilight, so that Catharine saw the appar- 
ently female figure stretched on the couch without the least suspicion. 

“ Is that the maideh ? ” asked Rofclisay, in a voice naturally sweet, 
and now carefully modulated to a whispering tone— u Let Tier ap- 
proach, Griselda, and kiss our hand.” 

The supposed nurse led the trembling maiden forward to the side 
*>f the couch, and signed to her to kneel. Catharine did so, had kissed 
-with much devotion and simplicity the gloved hand which the coun- 
terfeit Duchess extended to her.” 

“Be not afraid,” said the same musical voice; “in me you only 
see a melancholy example of the vanity of Jjiuman greatness — happy 
those, my child, whose rank places them beneath the storms of state/’ 

While he spoke, he put his arms around Catharine’s neck and 
drew her towards him, as if to salute her in token of welcome. But 
the kiss was bestowed with an earnestness which so much overacted 
'the part of the fair patroness, that Catharine, concluding the Duchess 
had lost her senses, screamed aloud. 

“Peace, fool ! it is I— David of Rothsay.” 

Catharine looked around her— the nurse was gone, and the Duke 
tearing vrf. his veil, she saw herself in the power of a daring young 
libertine. 

“ Now be present with me, Heaven!” she said; “and thou wilt, if 
I forsake not myself.” 

As this resolution darted through her mind, slic repressed her dis- 
position to scream, and, as far as she might, strove to concQal her 
fear. 

“The jest hath been played,” she said, with as much firmness as 
she could assume; “ may I entreat that your Highness will now un- 
hand me,” for he still kept hold of her arm. 

“ Nay, my pretty captive, struggle not — why should you fear?” 

“ I do not struggle, my lord. As you are pleased to detaiii me,j£ 
will not, by striving, provoke you to use me ill, and give pain to 
yourself, when you have lime to think.” 

“ Why, thou traitress, thou lias held me captive for months,” said 
the Prince ; “and wilt thou not let me hold trice for a moment ?” 

‘‘This were gallantry, my lord, were it in the streets of Perth, 
where I might listen or escape as I listed — it is tyranny here.” 

“ And if I did let thee go, whither wouldst thou fly r” said Roth- 
say. “ The bridges arc up — the portcullis down — and the men who 
J'oilow me are strangely deaf to a peevish maiden’s squalls. Be kind, 
'therefore, and you shall know what it is to oblige a Prince.” 

“ Unloose me, then, my lord, and hear me appeal from thyself to 
thyself— from Rothsay to the Prince of Scotland. I am the daughter 
of an humble but honest citizen. I am, I may well-nigh say, t be 
Espouse of a brave and honest man. If I have given your Highness 
fany encouragement foT* what you have done, it has been unintentional, 
'jlms forewarned, I entreat you to forego your power over me, and 
„ suffer me to depart. Your Highness can obtain nothing from me, 
save by means equally unworthy of knighthood or manhood.” 
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“ You are bold, Catharine,” said the Prince, “ but neither as a 
knight nor a man can I avoid accepting a defiance. I must teach 
you the risk of such challenges.” 

While he spoke, he attempted to throw his arms again around her; 
but she eluded his grasp, and proceeded in the same tone of firm 
decision. , 

“ My strength, my lord, is as great to defend myself m an honour- 
able strife, as yours can be to assail me with a most dishonourable 
purpose. Do not shame yourself and me by putting it to the com-' 
bafc. You may stun me with blows, or you may call aid to overpower 
mo ; but, otherwise, you will fail of your purpose.” 

“What a brute you would make me!” s.iid the Prince. “The 
force 1 would use is no n^ore than excuse 0 women in yielding to their 
own weakness.” 

I Jo sat down in some emotion. 

“Then keep it,” said. Catharine, “for those women who desire 
such an excuse. My resistance is that of the most determined mind, 
which love of honour nml fear of shame ever inspired. Alas! my 
lord, could you succeed, you would but break every bond between 
me and life— -between your>clf and honour. [ have been trained 
fraudulently here, by wlmt decoys 1 know not ; but were 1 to go ilis- * 
honoured hence, it w ould be to denounce the destroyer of my happi- 
ness to every quarter of Europe. I 'would take the palmer's stuff in 
my hand, and wherever chivalry is honoured, or the word Scotland 
has been heard, I would proclaim the heir of a hundred kings, the 
son of the godly Robert Stewart, the heir of the heroic Rruco— a 
truthless faithless man, unworthy of {lie crown lie expects, and of ^ 
the spurs lie wears, hi very lady in wide Europe would hold your 
name too foul for her Ups - every worthy knight would hold you a 
bailled, forsworn caitiff, false to the first vow of arms, the protection 
of woman, and the defence of the feeble.” 

Rolhsay resumed his seat, and looked at her with a countenance 
in which resell tmeufcwas mingled with admiration. “You forget to*' 
whom you speak, maiden. Know the distinction I have offered you 
is one for which hundreds, whose trains you are born to bear,, would " 
feel gratitude.” 

t “ Once more, my lord,” resumed Catharine, “ keep these favours 
for those by whom they are prized ; or rather reserve your time and 
your health for other anil nobler pursuits — for the defence of your 
country and the happiness of your subjects. Alas, my lord! how 
willingly would an exulting people receive you for their chief!— 
IIow gladly would they close around you, (fid you show desire to*» 
head them against the oppression of the mighty, the violence of the 
lawless, the seduction or the vicious, and the tyranny of the hypo- 
crite!” • 

The Duke of Rothsay, whose virtuous feelings were as easily 
excited as they were evanescent, was affected by the enthusiasm with 
which she spoke. “Forgive me, if I have alarmed ytyi, maiden,” he *■ 
said ; “ thou art too noble-minded to be the toy of passing pleasure* 
for which my mistake destined thee ; and I, even were thy birth « 
worthy of thy noble spirit and transcendent beauty, have no heart to 



THE VAItt MAID OP PERTH. 285 

Jivo thee ; for by the homage of the heart only should such an thou 
do wooed. But my hopes have been blighted, Catharine— the only 
tvonmu I ever loved has been torn from me in the very wantomioss 
;jf policy, and a wife imposed on me whom I must ever detest, even 
had she the loveliness and softness which alone can render a woman 
amiable in my eyes. My health is fading even In early youth; and 
all that is left for me is to snatch such flowers as the wort passage 
from life to the grave will now present. Look at my hectic cheek — 
feci, if you will, my intermitting pulse ; and pity me, and excuse me, 
if I, whose rights as a prince and as a man have been trampled upon 
and usurped, fool occasional indifference towards the rights of others, 
and indulge a selfish deftiru to gratify the wish of the passing moment.” 

“ Oil, my lord ! ” exclaim -d Catharine, wijh the enthusiasm which 
belonged to her character — “ .. will cull you my dear lord,- for dear 
must the Heir of Bruce be to every child of Scotland, — let me not, 
I pray, have you speak thus ! Your glorious ancestor endured exile, 
persecution, the night of famine, ami the day of unequal combat, to 
free his country, — do you practise the like self-denial to free your- 
self. Tear yourself from those who find their owu way to greatness 
smoothed by feeding your follies. Distrust you dark Ramorny!-- 
You know it not, 1 am sure -you could not know;— but the wretch 
who could urge the daughter to courses of shame by threatening the 
life of the aged father, is capable of all that is vile- -all that is treach- 
erous! ” 

“Did Ramorny do this? ” said the Prince. 

' He did indeed, my lord, and ho dares not deny it.” 
r “ It shall he looked to, 5 ’ answered the Duke of UoRjaay. “ I have 
ceased to loVe him ; but he has suffered much for my sake, and I 
must see his services honourably requited.” 

“ Ilis services ! —Oh, my lord, if chronicled speak true, such services 
brought Troy to ruins, and gave the infidels possession of Spain.” 

“Hush, maiden; speak within compass, I pray you,” said the 
Prince, rising up. “ Our conference ends here. # 

“Yet one word, my Lord Duke of Rothsay,” said Catharine, with 
' apimation, while her beautiful countenance resembled that of an ad- 
monitory angel— “ I cannot tell what impels me to speak thus boldly ; 
but the fire burns within me, and will break out. Leave this castle 
without an hour's delay ; the air is unwholesome for you. Dismiss this 
Ramorny before the day is ten minutes older! his company is 1 uo. 1 L 
dangerous.” 

“ What reason have you for saying this?” 

1 “None in especial,” answered Catharine, abashed at her own 
eagerness, — “ none, perhaps ; excepting my fears for your wafety.” 

“ To vague fears, the Heir of Bruce must not listen.— W hat, I 10 ! 
who waits without ? ” • 

Ilamoruy entered, and bowed low to the Duke and to the maiden, 
hvliom, perhaps, he considered a3 likely to be preferred to 1 lie post 
rbf favourite Sultana, and therefore entitled to a courteous obeisance. 

• “Ramorny,” said the Prince, “is there iu the household any fe- 
•male of reputation, who is fit to wait on this young woman till we 
can send her a where she may desire to go ? ” 
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“ I fear,” replied Ramorny, “ if it displease not your Highness to 
hear the truth, your household is indifferently provided in that way ; 
and that, to speak the very verity, the glee-maiden is the most decor-, 
ous amongst us.” 

“Let her wait upon this young person then, since belter may noflt 
be. — And take patience, maiden, tor a few hours.” 

Catharine retired. 

“ So, my lord,— part you so soon from the Fair Maid of Perth : 
This is, indeed, the very wantonness of victory.” 

“ There is neither victory nor defeat in the case ” returned the 
1 Vince, drily. “ The girl loves me not ; nor do I love her well enough 
to torment myself concerning her scruples.” • 

“ The chaste Malcolm* the Maiden revived in one of his descend- 
ants ! ” said Ramorny. 

“ Favour me, sir, by a truce to your wit, or by choosing a different 
subject for its career. It is noon, I believe, and you will oblige me 
by commanding them to serve up dinner.” 

Ramorny left the room, but Rothsay thought he discovered a smile" 
upon his countenance; and to be the subject of this man's satire, 
gave him no ordinary degree of pain. He summoned, however, the 
knight to his table, and even admitted Dwining to the same honour. 
The conversation was of a lively and dissolute cast, a tone encouraged 
by the Prince, as if designing to counterbalance the gravity of his 
morals in the morning, which Ramorny, who was read in old chron- 
icles, had the boldness to liken to the continence of Scipio. 

The banquet, notwithstanding the Duke’s indifferent health, was 
protracted m nlle wantonness far beyond the rules of temperance; 
and, whether owing Bimply to the strength of the wine which he 
drank, or the weakness of his constitution, or, as it is probable, be- 
cause the last wine which he quaffed had been adulterated by Dwin- 
ing, it so happened that the Prince, towards the end of the repast, 
fell into a lethargic sleep, from which it seemed impossible to rouse 
lpm. Sir John Ramorny and Dwining carried him to his cliamberf. 
accepting no other assistance than that of another person, whom we 
will afterwards give name to. 

Next morning, it was announced that the Prince was taken ill of 
jui infectious disorder; and to prevent its spreading through the 
household, no one was admitted to wait on him save his late Master 
of Horse, the physician Dwining, and the domestic already men- 
tioned ; one of whom seemed always to remain in the apartment, 
while the others observed a degree of precaution respecting their 
intercourse with the rest of the family, so strict as to maintain the* 
belief that he was dangerously ill of an infectious disorder 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

In winter’s tedious nights, sit by tlio fire 
With good old folks ; nil d let them tell thee tales 
Of woeful ages, long ago botid : 

And, ere thou bid good-night, to quit their grief, 

Tell thou the lamentable fall of mo. 

King Richard JL Act 5, Scene I. 

Far different had been the fate of the misguided Heir of Scot- 
land, from that which was publicly given out in the town of Falk- 
land. His ambitious *1111010 h:ul determined on his death, as the 
[means of removing the first and most formidable barrier betwixt 
his own family and the throne. James, the younger son of the 
King, was a mere boy, who might at more leisure be easily set aside. 
Ramorny’s views of aggrandisement, and the resentment which he 
fhad latterly entertained against his master, made him a willing 
agent in young Rothsay’s destruction. Dwining*’s love of gold, and 
his native malignity of disposition, rendered him equally forward. 
It had been resolved, with the most calculating cruelty, that all 
means which might leave behind marks of violence were to be care- 
fully avoided, and the extinction of life suffered to take place of 
itself, by privation of every kind acting upon a frail and impaired 
constitution. The Prince of Scotland^ was not to be murdered, as 
llamorny had expressed himself on another occasion,— he was only 
to cease to exist. 

Rothsay’s bedchamber in th® Tower of Falkland was well adapted 
for the execution of such a horrible project. A small narrow stair- 
case, scarce known to exist, opened from thence by a trap-door to 
the subterranean dungeons of the castle, through a passage by 
which the feudal lord was wont to visit, in private, and in disguise, 
the inhabitants of those miserable regions. By this staircase the 
yillains conveyed the insensible Prince to the lowest dungeon of tbc_ 
‘castle, so deep in the bowels of the earth, that no cries or groans, 
it was supposedj could possibly be heard, while the strength of its 
door and fastenings must for a long time have defied force, even if 
the entrance could have been discovered. Bonthron, who had been 
saved from the gallows for the purpose, was the willing agent of 
Ramorny’s unparalleled cruelty to his misled aud betrayed patron. . 

This wretch revisited the dungeon at the time when the Prince’s 
lethargy began to wear off, anerwhen, awakening to sensation, he 
licit himself deadly cold, unable' to move, and oppressed with fetters, 

: which scarce permitted him to stir from the dank straw on which 
he was laid. His first idea was, that he was in a fearful dream — his 
next brought a confused Augury of the truth. He called, shouted — 
yelled at length in frenzy, — but no assistance came, and he was only 
f answered by the vaulted roof of the dungeon. Tho agent of Hell 
heard these agonising screams, and deliberately reckoned them 
wgainst the taunts and reproaches with which Rothsay had expressed 
his instinctive aversion ij) him. “When, exhausted and hopeless, the 
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unhappy youth remained silent, the savage resolved to present. lin u . 
self before the eyes of his prisoner. The locks were drawn, tn, 
chain fell ; the Prince raised himself as high as his fetters permitt^ 
— a red glare, against which he was fain to shut his eyes, streamey 
through the vault ; and when he opened them again, it was on th, 
ghastly form of one whom he had reason to think dead. lie sun? 
back in horror. “I am judged and condemned ! ” lie exclaimed 
“and the most abhorred fiend in the infernal regions is sent to tor 
ment me ! ” ! 

“ I lire, my lord,” said Bonthron ; " and that you may live am 
enjoy life, be pleased to sit up and cat your victuals.” 

“Free me from these irons,” said the Prince, — “ release me from 
this dungeon, — and dog as thou art, tlioit shtflt be the richest man 
in Scotland.” <■ 

“If you would give me the weight of your shackles in gold,” said 
Bonthron, “ I would rather see the iron on you than have the trea- 
sure myself! — But look up — you were wont to love delicate fare — 
behold how I have catered for you.” The wretch, with fiendish 
glee, unfolded a piece of raw hide covering the bundle which lie 
boro under liis arm, and, passing the light to and fro before it, 
showed the unhappy Prince, a bull’s head recently hewn from the 
trunk, and known m Scotland as the certain signal of death. lie 
placed it at the foot of the bed, or rather lair, on which the Prince 
Jay — “ Bo moderate in your food,” lie said ; " it is like to be long ere 
thou got st another meal.” 

“Tell mo but one. tiling, wretch,” said the Prince. “Docs 3^ 
morny know of this practice?” 

“lfow else badst thou boon decoyed hither? — Poor woodcock, 
thou art snared ! ” answered the murderer. 

With those words the door shut, the holts resounded, aud the un- 
happy Prince was left to darkness, solitude, and misery. “ Oh, my 
father ir-my prophetic father ! — the staff I leaned on has, indeed, 

protffcd a spear ! ■ We will not dwell on the subsequent hours, 

t JrfJ.v days, of bodily agony aud mental despair. - 

But it- was not the pleasure of Heaven that so great a crime should 
be perpetrated with impunity. 

Catharine Glover and the glee-woman, neglected by the oilier 
inmates, who seemed to lie engaged with the tidings of the Prince’s 
illness, were, however, refused permission to leave the Castle, until 
it should be seen how this alarming disease was to terminate, aud 
whether it was actually an infectious sickness. Forced on each 
other’s society, the two desolate women became companions, if not 
friends ; and the union drew somewhat closer, when Catharine dis- ; 
covered that this was the same female minstrel on whose account 
Henry Wynd had falleu under her displeasure. She now heard his 
complete vindication, and listened with ardour to the praises which 
Louise heaped on her gallant protector. On the other hand, the 
minstrel, who felt the superiority of Catharine’s station and charac- 
ter, willingly dwelt upon a theme which seemed to please her. and 
recorded her gratitude to the stout Smith in the little song of “Bold 1 
and True,” which was long a favourite in Scotland. 
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Oh, Bold Find True, 

In bonnet blue, 

Tlmt feav or falsehood never knew ; 

Whose heart was loyal to his word, 

Whose hand was faithful to his sword — 

Seek Europe wide front sea to sea, 

But bonny Blue-cap still for me ! 

I’ve seen Almain’s proud champions prance — 

Have seen the gallant knights of Franco, 

Unri vail’d with tho sword and lance — 

Have seen tho sons of England true, 

AVielil the brown bill, and bend tho yew, 

Search France the fair, and England free, 

But bonny Blue-cap still for me ! 

In short, though Louise’s disreputable occupation would lmvc been 
in other circumstances an objection to Catharine’s voluntarily fre- 
quenting her company, yet, forced together as they now were, she 
found her a humble and accommodating companion. 

. They lived in this manner for four or five days, and, in order to 
■avoid as much as possible the gaze, and perhaps the incivility, of the 
menials in the offices, they prepared their food in their own apart- 
ment. In the absolutely necessary intercourse with domestics, 
Louise, more accustomed'ta.expedicnts, bolder by habit, and desirous 
to please Catharine, willingly took on herself the trouble of getting 
from the pun tier the materials of their slender meal, and of arranging 
it with the dexterity of her country. 

The glee- woman had been abroad for this purpose upon the sixth 
clay, a little before noon; and the desire of fresh air, or the hope to 
lin’d some sallad or ‘pot-herbs, .or at least an early flower or two, with 
which to deck their board, had carried her into the small garden 
appertaining to the castle, ftlio re-entered her apartment in the 
tower with a countenance pale as ashes, and a frame which trembled 
like an aspen-leaf. Her terror instantly extended itself to Catharine, 
who could hardly find words to ask what new misfortune had 
Occurred. 

“ Is the 1 )ukc of Uothsay dead 

“ Worse! they are starving him alive.” 

“ Madness, woman ! ” 

“No, no, no, no!” said Louise, speaking under her breath, and 
huddling her Avoids so thick upon each other, that Catharine could 
hardly catch the sense. “ J 'was seeking for flowers to dress your 
pottage, because you said you loved them yesterday — my poor little 
dog, thrusting himself into a thicket of yew and holly bushes that 
■grow out of some old ruins close to the castle- wall, came back 
whining and bowling. I crept forward to sec what might he the 
cause— and oh! 1 heard a groaning as of one in extreme pain, but 
so faint that it seemed to* arise out of the very depth of the earth. 
At length, f found it proceeded from a small rent in the wall, 
covered with ivy ; ai;d when I laid my ear close to the opening, I 
could hear the Prince’s voice distinctly say,— 4 It cannot now last 
long;’ and then it sunk away in something like a prayer.” 

“ Gracious Heaven !~ -did you speak to him?” 
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“ I said, 4 Is it you, my lord ? ’ and tlic answer was, 4 Who mocks? 
me with that title ?’ — I asked him if I could help him, and he answered 
with a voice I shall never forget,—* Food ! — food ! — I die o'* famine! * 
So I came hither to tell you. — What is to be done ? — Shall we alarm 
the house ? ” 

“ Alas ! that were more likely to destroy than to aid him,” said 
Catharine. 

“ And what then shall we do ?” said Louise. 

“ I know not yet,” said Catharine, prompt and bold on occasions , 
of moment, though yielding to her companion in ingenuity of 
resource on ordinary occasions. “ I know not yet — but something 
we will do— tlue blood of Bruce shall not die unaided.” 

So saying, she seized the small cruise which contained their soup, 
and the meat of which it was made, wrapped some thin cakes which 
she had baked into the fold of her plaid, and, beckoning her com- 
panion to follow with a vessel of milk, also part of their provisions, 
she hastened towards the garden. 

44 So, our fair vestal is stirring abroad ? ” said the only man she 
met, who was one of the menials ; but Catharine passed on without 
notice or reply, and gained the little garden without farther inter- 
ruption. 

Louise indicated to her a heap of ruins, which, covered with un- 
derwood, was close to the castle-wall. It had probably been origin- 
ally a projection from the building; and the small fissure, which 
communicated with the dungeon, contrived for air, had terminated 
within it. But tlic aperture had been a little enlarged by decay, and 
admitted a dim ray of light to its recesses t although it could not be 
observed by those who visited tlic plaqp with torchlight aids. 

“Here is dead silence,” said Catharine, after she had listened 
attentively for a moment. — “ Heaven and earth, he is gone ! ” 

“We must risk something,” said her companion, and ran her 
fingers over the strings of her guitar. 

A sigh was the only answer from the depth of the dungeon. 
Catharine then ventured to speak. “I am here, my lord — I am* 
here, with food and drink.” 

“ Ha! Ramorny?— The jest comes too late — I am dying,” was the * 
answer. 

His brain is turned, and no wonder, thought Catharine; but whilst 
there is life, there may be hope. 

w It is I, my lord, Catharine Glovcr---I have food, if I could pass 
i” safely to you.” 

“ Heaven bicss thee, maiden ! I thought the pain was over, .out it 
glows again within me at the name of food.” r 

“ The food is here, but how, ah how, can I pass it to you ? the 
chink is so narrow, the wall is so thick ! Yet there is a remedy — 1 
have it. Quick, Louise ; cut me a willow -bough, the tallest you can • 
find.” 

The glee-maiden obeyed, and by means of a pleft in the top of the . 
wand, Catharine transmitted several morsels of the soft cakes, soaked ^ 
in broth, which served at once for food and for drink. 

The unfortunate young man ate little, and with difficulty, but * 



THIS FA III MAH) OF l'JSUTH. 


2i)l 

grayed for a thousand blessings on the head of his comforter. “ I 
nad destined thee to he the slavo of my vices,” ho said, * and yet 
thou tr ;st to become the preserver of my life ! But away and save 
thyself.” 

“ I will return with food as I shall see opportunity,” said Catharine, 
just as the glee-maiden plucked her Bleeye, and desired her to be 
silent, and stand close. 

Both couched among the ruins, and they heard the voices of 
Ramorny and the medicincr in close conversation. 

“ lie is stronger than I thought,” said the former* in a low croak- 
ing tone. “ How long held out Dalwolsy, when the Knight of Lid- 
dcsdale prisoned liinyn his Castle of Hermitage ? ” ' 

“ For a fortnight,” answered D wining ; “ hut lie was a strong man, 
and had some assistance by grain which fell from a granary above 
his prison-house.” 1 

“ Were it not better end the matter more speedily? The Black. 
Douglas comes this way. lie is not in Albany’s secret. He will 
i demand to sec the Prince, and all must be over ere he comes.” 

They passed on in their dark and fatal conversation. 

“Now gain we the tower,” said Catharine to her companion, when 
she saw they had left the garden. “ 1 had a nlan of escape for my- 
self*— I will turn it into one of rescue for the Prince. The dey- 
woman enters the Castle about vesper time, and usually leaves her 
cloak in the passage as she goes into the pantler’s otlicc with the 
milk. Take thou the cloak, muffle thyself close, and pass the warder 
boldly; he is usually drunken at that hour, and thou wilt go, as the 
dey- woman, unchallenged through gate and along bridge, if thou 
bear thyself with confidence. 'Then away to meet the Black Douglas; 
he is our nearest and only aid.” 

“But,” said Louise, “is lie not that terrible lord who threatened 
me with shame and punishment ? ” 

“Believe it,” said Catharine, “such as thou or I never dwelt an 
hour in the Douglas’s memory, either for good or evil. Tell him 
ithat his son-in-law, the Prince of Scotland, dies— treacherously" 
•'famished — in Falkland Castle, and thou wilt merit not pardon only, 
but reward.” 

“I care not for reward,” said Louise; “the deed will reward 
itself. But, methinks, to stay is more dangerous than to go— let me 
stay, theu, and nourish the unhappy Prince, and do you depart to 
bring help. If they kill me before you return. I leave you my pe >r 
lute, aud pray you to be kind to my poor Chariot.” 

“ l7 o, Louise,” replied Catharine, “ you are a more privileged and 
'experienced wanderer than I— do you go— and if you find me dead 
on your return, as may well chance, give my poor father this ring, 
and a lock of my hair, and say, Catharine died in endeavouring to 
save ihc blood of Bruce. * And give this other lock to Henry ; say, 

i 1 Sir Alexander Kanmy*of Pnlhousio, having irritated William Ponghis, Lord of 
Galloway, by obtaining the Sheriffship of Teviotdale, which tho haughty baron con- 
sidered due to himself, was surprised in Hawick, while exercising his office, and con- 
fined in Hermitage Castle until lie died of famine in Juno, a.d. 1342. Godscroft meit- 
1 tious the circumstance of the grain dropping from the corn-loft,— P. 75. 

U 
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Catharine thought of him to the last ; ami that if he has judged heft 
too scrupulous touching the Llooil of others, he will the-* know it was 
not because she valueil her own.” 

They sobbed in each other’s arms; and the intervening hours till 
evening were spent in endeavouring to devise some b. lter mode of 
supplying the captive with nourishment, and in the censtrudi.m of 
a tube, composed of hollow reeds, slipping into each other, by which 
liquids might be conveyed to him. The hell of the village church of 
Falkland tolled to vespers. The dev , 1 or farm-woman, entered with 
her pitchers, to deliver the milk for the family, and to hear and tell 
the nows stirring. She had scarcely entered the kitchen, when the 
female minstrel, again throwing herself in Catharine's arms, and as- 
suring her of her unalterable fidelity, crept in sflencc down -stairs, the 
little dog under her arnf. A moment after, she was seen by the 
breathless Catharine, wrapt in the dey-woman’s cloak, and walking 
composedly across the drawbridge. 

“ So,” said the warder, “ you return early to-night, May Bridget ? 
Small mirth towards in the hall— Ha, wench ! — Sick times are sad 
times ! ” 

“ I have forgotten my tallies ” said the ready-witted Frenchwoman, 

“ and will return in the skimming of a bowie.” 2 

She went onward, avoiding the village of Falkland, and took a 
footpath which led through the park. Catharine breathed freely, 
and blessed Cod, when she saw her lost in the distance. It was 
another anxious hour for Catharine, which occurred before the escape 
of the fugitive was discovered. This happened so soon as the dey- 
girl, having taken an hour to perform a task which ten minutes 
might have accomplished, was about to return, and discovered that 
some one had taken away her grey frieze cloak. A strict search 
was set on foot ; at length the women of the house remembered the 
glee-maiden, and ventured to suggest her as one not unlikely to ex- 
change an old cloak for a new one. The warder, strictly questioned, 
averred, he saw the dey-woman depart immediately after vespers ; 
vAud, on this being contradicted by the party herself, he could suggest, 
as the only alternative, that it must needs have been the devil. 

As, however, the glee-woman could not be found, the real circum- 
stances of the case were easily guessed at 5 and the steward went to 
inform £>ir John Ramorny and Dwining, who were now scarcely 
ever separate, of the escape of one of their female captives. Every- 
thing awakens the suspicions of the guilty. They looked on each 
other with faces of dismay, and then went together to the humble 
apartment of Catharine, that, they might take her as much as pos- 
sible by surprise, while they inquired into the facts attending Louise’s * 
disappearance. 

“ Where is your companion, young woman ?” said Ramorny, in a 
tone of austere gravity. * 

“ I have 110 companion here,” answered Catharine. 


1 Hcdoo, perhaps, dairy-woman and dairy. 

i-€. A small milk-pail. — One of tlm sweetest couplets in. The Goutle Shepherd Is-; 


" To hear tlio luilk-bowic no was to uie. 
When I at the buchting rci-gullicr'd M i’ tbcc. M 
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“Trifle imi,” replied the Knight ; “I mean the glee-maiden, who 
Intel y dwelt in this chamber wi ? h you.” 

“ JSlie is gone, tJiey tell me,” nit l Catharine --"gone about an hour 
since.” 

“ And whither ?” said D win mg. 

“How,” answered Catharine, 44 should 1 know which way a pro- 
fessed wanderer may choose lo travel ? She ivas tired no doubt of 
a solitary life, so different from the scenes of feasting- and dancing, 
which her trade leads her to frequent. She is gone, and (lie only 
wonder is that she should have stayed so long.” 

“ This, then,” said Kainorny, “ is all you have to tell us ? ” 

“All that 1 havt* to tell you, Sir John,” answered Catharine, 
firmly; “and if the Prince himself inquire, I can tell him no more.” 

“ There is little danger of his again doing you the honour to speak 
lo you in person,” said Itamorny, “ even if Scotland should escape 
being rendered miserable by the sad event of his decease.” 

“Is the Duke of Rothsay so very ill?” asked Catharine. 

“ No help, save in Heaven,” answered Ramorny, looking upwards 

“ Then may there yet be help there,” said Cathariuc, “ if human 
aid prove unavailing ! ” 

“ Amen ! ” said Ramorny, with the most determined gravity ; while 
D wining adopted a face fit to echo the feeling-, though it seemed to 
cost him a painful struggle to suppress liis sneering yet soft laugh 
of triumph, which was peculiarly excited by anything having a re- 
ligious tendency. 

44 And it is men — earthly men, and not incarnate devils, who thus 
appeal to Heaven, while they are devouring by inches the life-blood 
of their hapless master!” muttered Catharine, as her two baffled 
inquisitors left the apartment. — 44 Why sleeps the thunder? — But it 
will roll ere long, anu oil ! may it be lo preserve as well as to punish ! ” 

The hour of dinner alone afforded a space, when, all in the Castle 
being occupied with that meal, Catharine thought she had the best 
opportunity of venturing to the breach in the wall, with the least , 
chance of being observed. In waiting for the hour, site observed 
some stir in the Castle, which had been silent as the grave ever since 
the seclusion of the Duke of Rothsay. The portcullis was lowered 
iiud raised, and the creaking of the machinery was intermingled 
with the tramp of horse, as men-at-arms went out and returned with 
steeds hard-ridden and Covered with foam. She observed, too, that 
such domestics as she casually saw from her window were in arms. 

A 11 this made her heart throb high, for it augured the approach of 
rescue ; and, besides, the bustle left the little garden more lonely 
than ever. At length, the hour of noon arrived ; she had taken care 
to provide, under pretence of her own wishes, which the pantler 
seemed disposed to indulge, such articles of food as could be the 
most easily conveyed to the unhappy captive. She whispered to 
intimate her presence— there was no answer— she spoke louder, still 
there was sikyicc. 

44 He sleeps” — she muttered these words half aloud, and with a 
shuddering which was succeeded by a start and a scream, when a 
Yob-.* ividied behind lu-v, - 
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* Yes, lie sleeps— but it is for ever.” 

She looked round — Sir John Ramorny stood behind her in com- 
plete armour, but the visor of his helmet was. up. and displayed a 
countenance more resembling one about to die than to fight. lie 
spoke with a grave tone, something between that of a calm observer 
of an interesting event, and of one who is an agent and partaker in it. 

“ Catharine," he said, “ all is true which I tell you. lie is dead— 
you have done your best for him— -you can do no more.” 

“I will not— I cannot believe it,” said Catharine. “Heaven be 
merciful to me ! it would make one doubt of Providence, to think 
so great a crime has been accomplished.” 

“ Doubt not of Providence, Catharine, though it has suffered the 
profligate to fall by his o\v# devices. Follow me— I have that to say 
which concerns you. I say follow ” (for she hesitated), “ unless you 
prefer being left to the mercies of the brute Bonthron, and the 
medicincr Henbane D wining.” 

“1 will follow you,” said Catharine. “You cannot do more to me . 
Than you arc permitted.” 

He led the way into the tower, and mounted staircase after stair- 
case, and ladder after ladder. 

Catharine’s resolution failed her. “ I will follow no farther,” she 
'r said. “ Whither would you lead me ? — If to my death, I can die 
here.” 

“ Only to the battlements of the castle, fool,” said Ramorny, throw- 
ing widsi a barred door which opened upon the vaulted roof of the 
castle, where men were bending mangonels, as they called them 
(military engines, that is, for throwing arrows or stones), getting 
ready cross-bows, and piling stones together. But the defenders did 
not exceed twenty in number, and Catharine thought she could ob- 
serve doubt and irresolution amongst them. 

“ Catharine,” said Ramorny, “ I must not quit this station, which 
is necessary for my defence ; but I can speak with you here as well 
as elsewhere.” 

Say on,” answered Catharine, — “ I am prepared to hear you.” 

“ You have thrust yourself, Catharine, into a bloody secret. Have 
you the firmness to keep it ?” 

“I do not understand you, Sir John,” answered the maiden. 

“ Look you. 1 have slain— murdered, if you will— my late master, , 
the Duke of Rothsay. The spark of life which your kindness would 
have fed was easily smothered. His last words called on his father. 
You are faint— bear up— you have more to hear. You know the 
crime, but you know not the provocation. See ! this gauntlet is * 
empty— I lost my right hand in his cause ; and when I was no longer 
fit to serve him, I was cast off like a worn-out hound, my loss ridi- 
culed, and a cloister recommended, instead .of the halls and palaces 
in which I had my natural sphere ! Think on this— pity ami assist 
me.” 

<e Iu wlmt manner can you require my assistance ? ” said the * 
trembling maiden ; “ I can neither repair your loss, nor cancel your . 
crime.” 

“Thou canst be silent, Catharine, on what thou hast seen and 
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•heard in yonder thicket. It is but a brief oblivion I ask of you, 
whose word will, I know, be listened to, whether you say such 
things were or were not. Tliat of your mountebank companion, 
the foreigner, none will hold to be of a pin-point's value. If you 
grant me this, I will take your promise for my security, and throw 
the gate open to those who now approach it. If you will not pro- 
mise silence, I defend this Castle till every one perishes, and I ning 
you headlong from these battlements. Ay, look at them — it is not a 
leap to be rashly braved. Seven courses of stairs brought you up 
hither, with fatigue and shortened breath ; but you shall go from the 
top to the bottom in briefer time than you can breathe a sigh ! — 
Speak the word, fair maid ; for you speak to one unwilling to harm 
you, but determined in his purpose.” 

Catharine stood terrified, and witkoufrpower of answering a man 
who seemed so desperate ; but she was saved the necessity of reply 
by the approach of Dwiniiig. He spoke with the same humble con- 
ges whicli at all times distinguished his manner, and with his usual 

suppressed ironical sneer, whicli gave that maimer the lie. 

“I do you wrong, noble sir, to intrude on your valiancy when 
engaged with a fair damsel. But I come to ask a trifling question.’ 1 

“ Speak, tormentor ! ” said Ramorny ; “ III news are sport to thee 
even when they affect thyself, so that they concern others also.” 

“ Hem!— he, he! — 1 only desired to know if yqur knighthood pro- 

S osed the chivalrous task of defending the Castle with your single 
and — I crave pardon — J meant your single arm ? The question is 
worth asking; for I am good for little to aid the defence, unless you 
could prevail on the besiegers to take physic — lie, he, he!— and 
Bonthron is as drunk as al% and strong waters can make him — and 
you, he, and I, make up the whole garrison who are disposed for 
resistance.” 

“ How !— Will the other dogs not fight?” said Ramorny. 

“ Never saw men who showed less stomach to the work,” answered 
Dwiniiig, “ never. — But here come a brace of them. — Venit extrema 
dies.— He, lie, he ! ” t y 

Eviot and his companion Bunele now approached, with sullen 
resolution in their faces, like men who had made their minds up to 
resist that authority which they had so long obeyed. 

“ How now ! ” said Ramorny, stepping forward to meet them. 
“Wherefore from your pag^s ? — Why have you left the barbican, 
Eviot?— And you other fellow, did 1 not charge you to look to the 
mangonels?” 

“We have something to tell you, Sir John Ramorn} r ,” answered 
Eviot. “ We will not fight in this quarrel.” 

“ How ! my own squires control me ? ” exclaimed Ramorny. 

“ We were your squires and pages, my lord, while you were master 
of the Duke of Rothsay*s household — It is bruited about the Duke 
no longer lives— we desire to know the truth.” 

“ What traitor da;*es spread such falsehoods ? ” said Ramorny. 
“All who have gone out to skirt the forest, my lord, and I myself 
, among others, bring back the same news. The minstrel woman who 
left the Castle yesterday has spread the report everywhere, that the 
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Duke of Rothsay is murdered, or at death's door. Th«> Douglas 1 

comes on us with n strong force ” 

“ And -you, cowards, lake advantage of an idle report io forsake 
your master ?” said Ramorny, indignantly. 

“My lord,” said Evict, “let Bunclo and myself see t-lm Duke of 
Rothsay, and receive his personal orders for defence of lids Castle, 
and if we do not fight to the death in that quarrel, 1 will consent to 
be liangcd on its highest turret. But if he be gone by natural 
. disease, we will yield up the Castle to the Earl of Douglas, who is, 
they say, the King’s Lieutenant — Or if, —which Heaven forfend ! — 
the noble Prince lias had foul play, wc will not involve ourselves in 
the gnilt of using arms in defence of the murderers, bo they who 
they will.” 

“Evict,” said Kanmrpv, faising his mutilated arm, “had not that 
glove been empty, tltiraliadst not lived to utter two words of this 
insolence.” . 

“ It is as it is,” answered Eviot, “ and we do but our duty. I 
-rJ^tve followed you long, my lord, but here I draw bridle.” 

“Farewell, then, and a curse light on all of you!” exclaimed the 
incensed Baron. “ Let my horse be brought forth ! ” 

“ Our Valiancy is about to run away,” said the mediciner, who 
had crept close to Catharine's side before she was aware. “ Ca- 
tharine, thou art a superstitious fool, like most women $ neverthe- 
less' thou hast some mind 4 and I speak to thee as one of more 
mnderstanding than the buffaloes which are lierding about us. These 
haughty barons who overstride the world, what are they in the day 
of adversity ?— chaff before the wind. Let their sledge-hammer 
hands, or their column-resembling legs^liavo injury, and ball !— the 
men-at-arms aro gone— heart and courage is nothing to them, lith 
and limb everything— give them animal strength, what are they 
better than furious bulls — take that away, and your hero of chivalry 
hes grovelling like the brute when lie is hamstrung. Not so the 
Sage; while a grain of sense remains in a crushed or mutilated 
, fraipe, his mind shall be strong as ever.— Catharine, this morning I 
was practising your death ; but incthinks I now rejoice that you may 
survive, to tell how the poor mediciner, the pill-gilder, the mortar- 
pounder, the poison-vender, met his fate, m company with the 
gallant Knight of Ramorny, Baron in possession, and Earl of 
Lmdores m expectation. — God save liisjiraship ! ” 

“Old man,” said Catharine, “ if thou be indeed so near the day 
of thy; deserved doom, other thoughts were far wholesomer than 
the vam-glorious ravings of a vain philosophy.— Ask to see a holy 


“ Yes,” said Dwining, scornfully, “refer myself to a greasy monk, 
who does not— he! he! he -understand the barbarous Latin he 
repeats by rote. Such would be a fitting counsellor to one who has 
studied both in Spam and Arabia ! No, Catharine, I will choose a 
confessor that is pleasant to look upon, and yon shall be honoured 
With the office. Now, look yonder at his Valiancy — 4iis eyebrow 
drops with moisture, his lip trembles with agony; for his Valiancy- 
lie! he! he ! — is pleading for his life with his late domestics, and 
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lias not eloquence enough to i -rsuadc them to let him slip. See 
how the fibres of his face work as he implores the ungrateful brutes, 
whom he has heaped with obligations, to permit him to get such a 
start for his life as the hare has from the greyhounds when men 
course her fairly. Look also ai the sullen, downcast, dogged faces 
with which, fluctuating between fear and shame, the domestic 
traitors deny their lord this poor chance for his life. These things 
thought themselves the superin r of a man like me ! and you, foolish 
wench, think so meanly of your Deity as to. suppose wretches like 
them are the work of Omnipotence ?” 

“No! man of evil, no!” said Catharine, warmly; “the God I 
worship created these men with the attributes to know and adore 
him, to guard and defend their fellow-creatures, to practise holiuess 
and virtue. Their own vices, and the tdlnptations of the Evil One, 
have made them such as they now arc. Oh, take the lesson home to 
thine own heart of adamant! Heaven made thee wiser than thy 
fellows, gave thee eyes to look into the secrets of nature, a sagacious 
heart, and a skilful hand ; but thy pride lias poisoned all these fab* 
gifts, and made an ungodly Atheist of one who might have been a 
Christian sage ! " 

“Atheist, sayest thou?” answered Dwining; “perhaps I have 
doubts on that matter— but they will be soon solved. Yonder ernnes 
one who will send me, as he has done thousands, to the place where 
all mysteries shall be cleared.” 

Catharine followed thfemediciner's eye up one of the forest glades, 
and beheld it occupied by a body of horsemen advancing at full 
gallop. In the midst was a pennon displayed, which, though its 
bearings were not visible t(# Catharine, was, by a murmur around, 
acknowledged as that of the Mack Douglas. They halted within 
arrow-shot of the Castle, and a herald with two trumpets advanced 
up to the main portal, where, after a loud flourish, lie demanded 
admittance for the high and dreaded Archibald Earl of Douglas, 
Lord-Lieutenant of the King, and acting for the time with the 
plenary authority of his Majesty; commanding at the same time, 
that the inmates of tin* Castle should lay down their arms, all under 


penalty of high treason.” 

“ You hear?” said Eviot to Ramorny, who stood sullen and unde-'* 
cided. “ Will you give orders to render the Castle, or must I- ” 

“ No, villain ! ” interrupted the Knight, “to the last I will com- 
mand you. Open the gates, drop the bridge, and render the Castle 
to the Douglas.” 

“ Now, that’s what may be called a gallant exertion of free-will, 
said D wining. “ Just as if the pieces of brass, that were screaming 
a minute 3 ince, should pretend to call those notes their own, which 
are breathed through them by a frowsy trumpeter.” 

“ Wretched man 1 ” said Catharine, “ either be silent, or turn thy 
thoughts to the eternity, on the brink of which thou art standing.” 

“ And what is tlioi to thee ? ” answered Dwining. “ Thou cansfc 
not, Wench, ltelp hearing what I say to thee, and thou wilt tell it 
•again, for thy sex cannot help that either. Perth and all Scotland 
shall know what a man they have lost in Henbane Dwining ! ” 
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The clash of armour now announced that the new-comers had di&s 
mounted and entered the Castle, and were in the act of disarming 
the Bmall garrison. Earl Douglas himself appeared on the battle- 
ments, with a few of his followers, and signed to them to take 
Ramorny and Dwining into custody. Others dragged from some 
nook the stupified Bonthron. 

“ It was to these three that the custody of- the Prince was solely 
committed, during his alleged illness ?” said the Douglas, prosecut- 
ing an inquiry which lie had commenced in the hall of the Castle. 

“No other saw him, my lord,” saidEviot, “though I offered my 
services.” 

“ Conduct us to the Duke’s apartment, and bring the prisoners 
with us. — Also, there should be a female in the Castle, if she hath 
not been murdered or spirited away,— the companion of the glee- 
maiden, who brought the first alarm.” 

„ “ She is here, my lord,” said Eviot, bringing Catharine forward. 

Her beauty, and her agitation, made some impression even upon 
J>he impassible Earl. 

' “Fear nothing, maiden,” he said; “thou hast deserved both praise 
and reward. Tell to me, as thou wouldst confess to Ileaven, the 
things thou hast witnessed in this Castle?” 

Few words served Catharine to unfold the dreadful story. 

“ It agrees,” said the Douglas, “ with the tale of the glee-maiden 
from point to point. —Now show ns the Prince’s apartment.” 

They passed to the room which the unhappy Duke of Rotlisay had 
been supposed to inhabit ; but the key was not to be found, and the 
Earl could only obtain entrance by forcing the door. Oil entering, 
the wasted and squalid remains of til*, unhappy Prince were dis- 
covered, flung on the bed as if in haste. The intention of the mur- 
derers had apparently been to arrange the dead body, so as to 
resemble a timely-parted corpse, but they had been disconcerted by 
the alarm occasioncdjjv the escape of Louise. Douglas looked on 
the body of tho misguided youth, whose wild passions and caprices 
had brought him to this fatal ami premature catastrophe — 

“I had wrongs to be redressed, he said ; “but to see such a sight 
as this banishes all remembrance of injury ! ” 

“lie! lie !-— It should have been arranged,” said Dwining, “more 
to your omnipotence’s pleasure; but you came suddenly on us, and 
hasty masters make slovenly service.” 

Douglas seemed not to hear what his prisoner said, so closely did 
lie examine the wan and wasted features and stiffened limbs of the 
dead body before him. Catharine, overcome by sickness and faint- 
ing, at length obtained permission to retire from the dreadful scene, 
and, through confusion of every description, found her way to her 
former apartment, where she was locked in the arms of Louise, who 
had returned in the interval. 

The investigations of Douglas proceeded. The dying hand of the 
Prince was found to be clenched upon a lock of hair, resembling, in 
colour and texture, tho coal-black bristles of Bonthron. Tlius, 
though famine had begun the work, it would seem that Rotlisay’s 
death had been finally accomplished by violence. The private stair 
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ip the dungeon, the keys of which were found at the subaltern assas- 
sin's belt, —the situation of the vault, its communication with the 
external air by the fissure in the walls, and the wretched lair of straw, 
with the fetters which remained there,— fully confirmed the story of 
Catharine and of the glee- woman. 

“We will not hesitate an instant,” said the Douglas to his near 
kinsman, the Lord Baiveny, as soon as they returned from the 
dungeon. “Away with the murderers! hang them over the battle- 
ments." 

“ But, my lord, some trial may be fitting,” answered Baiveny. 

“To what purpose?” answered Douglas. “ Lftpa tqken them 
rml-hn.mfc 1 my authority will stretch to instant execution. YeTsEny 
—have we not some Jteawood men in our troop ?" 

“Plenty of Turnbulls, Rutherfords, Aiifclies, and so forth,” said 
Baiveny. 

“ Call me an inquest of these together ; they are all good men and 
true, saving a little shifting for their living. Do you see to the 
' execution of these felons, while I hold a court in the great hall, and^ 
we’ll try whether the jury or the provost-marshal do their work 
lirst; we will have Jedwood justice,— hang in haste, and try at 
leisure,” 

“ Yet stay, my lord,” said Ramorny, “ you nmy rue your haste— 
Will you grant me a word out of ear-shot?” m mr ~ 

“ Not for worlds ! ” said Douglas ; “ speak out what tliou hast to 
say before all that are her*; present.” 

“ Know all, then,” said Ramorny, aloud, “ that this noble Earl had 
letters from the Duke of Albany and myself, sent him by the hand 
• of von cowardly deserter, Bm*cle— let him deny it if he dare — coun- 
selling the removal of the Duke for a space from court, and his 
seclusion in this Castle of Falkland.” 

“But not a word,” replied Douglas, sternly smiling, “of his 
being flung into a dungeon— famished — strangled. Away with the 
wretches, Baiveny, they pollute God’s air too long.” 

” The prisoners were dragged off to the battlements. But while the 
means of execution were in the act of being prepared, the apothecary 
’expressed so ardent a desire to see Catharine once more, and, as he 
said, for the good of his soul, that the maiden, in hopes his obduracy 
might have undergone some change even at the last hour, consented 
again to go to the battlements, and face a scene which her heart re- 
coiled from. A single glance showed her Boiitliron, sunk in total 
and drunken insensibility; Ramorny, stripped of his armour, en- 
deavouring in vain to conceal fear, while he spoke with a priest, 
fahose good offices he had solicited ; and Dwining, the same humble, 
obsequious-looking, crouching individual she haa always known him. 
lie held in his hand a little silver pen, with which he had been writing 
on a scrap of parchment. • 

“ Catharine,” he said — “ lie, he, he ! — I wish to speak to thee oil 
'jhe nature of my religjous faith.” 

fc “If such bo* thy intention, why lose time with me?— Speak with 
this good father." 


i See Note 2 B. Red-hand. 
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“The good father,” said I) wining, “ is— lie, he!— already a wor- 
shipper of the Deity whom I have served. 1 therefore prefer to give 
the altar of mine idol a new worshipper in thee, Catharine. This 
scrap of parchment will tell thee how to make your way into my 
chapel, where I have worshipped so often in safety, i leave the 
images which it contains to thee as a legacy, simply because I hate 
and contemn thee something less than any of the absurd wretches 
whom I have hitherto been obliged to call fellow-creatures. And now 
away !— or remain and see if the end of the quacksalver belies his 
life.” 

# “ Our Lady.ioahid ! ” said Catharine. 

“ Nay,” saul the mediciner, “ 1 have but a single word to*say, mk 
yonder nobleman’s valiancy may hear it if lie will.” 

Lord Balveny appvoaclfed, with some curiosity ; for the undaunted 
resolution of a man who never wielded sword or bore armour, and 
was in person a poor dwindled dwarf, had to him an air of something 
resembling sorcery. 

“ You see this trifling implement,” said the criminal, showing the 
silver pen. “ By means of this I can escape the power even of the 
Black Douglas.” 

“ Dive him no ink nor paper,” said Balveny, hastily, “ he will draw* 
a spell.” . 

“ Not so, please your wisdom and valiancy— he, he, he ! ” said 
Dwining, with his usual chuckle, as he unscrewed the top of the pen, 
within which was a piece of sponge, or some such substance, no big- 
ger than a pea. “ Now, mark tins ” said the prisoner, and drew 

it between his lips. The effect was instantaneous. He lay a dead 
corpse before them, the contemptuous sneer still on. his counte- 
nance. 

Catharine shrieked and fled, seeking, by a hasty descent, an escape 
from a sight so appalling. Lord Balveny was for a moment stupified, 
and then exclaimed, “This may be glamour! hang him over the 
battlements,' quick or dead. If his foul spirit hath only withdrawn, 
for a space, it shall return to a body with a dislocated neck.” 

His commands were obeyed. Ramorny and Bonthron were then 
ordered for execution. The last was hanged before he seemed quite 
to comprehend what was designed to be done with him. Ramorny, 
pah; as death, yet with the same spirit of pride which had occasioned 
his ruin, pleaded his knighthood, and demanded the privilege of 
dying by decapitation by the sword, and not by the nobse. 

“ The Douglas never alters his doom,” said Balveny. “But -thou 
shall have all thy rights.— Send the cook hither with a cleaver.” 
The menial whom he called approved at his summons. “What 
shakest thou for, fellow ? ” said Balveny ; “ here, strike me this 
man’s gilt spurs from his heels with thy cleaver— And now, John 
Ramorny, thou art no longer a knight, but a knave— To the halter 
with him, provost-marshal ! hang him betwixt his companions, and 
higher than them if it may be.” • 

In a quarter of an hour afterwards, Balveny descended to tell the 
Douglas that the criminals were executed. 

“ Then there is no further use in the trial,” said tlie Earl. “ How 
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■T you, goad men of inquest, woiv these men guilty of high- treason 
-ay or no ? ” 

“ Guilty exclaimed the obsequious inquest, with edifying' uuan- 
oitv, " we need no farther cvidci ;e.” 

"Sound trumpets, raid (o hor.-cs then, with our own train only; 
nd let each man keep silence on what has chanced here, until the 
roceedings shall be laid before the King*, which cannot conveniently 
e till the battle of Palm Sunday shall be fought and ended. Select 
ur attendants, and tell each man who cijhcr goes with us or remains 
ehind, that he who prates dies. ' 5 

In a few minutes the Douglas was on horseback, with the followers 
elected to attend his person. Expresses were sent to his daughter, 
he widowed Duchess <ff Rothsay, directing her to take.* her course 
o Perth, by the shores of Lodilevcn, withoift approaching Falkland, 
-nd committing to her charge Catharine Glover and the glee-woman, 
ls persons whose safety lie tendered. 

As they rode through the forest, they looked back, and beheld the 
liree bodies hanging, like specks darkening the walls of the old castle. 

u The baud is punished, said Douglas ; 11 but who shall arraign 
;lic head by whose direction the act was done ! ” 

"You mean the Duke of Albany ?” said Balveny. 

" I do, kinsman ; and were I to listen to the dictates of my heart, 
[ would charge him with the deed, which I am certain he has author- 
ised. But there is no proof of it beyond strong suspicion, and 
Albany has attached to lunjself the numerous friends of the House 
of Stewart, to whom, indeed, the imbecility of the King, and the ill- 
regulated habits of Rothsay, left no other choice of a leader. Were 
i, therefore, to break the band which I have so lately formed with 
Albany, the consequence must be civil war, an event ruinous to poor 
Scotland, while threatened by invasion from the activity of the Percy, 
backed by the treachery of March. No, Balveny — the punishment 
of Albany must rest with Heaven, which, in its own good time, will 
execute judgment oh him and on his house/' 


CHAPTER. XXXIII. 


The bom* is nigh : now hearts beat high j 
Each sword is slmrponM well : 

And who dares die, who stoops to fly. 

To-morrow’s light shall tell. 

Sir Edviald. 

We are now to recall to our reader’s recollection, that Simon 
Glover and his fair daughter had been hurried from their residence 
without having time to announce to Henry Smith cither their de- 
parture or the alarming cause of it. When, therefore, the lo.ver 
appeared in Curfew Street on the morning of their flight, instead of 
the hearty welcome of the honest burgher, and the April reception, 
half joy, half censure, which he had been promised on the part of his 
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lovely daughter, he received only the astounding intelligence that* 
her father and she had set off early, on the summons of a stranger, 
w fajaufe ad kept himself carefully muffled from observation. To this, , 
Dorothy, 'whose talents for forestalling evil, and communicating her 
views of it, are known to the reader, chose to add, that she had no 
doubt her master and young mistress were bound for the Highlands, 
to avoid a visit which nad been made since their departure^ by two* 
or three apparitors, who, in the name of a Commission appointed by 
the King, had searched the house, put seals upon such places as were, 
supposed to contain papers •and left citationB for father and daughter 
to appear before the Court of Commission myirday certain, under 
paiq, of outlawry. All theBe alarming partici4»flftrothy took care 
to state in the gloomiest colours, ana the onlffRmsoI&fcion which she 
afforded the alarmed lower was, that her maste&had charged her to 
tell him to reside quietly at Perth, and that he silduld soon hear news 
of them. This checked the Smith’s first resolve, which was to follow 
them instantly to the Highlands, and partake the fate which they 
might encounter. 

* But when he recollected his repeated feuds with divers of the Clan 
Quhele, and particularly his personal quarrel with Conachar, who 
was now raised to be a nigh chief, he could not but think, on reflec- 
tion, that his intrusion on their place of retirement was more likely 
to disturb the safety which they might otherwise enioy there, than* 
be of any service to them. He was well acquainted with SiriSon’s 
habitual intimacy with the Chief of tl\p Clan Quhele, and justly 
augured that the Glover would obtain protection, which liis own 
arrival might be likely to disturb, while his personal prowess could^ 
little avail him in a quarrel with a^hole tribe of vindictive moun" 
tnineers. At the same time his heart throbbed with indignation, 
when lie thought of Catharine being within the absolute power of 
young Conachar, whose rivalry he could not doubt, and who had now 
so many means of urging his suit. \YJiat if the young Chief should 
make tno safety of the father dependop the favour of the daughter? 
lie distrusted not Catharine’s affections; but then her mode 
thinking was so disinterested, and her attachment to her father so 
tender, that if the love she bore her suitor was weighed against liis- 
security, or perhaps liis life, it was matter of deep and awful doubt, 
whether it might not be found light in the balance. Tormented by 
thoughts on which we need not dwell, he resolved, nevertheless, to 
remain at home, stifle his anxiety as he might, and await the pro- 
mised intelligence from the old man. It came, but it did not relieve 
liis concern. 

Sir Patrick Chartcris had not forgotten his promise to communi- 
cate to the Smith the plans of the fugitives. But amid the bustle 
occasioned by the movement of troops, he could not himself convey 
the intelligence. He therefore intrusted to his agent, Kitt ITensliaw, 
the task of making it known. But this worthy person, as the reader 
knows, was in the interest of Ramorny, whose business it was to 
conceal from every one, but especially from a lovor so active ancl 
daring as Henry, the real place of Catharine's residence, llensliaw 
therefore announced to the anxious Smith, that his friend the Glover 



THE FAIR MAID OF PEItTII. 


JOS 


as secure in the Highlands ; and though he affected to be more 
sserved on the subject of Catharine, he said little to contradict the 
elief that she as well as Simon shared the protection of the Clan 
tuhele. But he reiterated, in the name of Sir Patrick, assurances 
aat father and daughter were both well, and that Henry would best 
onsult liis own interest and their safety by remaining quiet and 
raiting the course of events. 

With fin agonised heart, therefore, Henry Gow determined to re- 
aain quiet till he had more certain intelligence, and employed him- 
elf in finishing a shirt of mail, which he intended should be the best 
empered, and the most finely polished, that his skilful hands lmd 
iver executed. This exercise of his craft pleased him better than 
my other occupation’which he could have qjiopted, and served as an 
ipology for secluding himself in his workshop, and shunning society, 
where the idle reports which were daily circulated served only to 
perplex and disturb him. He resolved to trust in the warm regard 
of Simon, the faith of his daughter, and the friendship of the Pro- 
test, who, -having so highly commended his valour in the combat* 
with Bonthron, would never, he thought, desert him at this extre- 
mity of his fortunes. Time, however, passed on day by day ; and it 
was not till Palin Suuday. was near approaching that Sir Patrick 
Charteris, having entered the city to make some arrangements for 
the ensuing combat, bethought himself of making a visit to the 
Smith of the Wynd. 

lie entered his workshop with an air of sympathy unusual to him, 
and which made Henry instantly augur that he brought bad news. 
jjTlie Smith caught the alarm, and the uplifted hammer was arrested 
in its descent upon the hcatfid iron, while the agitated arm that 
wielded it, strong before as that of n giant, became so powerless, 
that it was with difficulty Henry was able to place the weapon on the 
ground, instead of dropping it from his baud. 

“My poor Henry,” said Sir Patrick, “ I bring you but cold news 
^they arc uncertain, however; and, if true, they are such as a brave 
man like you should not take too deeply to heart.” ; 

“ In God’s name, my lord,” Baid Henry, “ I trust you bring no CYil 
iiew3 of Simon Glover or his daughter ? ” 

“ Touching themselves,” said Sir Patrick, no ; they are safe and 
well. But as to thee, llenry. my tidings are more cold. Kifct Ilcn- 
sliaw has, I think, apprised tliee that 1 had endeavoured to provide 
Catharine Glover with a safe protection in the house of an honour- 
able lady, the Duchess of Rothsay. But she hath declined the 
yharge ; and Catharine hath been sent to her father in the High- 
lands. What is worst is to come. Thou mayst have heard that 
Gilchrist Maclan is dead, and that his son Eachin, who was known 
in Perth as the apprentice of Old Simon, by the name of Conaehar, 
is now the Chief of Clan Quhele ; and I heard from one of my do- 
mestics that there is a strong rumour among the Maclans that the 
poling Chief .seeks the hand of Catharine in marriage. My do- 
mestic learned^this (as a secret, however) while in the Breadalbanc 
.country on some arrangements touching the ensuing combat. The 
thing is uncertain ; but, Henry, it wears a face of likeli hood.” 



tjik faiu MAin or mumi. 

“ Did your lordship’s servant see Simon Glover and h < daughter?*^ 
said Henry, struggling for breath, and coughing*, to vouccul lrom 
the Provost the excess of his agitation. 

“ lie did not,” said Sir Patrick; “the Highlanders Re ined jealous, 
and refused to permit him to speak to the old limn, ami he feared to 
alarm them hy asking to see Catharine. Besides he tasks no Gaelic,, 
nor had his informer much English, so there may be ; omc misiakc 
in the matter. Nevertheless there is such a report, ; ml I thought 
it host to tell it you. But you may he well assured tlmi the wedding* 
cannot go on till the affair of Palm Sunday be over; and I advise, 
you to take no step till we learn the circumstances of the matter, 
for certainty is most desirable, even when ifcJs painful. - Go you to 
the Council-house,” he folded, after a pause, “to speak about ifm pre- 
parations for the lists m the North Inch. You will ho welcome 
there.” 

“ No, my good lord.” 

“Well, 'Smith, 1 judge, by your brief answer, that you arc dfc 
.composed with this matter ; but after all, women are weathercocks, 
that is the truth on’t. Solomon and others have proved it before 
you.” 

And so Sir Patrick Charteris retired, fully convinced he had dis- 
charged the office of a comforter in the most satisfactory manner. 

With very different impressions did the unfortunate lover regard 
the tidings, and listen to the consoling commentary. 

“ The riovost,” lie said bitterly to hinfself, “ is an excellent man; 
marry, be holds his knighthood so high, that if he speaks nonsense, 
a poor man must hold it sense, as lie must praise dead ale if it be* 
handed to him in his lordship’s silvA* flagon . How would all this 
sound in another situation ? Suppose I were rolling down the steep 
descent of the Corrichie Dim, and before I came to the edge of the 
rock, comes iny Lord Provost, and cries, e Henry, there is a deep 
precipice, and I grieve to say you are in the fair way of rolling over 
it. But be not downcast, for Heaven may send a stone or a bush 
stop your progress. However, I thought it would be comfort to you 
to know the worst, which .you will he presently aware of. 1 do not. 
know how many hundred feet deep the precipice descends, hut you 
may form a judgment when you are at the bottom, for certainty is 
certainty. And hark ye, when come you to take a game at howls V 
And this gossip is to serve instead of any friendly attempt to save 
the poor wight’s neck ! When I think of this, I could go mad, seize 
my hammer, and break and destroy all around me. But 1 will be 
calm ; and if this Highland kite, who calls himself a falcon, should: 
stoop at my turtle-dove, he shall know whether a burgess of Perth 
can draw a bow or not.” 

Jt was now the Thursday before the fyted Palm Sunday, and the 
champions on either side were expected to arrive the next day* 
that they might have the interval of Saturday to rest, refresh tlien^ 
selves, and prepare for the combat. Two of three of each of tlufc 
contending parties were detached to receive directions about t-lui 
encampment of their little band, and such other instructions as 
might be necessary to the proper ordering r»f *lm fii.i.i ti..» 
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irut, therefore, surprised at scei -g a tall and powerful 1 ligh lm dor 
peering* anxiously about the wyi d in wl tich he Jived, in the manner 
in which the iiativ.es of a wild country examine the curiosities of one 
that is more civilised. The Smih’s heart rose against the man on 
account of his country, to which our Forth burgher bore a natural 
prejudice, and more especially :;3 he observed the individual wear 
the plaid peculiar to tlie Clan Qiihclc.. The sprig of oak-leaves, 
workcd.in silk, intimated also that the individual was one of those 
personal guards of young E^Jiin, upon whose exertions in tlie 
future battle so much reliance was placed by tlio.se of their clan. 

Having observed so much, 1 lenry withdrew into his smithy, for 
the sight of the man raised his passion ; and knowing that the High- 
lander camp plighted to a solemn combat, and could not bo the sub- 
ject of any inferior quarrel, he was resolvot? at least to avoid friendly 
intercourse with him. In a few minutes, however, the door of tlie 
smithy flew open, and, fluttering in his tartans, which greatly magni- 
fied his actual size, the Gael entered with the naughty step of a man 
'■conscious of a personal dignity superior to anything which he 
likely to meet with. lie stood looking around him. mid seemed to 
expect to be received with courtesy, and regarded with wonder. 
But Henry had no sort of inclination to indulge his vanity, and kept 
hammering away at a breastplate, which was lying upon his anvil, 
as if lie were not aware of his visitor’s presence. 

“Yon are tlie Gow Chrom ? ” (the bandy-legged smith,) said the 
1 liglilauder. « 

“ Those that wish to be crook-backed call me so,” answered Henry. 

“No offence meant,” said the Highlander; “but her own self 
^ comes to buy an armour.” • 

“ llcr own seifs bare shanks may trot hence with her,” answered 
Henry, I have none to sell.” 

“ If it was not within two days of Palm Sunday, herself would 
make you sing another song,” retorted the Gael. 

“ And being the day it is,” said Henry with the same conlemptu- 
; Ous indifference, “ I pray you to stand out of my light.” 

“ You are an uncivil person ; but her own self is fir nan ord 1 too ; 
■mid she knows the smith is fiery when the iron is hot.” 

“ If her naiusell be hammer-man hcrsell, her liainsell may make 
her nain harness,” replied 11 envy. 

f “And so her naiusell would, and never fash you for the matter; 
but it is said, Gow Ohrom> that you sing and whistle tunes over the 
swords and burnishes that you work, that have power to make the 
blades cut steel-links as if they were paper, and the plate and mail 
Ifcirn back steel lances as if they were boudlc prins ? ” 

“ They tell your ignorance any nonsense that Christian men refuse 
to believe,” said Henry. “ I whistle at my work whatever comes 
1 uppermost, like an honcst*craftsinan, and commonly it is the High- 
Llaii dm aii’s ‘ Ocli hone for Iioughmanstares ! ’ 2 My hammer goes 
Jfcaturally to that tune.”. 

IE “Friend, it is buft idle to .spur a horse when h is legs are liarn- 

l t. c. A man of tlio hammer. 

2 Sec Note 2 C. JTlovghmati Stctra. 
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shackled,” said the Highlander, haughtily. “ Her own self cannot 
fight even now, and there is little gallantry in taunting her thus.” 

“By nails and hammer, you are right there,” said the {Smith, alter- 
ing his tone. “ But speak out at once, friend, what is it thou wouldst 
have of me ? I am in no humour for dallying.” 

“A hauberk for her Chief, Eacliin Maclan said the Highlander. 
“You are a hammerman, you say? Are you a judge of this?” 
said our Smith, producing from a chest the mail-sliirt on which lie 
liad been lately employed. 

The Gael handled it with a degree of admiration which had some- 
thing of envy in it. lie looked curiously at every part of its texture, 
and at length declared it the very best piece jf armour that he had 
ever seen. 

“A hundred cows and bullocks, and a good drift of sheep, would 
he e'en ower cheap an offer,” said the Highlandman, by way of 
: tentative ; “ but her nainsell will never bid thee less, come by them 
how she can.” 

• < “ It is a fair proffer,” replied Ilenry; “ but gold nor gear will never ' 
buy that harness. I want to try my own sword on my own armour; 
and I will not give that mail-coat to any one but who will face me 
for the best of three blows and a thrust in the fair field ; and it is 
your Chiefs upon these terms.” 

“ Hut, prut, man— take a drink, and go to bed,” said the High- 
lander, in great scorn. “ Are ye mad? Think ye the Captain of 
the Clan Quhele will be brawling and battling with a bit Perth bur- 
gess body like you ? Whisht, man, and hearken. Her nainsell will 
ao ye mair credit than ever belonged to your kin. She will fight 
you fQr the fair harness hcrsell.” o 
“ She must first show that she is my match,” said Henry, with a 
grim smile. 

“ How! I, on$ of Eacliin Maclan's Leichtach, and not your match ! ” 
“You may? try* me, ii^you will. You say you are a fir nan ord- 
Do you know'how to cast a sledge-hammer ? ” 

* “Ay, truly— ask the eagle if lie can fly over Ferragon.” 

“But before you strive with me, you must first try a cast with one 
of my Leichtach. — Here, Hunter, stand forth for the honour of* 
Perth !— And now, Highlandman, there stands a row of hammers—, 
choose which you will, and let us to the garden.” 

The Highlander, whose name was Norman nan Ord, or Norman ' 
of the Hammer, showed his title to the epithet by selecting the largest 
hammer of the set, at which Henry smiled. Hunter, the Btout journey- 
man of the Smith, made what was called a prodigious cast ; but tlife 
Highlander, making a desperate effort, threw beyond it by two or 
three feet, and looked with an air of triumph to Ilenry, who again 
smiled in reply* 

“Will you mend that?” said the Gael, offering our Smith the 
hammer. 

“ Not with that child’s toy,” said Henry, “ which has scarce weight 
to fly against the wind.— Jauuiken, £jtph gie^SaiJisoif;. or one of you* 
help the boy, for Samson is Voffiewhat ponderous. ” ‘ • 

The hammer now produced was hair as heavy airain as that which * 
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the Highlander had selected ;m one of unusual weight Norman 
stood astonished ; hut lie was still more so when Henry, taking his 
position, swung the ponderous implement far behind liis right haunch 
joint, and dismissed it from his hand as if it had flown from » war- 
like engine. The air groaned and whistled as the mass flew through 
it. Down at length it came, and the iron head sunk a foot into the 
earth, a full yard beyond the east of Norman. 

The Highlander, defeated and mortified, went to the spot where 
the weapon lay, lifted it, poised it in his hand with great wonder, 
and examined it closely, as if lie expected to discover more in it 
than a common hammer. I fe at length returned it to the owner 
with a melancholy smile, shrugging his shoulders and shaking his 
head, as the Smith asked him whether lie t would not mend his cast. 

“Norman has lost too much at the sport already,” he replied. 
“ She has lost her own name of the Hammerer. But does her own 
self, the Gow Chrom , work at the anvil with that horse’s load of 
iron ? ” 

“You shall see, brother,” said Henry, leading the way to Ihw 
smithy. “ Hunter,” lie said, “ rax me that bar from the furnace ; ” 
and uplifting- Samson, as he called the monstrous hammer, he plied 
the metal with a hundred, strokes from l ight to left — now willi the 
right hand, now with the left, now with both, with so much strength 
at once and dexterity, that lie worked off a small but beautifully 
proportioned horseshoe in half the time that an ordinary smith 
would have taken for the* same purpose, using a more manageable 
implement. 

“Oigb, oigli ! ” said the Highlander, “and what for would you 
be fighting with our young GMnef, who is far above your standard, 
though you were the best smith ever wrought with wind and fire ? ” 

“ Hark you ! ” said Henry—" You seem a good fellow, and I’ll tell 
you the truth. Your master has wronged me, and I give him this 
harness freely for the chance of fighting hirMhyself.” 

“ Nay, if he hath wronged you, lie must meet you,” said the life- 
guardsman. “ To do a man wrong takes the eagle’s feather out bf 
. the Chief’s bonnet ; and were he the first in the Highlands, and to 
1 be sure so is Eachin, he must fight the man lie li&s wronged, or else 
a rose falls from his chaplet.” 

“Will you move him to this,” said llenry, “after the fight on 
1 Sunday ? ” 

“ Oh, her nainsell will do her best, if the hawks have not got her 
liainsell’s bones to pick; for you must know, brother, that Clan 
jr. Chattan’s claws pierce rather deep.” 

* “ The armour is your Chiefs on that condition,” said Henry; “but 
I will disgrace him before King and Court if he does not pay me 
the nrice • ” 

“ Deil a fear, deil a fear ; I will bring him in to the barracc my- ' 
• self,” said Norman, “ assuredly.” 

^ “ You will do me a pleasure,” replied Henry ; “ and that you mav 
remember you? promise, I will bestow on you this dirk. Look — If 
jiou hold it truly, and can strike between the mail-liood and the 

^ wiMiv niiomv +.W Hmr<r,oimn will bft needless.” 
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The Highlander was lavish in Ilia expressions of gratitude, and 
took his leave. . 

“ 1 have given him the best mail-harness I ever wrought , 9 said 
the Smith to himself, rather repenting his liberality, “ for the poor 
chance that ho will bring his Chief into a fair field with me ; and 
then let Catharine he his who can win her fairly. But much I 
dread the youth will find some evasion, unless lie have such luck on 
Palm Sunday as may induce him to try another combat. That is 
some hope, however ; for I have often, ere now, seen a raw young 
fellow shoot up after liis first fight, from a dwarf into a giaut- 
queller.” 

Thus, with little hope, but with the most determined resolution, 
Henry Smith awaited the time that should decide his fate. What 
made" him augur the worst, was the silence both of the Glover and 
of his daughter. They arc ashamed, he said, to confess the truth to 
me, and therefore they are silent. 

Upon the Friday at noon, the two bands of thirty men each, re- 
Resenting the contending Claus, arrived at the several points where 
they were to halt for refreshments. 

The Clan Qulicle was entertained hospitably at the rich Abbey of 
Scone, while the Provost regaled their rivals at his Castle of Kin- 
fauns ; the utmost care being taken to treat both parties with the 
most punctilious attention, and to afford neither an opportunity of 
complaining of partiality. All points of etiquette were, in the mean- 
while, discussed and settled by the Lord High Constable Errol, and 
the young Earl of Crawford, the former acting on the part of the 
Clan Clmttan, and the latter patronising the Clan Qulicle. Messen- 
gers were passing continually from tile one Earl to the other, and 
they held more than six meetings within thirty hours, before the 
ceremonial of the field could be exactly arranged. 

Meanwhile, in case mL revival of aucient quarrels, many seeds of 
which existed betwixt Wc burghers and their mountain neighbours, 
a proclamation commanded the citizens not to approach within half 
a' mile of the place where the Highlanders were quartered; while 
on their part the intended combatants were prohibited from ap- 
proaching Perth without special license. Troops were stationed to 
enforce this order, who did their charge so scrupulously, as to pre- 
vent Kimon Glover himself, burgess and citizen of Perth, from ap- 
proaching the town, because he owned having come thither at the 
same time with the champions of Eacliin Maclan, and wore a plaid 
around him of their check or pattern. This interruption prevented 
Billion from seeking out Henry Wynd, and possessing him with a 
true knowledge of all that had happened since their separation, 
which intercourse, had it taken place, must have materially altered 
the catastrophe of our narrative. 

On Saturday afternoon another arrival took place, which in- 
terested the city almost as much as the preparations for the expected 
combat. Tliis was the approach of the Eal’l Doujrlas, who rode 
through the town with a troop of only thirty horse, But all of whom 
were knights and gentlemen of the first consequence. Men’s eyes 
followed this dreaded peer as they pursue the flight of an eagle 
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through the clouds, unable to ken the course of the bird of Jove, yet 
silent, attentive, and as earnest in observing- him, as if they could 
guess the object for which he sweeps through the firmament. lie 
rode slowly through the city, mid passed out at the northern gate. 
He next alighted at the Dominican Convent, and desired to see the 
Duke of Albany. The Earl was introduced instantly, and received 
by the Duke with a manner which was meant to be graceful and con- 
ciliatory, but which could not conceal both art and inquietude. When 
the first greetings were over, the Earl said with great gravity, “ I 
bring you melancholy news. Your Grace's royal Nephew, the 
Duke of Rothsay, is no more, and I fear hath perished by some foul 
practices.” , 

“Practices!” said the Duke, in confusion, "what practices? — 
who dared practise on the heir of the Scottish throne?” 

“*Tis not for me to state how these doubts arise,” said Douglas — 
"hut men say the eagle was killed with an arrow fledged from liia 
own wing, and the oak trunk rent by a wedge of the same wood. 

“ Earl of Douglas,” said the Duke of Albany, “ I am no readSjTof 
riddles.” 

“Nor am I a pronoundcr of them,” said Douglas, haughtily. 

“ Your Grace will find particulars in these papers worthy of perusal. 

I will go for half an hour to the cloister garden, 1 and then rejoin 
you.” 

“ You go not to the King, my lord ?” said Albany. 

“No,” answered Doflglas; “1 trust your Grace will agree with 
mo Unit we should conceal this great family misfortune from our 
Sovereign till the business of to-morrow he decided.” 

“ I willingly agree,” said®\lbany. “ If the King heard of this loss, 
lie could not witness the combat: and if he appear not in person, 
these men are likely to refuse to fight, and the whole work is east 
loose. Rut 1 pray you sit down, my lords'll ilo I read these melan- 
choly papers respecting poor Rothsay.” 

lie passed the papers through his hands, turning some over with . 
a hasty glance, and dwelling on others as if their contents had been 
of the hist importance. When lie had spent nearly a quarter of an 
hour in this maimer, lie raised his eyes, and said very gravely, “ My 
lord, in these most melancholy documents it is yet a comfort to see 
nothing which can renew the divisions in the King’s councils, which 
were settled by the last solemn agreement between your lordship and 
myself. My unhappy nephew was by that agreement to be set aside 
until Time should send him a graver judgment. He is now removed 
by Fate, and our purpose in that matter is anticipated and rendered 
unnecessary.” 

“ If your Grace,” replied the Earl, “ sees nothing to disturb the 
good understanding wliich the tranquillity and safety of Scotland 
require should exist between us, I am not so ill a friend of my 
country as to look closely for such.” 

“ 1 understand yoh, my Lord of Douglas,” said Albany, eagerly. 

44 You hastily judged that I should be offended with your lordship for 


l Se« Note 2 D. ( Hardens of the Dominium Concent. 
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exercising' your powers of Lieutenancy, and punishing the detestable 
murderers within my' territory of Falkland. Credit me, on the con- 
trary, I am obliged to your lordship for taking out of my hands the 
punishment of these wretches, as it would have broken iny heart 
even to have looked on them. The Scottish Parliament will inquire, 
doubtless, into this sacrilegious deed; and happy am I that the 
avenging sword has been in the hand of a man so important as your 
lordship. Our communication together, as your lordship must well 
recollect, bore only concerning a proposed restraint of iny unfortu- 
nate nephew, until the advance of a year or two had taught him dis- 
cretion?” 

“Such was certainly your Grace’s purpose, as expressed to me,” 
said the Earl ; “ I can safety avouch it.” 

“ Why, then, noble Earl, we cannot be censured, because villains, 
for their own revengeful ends, appear to have engrafted a bloody 
termination on our honest purpose? ” 

“ The Parliament will judge it after their wisdom,” said Douglas, 
my part, my conscience acquits me.” 

“ And mine assoilzies me” said the Duke with solemnity. “ Now, 
my lord, touching the custody of the hoy James, 1 who succeeds to 
his father’s claims of inheritance?” 

“ The King must decide it,” said Douglas, impatient of the confer- 
ence. “ 1 will consent to his residence anywhere save at Stirling, 
Doune, or Falkland.” 

With that lie left the apartment abruptly.® 

■ ;,.V ‘ He is gone,” muttered the crafty Albany, “ and lie must be my 
ally — yet feels himself disposed to he my mortal foe. No matter— 
Rothsay sleeps with his fathers— James lfcay follow in time, and then 
—a crown is the recompense of my perplexities.” 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Tbretty for tbretty faucht in Barrens, 

At Sanct Johnstoun on a day besyde the Black Freris. 

Wyntoun. 

Palm Sunday now dawned. At an earlier period of the Christian 
Church, the use of any of the days of Passion Week for the purpose of 
combat, would have been accounted a profanity worthy of excommuni- 
cation. The Church of Rome, to her infinite honour, had decided, that 
during the holy season of Easter, when the redemption of man from 
tyia fallen state was accomplished, the sword of war should be sheathed, 
and angry monarchs should respect the season termed the Truce of 
God. The ferocious violence of the latter wars betwixt Scotland 
and England had destroyed all observance of this decent and religi- 
ous ordinance. Very often the most solemn occasions were chosen 

1 Second eon of Robert III., brother of the unfortunate Duke of Roth say, and after- 
wards King James L of Scotland. 
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by one party for an attack, because they hoped to find the other en- 
gaged in religious duties, and unprovided for defence. Thus the 
truce, once considered as proper to the season, had been discon- 
tinued ; and it became not unusual even to select the sacred festivals 
of the Church for decision of the trial by combat, to which this in- 
.tended contest bore a considerable resemblance. 

On the present occasion, however, the duties of the day were ob- 
served with the usual solemnity, and the combatants themselves took 
share in them. Bearing branches of yew in their hands, as the readi- 
est substitute for palm boughs, they marched respectively to the 
Dominican and Carthusian convents, to hear High Mass, and, by a 
show at least of devotion, to prepare themselves for the bloody strife 
of the day. Great care hart of courseJ)een taken that, during this 
march, they should not even come within the sound of each other’s 
bagpipes; for it was certain that, like game-cocks exchanging mutual 
notes of defiance, they would have sought out and attacked each 
other before they arrived at the place of combat. 

The citizens of Perth crowded to see the unusual processiqj^fon 
the streets, and thronged the churches where the two clans attended 
their devotions, to witness their behaviour, and to form a judgment 
from their appearance which was most likely to obtain the advantage 
in the approaching conflict. Their demeanour in the church, al- 
though not habitual frequenters of places of devotion, was perfectly 
decorous; and, notwithstanding their wild and untamed dispositions, 
there were few of the mountaineers who seemed affected either with 
curiosity or wonder. They appeared to think it beneath their dig- 
nity of character to testify either curiosity or surprise at many things 
winch were probably then presented to them for the first time. 

On the issue of the combat, few even of the most competent judges 
dared venture a prediction ; although the great size of Torquil and 
his eight stalwart sons, induced some who professed themselves judges 
of the thews and sinews of men, to incline to ascribe the advantage 
to the party of the Clan Qtihele. The opinion of the female sex was 
much decided by the handsome form, noble countenance, and gallant 
demeanour of ilia chin Mac Ian. There were more than one who 
imagined they had recollection of Ins features; but his splendid mili- 
tary attire rendered the humble Glover’s apprentice unrecognisable 
in the young Highland Chief, saving by one person. 

That person, as may well be supposed, was the Smith of the Wynd, 
who had been the foremost in the crowd that thronged to see the 
gallant champions of Clan Quhele. It was with mingled feelings of 
dislike, jealousy, and something approaching to admiration, that he 
saw the Glover’s apprentice stripped of his mean slough, and blazing 
forth as a chieftain, who, by his quick eye and gallant demeanour, 
tlio noble shape of his brow and throat, his splcnded arms and well- 
proportioned limbs, seemed well worthy to hold the foremost rank 
among men selected to live or die for the honour of their race.. The 
Smith could hardly think that he looked upon the same passionate 
boy whom fie had brushed off as he might a wasp that stung him, 
ami, in mere compassion, forbore to despatch by treading on him. 

“ He looks it gallantly with my noble hauberk,” thus muttered 
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Henry to himself, " the best I ever wrought. Yet if he and 1 stood 
together where there was neither hand to help nor eye to see, by all 
that is blessed in this holy church, the good harness should return to 
its owner ! All that I am worth would I give for three fair blows on 
his shoulders to undo my own best work ; but such happiness will 
never be mine. If he escape from the conflict, it* will be with so high 
a character for courage, that lie may well disdain to put his fortune, 
in its freshness, to the risk of an encounter with a poor burgess like 
myself. lie will tight by his champion, and turn me over to my fel- 
low-craftsman the Hammerer, when all I can reap will be the 
pleasure of knocking a Highland bullock on the head. If I could 
but see Simon Glover !— I will to the other church in quest of him, 
since for sure he must have come down from theflighlauds.” 

The congregation was racing from the Church of the Dominicans 
when the Smith formed this determination, which ho endeavoured to 
carry into speedy execution, by thrusting through the crowd as hastily 
as the solemnity of the place and occasion would permit. In making 
brawny through the press, he was at one instant carried, so close to 
Eaemn that their eyes encountered. The Smith’s hardy and em- 
browned countenance coloured up like the heated iron on which he 
wrought, and retained its dark-red hue for several minutes. EadnVs 
features glowed with a brighter blush of indignation, and a glance 
of fiery hatred was shot from his eyes. But. the sudden flush died 
away in ashy paleness, and his gaze instantly avoided the unfriendly 
hut steady look with which it was encountered. 

TorquiJ, whose eye never quitted his foster-son, saw his emotion, 
and looked anxiously around to discover the cause. But Henry was 
already at a distance, and hastening on l&is way to the Carthusian 
Convent. Here also the religious service of the day was ended; 
and those who had so lately borne palms in honour of the great, 
event, which brought peace on earth and good-will to the children of 
men, were now streaming to the place of combat; some prepared to 
take the lives of their fellow-creatures, or to lose their own ; others 
• to view the deadly strife, with the savage delight which the heathens 
took in the contests of their gladiators. 

The crowd was so great that any other person might well have 
despaired of making way through it. But. the general deference 
entertained for Henry of the Wynd, as the Champion of Perth, and 
the universal sense of his ability to force a passage, induced all to 
unite in yielding room For him, *so that he was presently quite close 
to the warriors of the Clan Chattan. Their pipers marched at the 
head of their column. Next followed the well-known banner, dis- 
playing a mountain cat rampant, with the appropriate caution— 
“Touch not the cat but (?.e. without) the glove.” The Chief fol- 
lowed with his two-handed sword advanced, as if to protect tlio 
emblem of the tribe. lie was a man of midtllo stature, more than 
fifty years old, but betraying, neither in features nor form, any decay 
of strength, or symptoms of age. , 

His dark-red close-curled locks were in part chcqueivd by a few 
grizzled hairs, but his step and gesture were as light in the dance, 
in the chase, or in the battle, as if he had not passed his thirtieth 
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* year. ITis grey eye gleamed with a wild light, expressive of valour 
and ferocity mingled ; but wisdom and experience dwelt on the ex- 
pression of ‘his forehead, eyebrows, and lips. The chosen champions 
followed oy two and two. There was a cast of anxiety on several of 
their faces, for they had that morning discovered the absence of one 
of their appointed number; and, in a contest so desperate as was 
expected, the loss seemed a matter of importance to all save to 
their high-mettled Chief, MacGillie Ghatfcanach. 

“ Say nothing to the Saxons of his absence,” said this bold leader, 
when the diminution of liis force was reported to him. “Tho false 
Lowland tongues might say that one of Clan Cliattan was a coward, 
and perhaps that the rest favoured his escape, in order to have a 
pretence to avoid tlje battle. I am sure that Fcrquhard Day will be 
found in the ranks ere we are ready for Jmttlc; or. if lie should not, 
am not. 1 man enough for two of the Clan Quire' e ? or would we not 
light them fifteen to thirty, rather than lose the renown that this day 
will bring ns: ” 

The tribe received the brave speech of their leader with applause, 
yet there were anxious looks thrown out in hopes of csjivingM&e 
return of the deserter; and perhaps the Chief himself was "the only 
one of the determined hand who was totally indifferent on the subject. 

They marched on through the streets without seeing anything of 
Fcrqunard Day, who, many a mile beyond the mountains, was busied 
in receiving such indemnification as successful love could bestow for 
the loss of honour. MacGillie Chattanach marched on without 
seeming to observe the* absence of the deserter, and entered upon 
the North Inch, a beautiful and level plain, closely adjacent to the 
city, and appropriated to the martial exercises of the inhabitants. 

The plain is washed on %ne side by the deep and swelling Tay. 
There was erected within it a strong palisade, enclosing on three sides 
a space of one hundred and fifty yards in length, and seventy-four 
yards in width. Tin* fourth side of the li-ts was: considered as suffi- 
ciently fenced by the river. An amphitheatre, for the accommodation 
of spectators surrounded the palisade, leaving a large space free to 
be occupied by armed men on foot and horseback, and for the rtiovc ' 
ordinary class of spectators. A l the extremity of the lists, which was 
nearest to the city, there was a range of elevated galleries for the 
King and his courtiers, so highly decorated with rustic treillage, 
intermingled with gilded ornaments, that the spot retains to this day 
tlie name of the Golden, or Gilded Arbour. . 

The mountain minstrelsy, which sounded tSp appropriate pibroch.-? 
or battle-times of tho rival confederacies waa silent when they 
entered on the Inch, for such was the order which had been given. 
Two stately, but aged warriors, each bearing the banner of his tribe, 
advanced to the opposite extremities of the lists, and pitching their 
standards into the ea**Lh, prepared to he spectators of a light in 
which they were, not to join. The pipers, who were also to be neutral 
in the strife, took their’ places by their respective hr attach*. 

The muiytude ftceived both bands by the same general shout, 
with which on similar occasions they welcome those from whose 
exertion they expect amusement, or" what they term sport. The 



T1I11 FAIR MAID OF PERTH. 


314 

destined combatants returned no answer to tins greeting, but c/icl/ 
party advanced to the opposite extremities of the lists, where were 
entrances by which they were to be admitted to the interior. A 
strong body of men-at-arms guarded either access; and the Earl 
Marshal at the one, and the Lord High Constable at the other, care- 
fully examined each individual, to see whether he had the appropri- 
ate arms, being* steel-cap, mail-shirt, two-handed sword, and dagger. 
They also examined the numbers of each party ; and great was the 
alarm among the multitude, when the Earl of Errol held up his 
hand and cried,— “ Ilo !— The combat cannot proceed, for the Clan 
Cliaftan lack one of their number.” 

“What reck of that?” said the young Earl of Crawford; “(hey 
should have counted better ere they left home.”* 

The Earl Marshal, lioworer, agreed with the Constable, that the 
fight could not proceed until the inequality should be removed ; and 
a general apprehension was excited in the assembled multitude, that 
after all the preparation there would be no battle. 

Of all present, there were only two perhaps who rejoiced at the 
pM^pect of the combat being adjourned ; and these were, the Captain 
of the Clan Quhele, and the tender-hearted King Robert. Mean- 
while the two Chiefs, each attended by a special friend and adviser, 
met in the midst of the lists, having, to assist them in determining 
what was to be done, the Earl Marshal, the Lord High Constable, 
the Earl of Crawford, and Sir Patrick Charlcris. The Chief of the 
Clan Chattan declared himself willing and desirous of fighting upon 
the spot, without regard to the disparity of numbers.” 

“ That,” said Torquil of the Oak, iS Clan Quhele will never consent 
to. You can never win honour from us with the sword, and you seek 
hut a subterfuge, that you may say wlufii you are defeated, as you 
know you will be, that it was for want of the number of your band 
fully counted out. Blit I make a proposal— Fcrquhard Day was the 
youngest of your band, Eacliin Maclan is the youngest of ours— we 
will set him aside in place of the man who has fled from the combat.” 

“A most unjust and unequal proposal,” exclaimed Toshach Beg, 
the Second, as he might be termed, of MacGillio Chattanacli. “ The 
life of the Chief is to the Clan the breath of our nostrils, nor will we 
ever consent that our Chief shall be exposed to dangers which the 
Captain of Clan Quhele does not share.” 

Torquil saw with deep anxiety that his plau was about to fail, when 
the objection was made to Hector's being withdrawn from the battle ; 
amd he was meditating how to support his proposal when Eachin 
himself interfered. His timidity, it must be observed, was not of 
that sordid and selfish naturp which induces those who are infected 
by it calmly to submit to dishonour rather than risk danger. On the 
contrary, lie was morally brave, though constitutionally timid, and 
the shame of avoiding the combat became* at the moment more 
powerful than the fear of facing it. 

“ I will not hear,” he said, “ of a scheme which will leave my sword 
sheathed during this. clay’s glorious combat: If T am yoyng m arms, 
there arc enough of brave men around me, whom I may imitate if I 
cannot equal.” 
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lie spoke these words in a spirit, which imposed oil Torquil, and 
.icrhaps on the young Chief himself. 

“Now, God bless his noble heart! ” said the foster-father to him- 
self. “ 1 was sure the foul spell would be broken through, ami that 
Lhe tardy spirit which besieged him would liy at the sound of the 
pipe and the first flutter of the Brail ach ! ” 

“Hear me, Lord Marshal,” said the Constable. “The hour of 
combat may not be much longer postponed, for the day approaches 
to high noon. Let the Chief of Clan Chat tan take the half hour 
which remains, to find, if he can, a substitute for this deserter; if he 
cannot, let them fight as they stand.” 

“Content I am,” said the Marshal, “ though as none of his own 
clan are nearer than fifty miles, 1 see not how MacGillie Chattanach 
is to find an auxiliary.” • 

“That is his business,” said the High Constable ; “but if he offers 
a high reward, there are enough of stout yeomen surrounding the 
lists, who will be glad enough to stretch their limbs in such a game 
as is expected. 1 myself, did my quality and charge permit, would 
blithely take a turn of work amongst these wild fellows, and thinflnt 
fame won.” 

They communicated their decision to the Highlanders, and the 
Chief of the Clan Chattan replied, — “You have judged impartially 
ami nobly, my lords, and I deem myself obliged to follow your direc- 
tion. — So make proclamation, heralds, that if any one will take his 
share with Clan Chattan 4>f the honours and chances of this day, he 
shall have present payment of a gold crown, and liberty to light to 
the death in my ranks.” 

“ You arc something cliarjj of your treasure, Chief,” said the Marl 
Marshal ; “ a gold crown is poor payment for such a campaign as is 
before you.” 

“If there be any man willing to fight for honour,” replied Mac- 
Gillie Chattanach, “ the price will be enough ; and I want not the 
service of a fellow who draws his sword for gold alone.” 

The heralds had made their progress, moving halfway round the 
lists, stopping from time to time, to. make proclamation as they had 
been directed, without the least apparent disposition on the part of 
any one to accept of the proffered enlistment. Some sneered at the 
poverty of the Highlanders, who set so mean a price upon such a 
desperate service. Others affected resentment, that they should 
esteem tlic blood of citizens so lightly. None showod the slightest 
intention to undertake the task proposed, until the sound of the pro- 
clamation reached Ilenry of the Wynd, as he stood without the bar- 
rier, speaking from time to time with Bailie Craigdallic, or rather 
listening vaguely to what the magistrate was saying to him. 

“ Ila ! what proclaim they ? ” he cried out 

“ A liberal offer on tlfe part of MacGillie Chattanach,” said the 
Host of the Griffin, “ who proposes a gold crown to any one who 
will turn wildcat fo£ the day, and be killed a little in his service I 
That's all.” • 

“ How ?” exclaimed the Smith, eagerly, “ do they make proclama- 
tion for a man to fight against the Clan Quhele? n 
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“ Ay, marry do they,” said Griffin; “hut I think they will find ' 
no such fools in Perth.” 

Tic had hardly said the word, when he beheld the Hm i (J 1 clear the 
harriers at a single hound, and alight in the lists, saying, “ Here am 
I, Sir Herald, Henry of t lie Wynd, willing* to do battle ■ *n the port 
of the Clan Chattan.” 

A cry of admiration ran through the multitude, whil the grave - 
burghers, not being able to conceive the slightest reason for Henry’s 
behaviour, concluded that his head must be absolutely .'urn oil with 
the love of fighting. The Provost was especially shock' d. 

“ Thou art mad,” he said, “ Henry ! Thou hast neither i wo-handed 
sword nor shirt- of mail.” 

“Truly no,” said Henry, “ for I parted -will* a mail- s’ irt. which i 
had made for myself, to yonder gay Chief of the Clan ■ >uhok\ who 
will soon find on his shoulders with what sort of blow:* 1 clink :ny 
rivets! As for two-handed sword, why (his boy’s brand will serve 
my him till I can master a heavier one.” 

“Tin's must not he,” said Errol. “Hark thee, armourer, by Saint*' 
tyftvry, ilimi sholfc have my Milan hauberk and good Spanish sword. ” 

*■' 1 thank your noble, earl ship, Sir Gilbert Ilay; hut, the yoke with 
which your brave ancestor turned the battle at Lon early would serve 
my turn well enough. I am lit, tie used to sword or harness that 1 
have not wrought myself, because I do not well know what blows 
the. one will bear out without being cracked, or the other lay on 
w itliout snapping.” % 

The cry had in the meanwhile run through the multitude, and 
passed into the town, that the dauntless Smith wns about to fight 
without, armour, when, just as the fate^l hour was approaching, the 
shrill voice of a female was heard screaming for passage through 
the « rowd. The multitude gave place to her importunity, and she 
advanced, breathless with haste, tin dor the burden of a mail hauberk 
find a large two-handed sword. The widow of Oliver Proudfule 
was soon recognised, and the arms which she bore were those of the 
Smith himself, which, occupied by her husband on the fatal evening 
when he was murdered, had been naturally conveyed to liis house 
with the dead body, and were now, by the exertions of his grateful 
widow, brought to the lists at a moment when such proved weapons 
wore of the last consequence to their owner. Henry joyfully re- 
ceived the well-known arms, and the widow with trembling haste 
assisted in putting them on, and then took leave of him saving, “God 
for the champion of the widow and orphan, and ill-luclc to all who 
come before him !” 

Confident at feeling himself in his well-proved armour, Henry 
shook himself as if to settle the steel-shirt around him, and, un- 
sheathing the two-handed sword, made it flourish over his head, cut- 
ting the air through which it whistled in the form of the figure eight, 
with an ease and sleight of hand that proved howpowerfully ami 
skilfully he could wield the ponderous weapon. The champions 
were now ordered to march in their turns aroind thejists, crossing 
so as to avoid meeting each other, and making obeisance ns thev . 
passed' the Golden Arbour where the King was seated. 
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bile this course was performing-, most of the spectators were 
n curiously comparing the stature, limbs, and sinews of the two 
ies, and cmdcavouring to form a eonjoctuvo as to the probable 
e of the combat. The feud of a hundred years, with all its acts 
"■gross ion and retaliation, was concentrated in the bosom of each 
ihatant. Their countenances seemed fiercely writhcn into the 
lost, expression of pride, lmte, and a desperate purpose of fight* 
to the very last. 

T.o spectators murmured a joyful applause, in high-wrought ex- 
■f at ion of the bloody game. Wagers were offered and accepted 
h on the general i-wio of the confl’«*t, and on the feats of particular 
millions. The clear, frank, and elated look of Henry Smith ren- 
ted him a general favourite among' the spectators, and odds, to 
' the modern expression, were taken, that he would kill three of 
-■pp on cuts before, lie himself fell. Scarcely was the 8rnit h equipped 
* the combat, when the commands of the Chiefs ordered the chain- 
ms into their places; and at th ; same moment Henry heard the 
ice of Pinion Clover issuing from the crowd, who wore now r.Ihn.u 
tli expectation, and calling on him, “ llarry 8mii.li, Harry Smitll* 
liat madness hath possessed thee ? ” 

“ Ay, lie wishes to save Ill’s hopeful son-in-law, that is, or is to ho, 

oiii *tlie .Smith’s handling,* 7 was Henry’s first thought Ids second 

as to turn and speak with him— and his third, that he could on no 
rotoxt desert the band which lie had joined, or even seem desirous 
> delnv ti»e fight, consistently with honour. 

He. turned himself therefore, to the business of flic- hour. Unfh 
arlies wore disposed by the respective Chiefs in three, lines, each 
ontaiuing ten men. They wye arranged with such intervals be- 
ween each individual as offered him scope to wield his sword, the 
dado of which was five feet Jong, not including the handle. The 
second and third lines were to conic up as reserves, in ease the first, 
experienced disaster. On the right of the array of CL n (Jnhcle, the 
Chief, Eaehin Abadan, placed himself in the second line betwixt two 
of his foster-brothers, h’onr of them occupied the right of the first fc 
line, whilst the father and two others prnfecied the rear of the be- 
hoved chieftain. Tovcjnil, in particular, kept close behind, for tin* 
purpose of covering lmn. Thus Kuchin stood in the centre of nine 
of the strongest men of liis band, having four especial defenders in 
■front, one on each hand, and three in his rear. 

The line of the Clan Clmttan was arranged in precisely the same 
order, only that the Chief occupied the centre of the middle rank. 
..instead of being on the extreme right. This induced Henry Smith, 
who saw in the opposing bands only one enemy, and that was the 
unhappy Eaehin, to propose placing himself on the left of the front 
rank of the Clan Clmttan. But the leader disapproved of this ar- 
rangement; and having rerflinded Henry that he owed him obedience, 
aa having taken wages at his hand, he commanded him to occupy 
the space in the third Jine, immediately behind himself— a post of 
honour, certainly, which Henry could not decline, though lie accepted 
of it with reluctance. _ , , , 

^Vlien the clans were thus drawn up opposed to each other, they 
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intimated their feudal animosity, and their eagerness to engage, byj 
a wild scream, which, uttered by the Clan Quhele, was answered and j 
echoed back by the Clan Chattan — the whole at the sameHime shaking^ 
their Bwords, and menacing each other, as if they meant to conquer 
the imagination of their opponents ere they mingled in the actual 
strife. 

At this trying moment, Torquil, who had never feared for himself, 
was agitated with alarm on the part of his Dault, yet consoled by 
observing that lie kept a determined posture; and that the few 
words which lie spoke to his clan were delivered boldly, and well \ 
calculated to animate them to combat, as expressing his resolution- " 
to partake their fate in dcatli or victory. But there was no time for 
further observation. The trumpets of the*King sounded a charge, 
the bagpipes blew up tlieir screaming and maddening notes, and the 
combatants, starting forward in regular order, and increasing their 
pace till they came to a smart run, met together in the centre of the 
ground, as a furious land torrent encounters an advancing tide. 

For an instant or two the front lines, hewing at each other with 
Tlieir long swords, seemed engaged in a succession of single combats; 
but the second and third ranks soon came up on either side, actuated 
alike by the eagerness of hatred and the thirst of honour, pressed 
through the intervals, and rendered the scene a tumultuous chaos, 
over which the huge swords rose and sunk, some still glittering, 
others streaming with blood, appearing, from the wild rapidity with 
which they were swayed, rather to be put in motion by some com- 
plicated machinery, than to be wielded by human hands. Some of 
the combatants, too much crowded together to use those lon« 
weapons, had already betaken themsrdves to tlieir poniards, and en- 
deavoured to get within the sword-sweep of those opposed to them. 
In the mean time blood flowed fast, and the groans of those who fell 
began to mingle with the cries of those who fought ; for, according* 
to the manner of the Highlanders at all times, they could hardly be 
said to shout, but to yell. Those of the spectators, frliose eves were 
best accustomed to such scenes of blood and confusion, could never- 
theless discover no advantage yet acquired by either party. The v 
conflict swayed, indeed, at different intervals forwards or back-* 
wards, but it was only in momentary superiority, which the party 
who acquired it almost instantly lost by a corresponding exertion on 
the other side. The wild notes of the pipers wefe still heard above 
the tumult-, and stimulated to farther exertions the fury of the com- 
batants. 

At once, however, and as if by mutual agreement, the instruments 
sounded a retreat : it was expressed in wailing notes, which seemed 
to imply a dirge for the fallen. The two parties disengaged them- 
selves from each other, to take breath for a few minutes. The eyes 
of the spectators greedily surveyed the Shattered array of the com- 
batants as they drew off from the contest, but found it still impossible 
to decide which had sustained the greater lvss. It seemed as if the 
Clan Chattan had lost rather fewer men than theirantngonists ; but 
in compensation, the bloody plaids and shirts of their party (for 
several on both sides lmd thrown their mantles away) showed lyore 
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iided men than the Clan Quliele. About twenty of both sides 
on the field dead or dying ; and arms and legs lopped off, heads 
i to the chin, slashes deep through the shoulder iuto the breast 
wed at once the fury of the combat, the ghastly character of the 
ipons used, and the fatal strength of the arms which wielded them. 

3 Chief of the Clan Chattan had behaved himself with the most 
ermined courage, and was slightly wounded. Eacliin also had 
ght with spirit, surrounded by his bodyguard. His sword was 
ody ; his bearing bold and warlike ; and he smiled when old Tor- 
.1, folding him m his arms, loaded him with praises and with 
ssings. 

The two Chiefs, after allowing their followers to breathe for the 
ice of about ton minifies, again drew up in their files, diminished 
nearly one -third of their original numner. They now chose 
eir ground nearer to the river than that on which they had for- 
srly encountered, which was encumbered with the wounded and 
c slain. Some of the former were observed, from time to time, to 
ise themselves to gain a glimpse of the field, and sink back, most 
' them to die from the effusion of blood which poured from th? 
rrific gashes inflicted by the claymore. 

llarry Smith was easily distinguished by his Lowland habit, as 
ell as his remaining on the spot where they had first encountered, 
here he stood leaning on a sword beside a corpse, whose bonneted 
cad, carried to ten yards’ distance from the body by the force of the 
low which had swept it oft exhibited the oak-leaf, the appropriate 
ruament of the bodyguard of Eacliin Maclan. Since he slew this 
,ian, Henry had not struck a blow, but had contented himself with 
yarding oft* many that were de*lt at himself, and some which were 
iraed at the Chief. MacGillie Chattanach became alarmed, when, 
laving given the signal that his men should again draw together, 
le observed that his powerful recruit remained at a distance from 
die ranks, and showed little disposition to join them. 

“ What ails thee, man ? ” said the Chief. “ Can so strong a body 
have a mean and cowardly spirit? Come and make in to the 
combat.” 

* “ You as good as called me hireling but now,” replied Henry— “if 
I am such,” pointing to the headless corpse, “ I have done enough 
for my day’s wage.” 

‘ “lie that serves me without counting his hours,” replied the C hief, 
“1 reward him without reckoning wages.” 

“ Then,” said the Smith, “ I fight as a volunteer, and in the post 
which best likes me.” 

“ All that is at your own discretion,” replied MacGillie Chattanach, 
who saw the prudence of humouring an auxiliary of such promise. 

“ It is enough,” said Henry ; and shouldering his heavy weapon, 
lie joined the rest of the combatants with alacrity, and placed himself 
opposite to the Chief of the Clan Quliele. 

> It was then for the fir* t time, that Eachin showed some uncertainty. 
He liad long looked up to Henry as the best combatant which Perth and 
its neighbourhood could bring into the lists. His hatred to him as a 
riY$U was mingled with recollection of the ease with which he had 
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once, though unarmed, foiled his own sudden and desperate attack 
and wlien lie beheld him with his eyes fixed in his direction, tlie drip.* 
ping sword in his hand, and obviously meditating an attack on him 
individually, his courage fell, and he gave symptoms of wavering, 
which did not escape his foster-father. 

It was lucky for Each in, that Torquil was incapable, from the for- 
mation of his own temper, and that of those with whom lie had lived, 
to conceive the idea of one of his own tribe, much less of his Chief 
and foster-son, being, deficient in animal courage. Could he have 
imagined this, his grief and rage might have driven him to the fiero# 
extremity of taking Eachin’s life, to save him from staining his 
honour. But his mind rejected the idea thpt his Dault was a per- 
sonal coward, as something which was monstrous and unnatural. 
That he was under the influence of enchantment, was a solution 
which superstition had suggested, and he now anxiously, but in a 
whisper, demanded of Hector, “ Does the spell now darken thy spirit. 
lllMjlliu?” 

“Yes, wretch that I am,” answered the unhappy youth; “and 
yonder stands the fell enchanter ! 99 

“ What ! ” exclaimed Torquil, <£ and you wear harness of his mak- 
ing ? — Norman, miserable boy, why brought you that accursed mail?” 

“ If my arrow has flown astray, I can but shoot my life after it,” 
answered Norman-nan-Ord — “ Stand firm, you shall see me break the 
spell.” 

“Yes, stand firm,” said Torquil. “He may be a fell enchanter; 
but my own car lias heard, and my own tongue has told, that EacJiim 
shall leave the battle Avhole, free, and unwounded — let ns see the 
Saxon wizard who can gainsay that.* He may be a strong man, but 
the fair forest of the oak shall fall, stock and hough, ere lie lay a 
finger on my Dault. King around him, my sons, — lias air so a 
Eachin / ” 

Tlie sons of Torquil shouted back the words, which signify, “ Death 
fur Hector.” 

■ Encourage d by their devotion, Eachiii renewed his spirit, and called 
boldly to the minstrels of his clan, “ Seid suas,” that is, Strike up. 

’I ho wild pibroch again sounded the onset; hut the two parties 
approached each other more slowly than at first, as men who knew 
and respected each other’s valour. Henry Wynd, in his impatience* 
to begin the contest, advanced before the Clan Chattan, and signed 
to Kuchin u> come on. Norman, however, sprang forward to cover 
his foster-brother, and there was a general, thorn,’ • ’omentary pause^ 
as if both parties were willing to obtain an omen of the fate of the 
day, from the event, of this duel. The Highlander advanced, with 
his large sword uplifted, as in act to strike ; but just as he came within 
sword's length he dropt the long and cumbrous weapon, leapt lightly 
over the Smith’s sword, as he fetched a cut at him, drew his dagger, 
and being thus within Henry's guard, struck him with the weapon 
(his own gift) on the side of the throat, directing the blow downwards 
into the chest, and calling aloud at the same time. “ You taught me 
the stab ! '' 

But Ilenry Wynd wore his own good hauberk, doubly- defended 
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with a lining of tempered steel, llad lie been less surely armed his 
combats had been ended for ever. Even as it was lie was slightly 

“Fool! ” lie replied, striking- Norman a blow with the pommel of 
his long sword, which made him stagger backwards, “you were 
taught the thrust, but not the parry • and fetching a blow at his 
antagonist, which cleft his skull through the steel cap, lie strode over 
the lifeless body to engage the young Chief, who now stood open 
before him. 

But the sonorous voice of Torquil thundered out, “ Far eilair son 
Eachin ! ” (Another for Hector !) and the two brethren who flanked 
their Chief on each side, thrust forward upon Henry, and, striking 
both at once, compelled him to keep the defensive. 

“ Forward, race of the Tiger Cat! ” cried MacGillie Chattanach ; 
“save the brave Saxon ; let these kites feel your talons! " 

Already much wounded, the Chief dragged himself up to the 
Smith’s assistance, and cut down one of the, Leichtach by whom he 
was assailed. Henry’s own good sword rid him of the Other. ^ 

“ Heist air son, Eachin ! ” (Again for Hector), shouted the faithful 
foster-father. 

“ Jias air son Eachin ! ” (Death for Hector), answered two more 
of his devoted sons, and opposed themselves to tbe fury of the Smith, 
and those who had come to his aid ; while Eachin, moving towards 
the left wing of the battle, sought loss formidable adversaries, ami 
again, by some show of vftlour, revived the sinking hopes of his fol- 
lowers. Tlie two children of the oak, who had covered this movement, 
shared the fate of their brethren ; for the cry of tlic Clan Chattan 
Chief had drawn to that pavfrof the field some of his bravest warriors. 
The sons of Torquil did not fall unavenged, bin. left dreadful marks 
of llieir swords on the persons of the dead and living. But the ne- 
cessity of keeping their most distinguished soldiers around the person 
of their Chief told to disadvantage on the general event of the com- 
bat; and so lew were now the number who remained lighting, that 
it was easy to see that the Clan Chattan had fifteen of their number 
left, though most of them wounded; and that of the Clan Quhelo, only 
about ten remained, of whom there were four of the Chie/s bodyguard 
including Torquil himself. 

They fought and struggled on, however, and as their strength 
decayed their fury seemed to increase, llenry Wynd, now wounded 
in many places, was still bent oil breaking through, or exterminating 
the baud of bold hearts who continued to fight around the object 
of his animosity. But still the father’s shout of ■•Another for 
llector!” was cheerfully answered by the fatal countersign, “ Death 
for Hector ! ” and though the Clan Quhele were now outnumbered, 
the combat seemed still Rubious. It was bodily lassitude ahAe that 
again compelled them to another pause. 

The Clan Chattan were then observed to be twelve in number, 
■ but two or three wer« scarce able to stand without leaning on their 
swords. Five Were left of the Clan Quhele; Torquil and his youngest 
* son were of the number, both slightly wounded. Eachin alone had, 
from the vigilance used to intercept all blows levelled against his 
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person, escaped without injury. The rage of both parlies hail sunk, 
through exhaustion, into sullen desperation. They walked stagger- 
ing*, as if in their sleep, through the carcasses of thc’-'shiin, and 
gazed on them, as if again to animate their hatred towards their 
surviving enemies, by viewing the friends they had lost. 

The multitude soon after beheld the survivors of the desperate 
conflict drawing* together to renew the exterminating feud on the 
banks of the river, as the spot least slippery with blood, and less, 
encumbered with the bodies of the slain. 

“ For God’s sake— for the sake of the mercy which wc daily pray 
for,*’ said the kind-hearted old King to the Duke of Albany, “let 
this be ended ! Wherefore should these wretched rags and remnants 
of humanity be suffered complete their butchery !— Surely they 
will now be ruled, and accept of peace on moderate terms ?” 

“ Compose yourself, my liege,” said his brother. “ These men are 
the pest of the Lowlands. Both Chiefs arc still living — if they go 
back unharmed, the whole day’s work is cast away. Remember 
your promise to the council, that you would not cry hold.” 

* You compel me to a great crime, Albany, both as a King, who 
should protect his subjects, and as a Christian man, who respects 
the brother of his faith. 

“You judge 'wrong, my lord,” said the Duke; “these are not 
loving subjects, but disobedient rebels, as my Lord of Crawford can 
bear witness; and they arc still less Christian men, for the Prior of the 
Dominicans will vouch for me, that they are more than half heathen.” 

The king sighed deeply. “ You must work your pleasure, and are 
too wise for me to contend with. I can but turn away, and shut my 
eyes from the sights and sounds of a car page which makes me sicken. 
But well I know that God will punish me even for witnessing this 
waste of human life.” 

“ Sound, trumpets,” said Albany ; “ their wounds will stiffen if they 
dully longer.” 

AVliile this was passing, Torquil was embracing and encouraging 
his young Chief. 

“ Resist the witchcraft but a few minutes longer ! Be of good 
clicer — you will come off without cither scar or scratch, wem or 
wound. Bo t>f good cheer ! ” 

“llow can I be of good cheer,” said Eachin, “while my brave 
kinsmen have one by one died at my feet ?— died all for me, who 
could never deserve the least of their kindness ! ” 

“ And for what were they born save to die for their Chief ? ” said 
Torquil, composedly. * “ Why lament that the arrow returns not to 
the quiver, providing it hit the mark? Cheer up yet- Here arc 
Tormot aua I but little hurt, while the wildcats drag themselves 
through the plain as if they were half throttled by the terriers — Yet 
one brave stand, and the day shall be your 6wn, though it may well 
be that yon alone remain alive. — Minstrels, sound the gathering ! ” 

The pipers on both sides blew their charge., and the combatants 
again mingled in battle, not indeed with the same strength, but with 
unabated inveteracy. They were joined by those whose duty it was 
to have remained neuter, but who now found themselves unable 
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to do so. The two old champions who boro the standards had 
gradually advanced from the extremity of the lists, and now ap- 
proachcd*closc to the immediate scene* of action. When they be- 
held the carnage more nearly, they were mutually impelled by the 
desire to revenge their brethren, or not to survive them. They at- 
tacked each other furiously with the lances to which the standards 
were attached, closed after exchanging several deadly thrusts, then 
grappled in close strife, still holding their banners, until at length, 
in the eagerness of their conflict, they fell together into the Tay, 
and were found drowned after the combat closely locked in cacli 
others arms. The fury of battle, the frenzy of rage and despair, 
infected next the minstrels. The two pipers, who, during the con- 
flict, had done theimitrnost to keep up the spirits of their brethren, 
now saw' the dispute well-nigh terminated for want of men to sup- 
port it. They threw down their instruments, rushed desperately 
upon each other with their daggers, and each being more intent on 
despatching his opponent than in defending himself, the piper of 
Clan Quliele was almost instantly slain, and he of Clan Chattan, 
mortally wounded. The last, nevertheless, again grasped 
struiiieut, and the pibroch of the clan yet poured its expiring notes 
over the Clan Chattan, while the dying minstrel had breath to in- 
spire it. The instrument which he used, or at least that part of it 
called the chanter is preserved in the family of a Highland Chief to 
this day, and is much honoured under the name of the Fcdcran Dhu, 
or Black Chanter. 1 . 

Meanwhile, in the final charge, young Tormot, devoted, like his 
brethren, by his father Torquii to the protection of his Chief, had 
been mortally wounded hy # tlie unsparing sword of the ►Smith. The 
other two remaining of the Clan Quliele had also fallen, and Torquii, 
with his foster-son, and the wounded Tormot, forced to retreat 
before eight or ten of the Clan Chattan, made a stand on the bank 
of the river, while their enemies were making such exertions as 
their wounds would permit to come up with them. Torquii had just 
reached the spot where lie had resolved to make the stand, when 
the youth Tormot dropped and expired, llis death drew fropi his 
father the first and only sigh which lie had breathed throughout the 
eventful day. 

4i My son Tormot ! ” lie said, my youngest and dearest ! But if 
I save Hector, 1 save all.— Now, my darling Dault, I have done for 
thee all that man may, excepting the last. Let me undo the clasps 
of that ill-omened armour, and do thou put oil that of Tormot ; it is 
light, and will fit thee well. While you do so, 1 will rush on these 
crippled men, and make what play with them 1 can. I trust I shall 
have but little to do, for thev are following each other like disabled 
steers. At least, darling of my soul, if I am unable to save tlice, I 
can show thee how a man should die.” \ 

While Torquii thus spoke, lie unloosed the clasps of the young 
Chief’s hauberk, in the simple belief that he could thus break the 
meshes wlych fear and necromancy had twiued about his heart. 


1 i;«e Note 2 13. The Muck C/ianlcr. 
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“My father, my father, my more than parent!” sail! the unhappy 
Eachin— “ Stay with me!— with you by my side, I feel I can light to 
the last.” > • 

^“lt is impossible,” said Torquil. “I will stop them coming up, 
while you put on the hauberk. God eternally bless thee, 1 oloved of 
my soul ! ” 

And then, brandishing* his sword, Torquil of the Oak rn died for- 
ward with the same fatal war-cry, which had so often sounded over 
that bloody field, 7 las air son Eachin ! — The words rung three times 
in a voice of thunder; and each time that lie cried his wiuvliout he 
struck down one of the Clan Ohattan, as he met them successively 
straggling towards him.— “Brave battle, hawk— well flown, falcon P' 
exclaimed the multitude, as they witnessed exertions which seemed, 
even at this last bom*, to threaten a change of the fortune:; of the 
day. Suddenly these cries were hushed into silence, and succeeded 
by a clashing of swords so dreadful, as if the whole conflict had re- 
commenced in the person of Henry AVynd and Torquil of the Oak. 
They cut, foiiied, hewed, and thrust, as if they had drawn their 
blaC. v; for the first time that day ; and their inveteracy was nuituaJ, 
for Torquil recognised the foul wizard, who, as lie supposed, had cast 
a spell over his child; and Ilenry saw before him the giant, who, 
during the whole conflict, liad interrupted the purpose for which 
alone lie lmd joined the combatants— that of engaging in single com- 
bat with Hector. They fought with an equality which, perhaps, 
would not have existed, had not Henry, lpore wounded than his 
antagonist, been somewhat deprived of llis usual agility. 

Meanwhile Eachin, finding himself alone, after a disorderly and 
vain attempt to nut on his foster-brother’ ^harness, became animated 
by an emotion of shame and despair, and hurried forward to support 
his foster-father in the terrible struggle, ere some other of the Clan* 
Chattan should come up. When ho was within five yards, and 
sternly determined to take his share hi the death-fight, his foster- 
father fell, cleft from the collar-bone well-nigh to the heart, and mur- 
muring with his last breath, Bai air son Eachin 7— The unfortunate 
- youth saw the fall of his last friend, and at the same moment belickl 
the deadly enemy who had hunted him through the# whole field, 
standing within sword’s point of him, and brandishing ‘the huge 
weapon which had hewed its way to his life through so many 
obstacles. Perhaps this, was enough to bring his constitutional 
timidity to its highest point; or perhaps be recollected, at the same 
moment, that he was without defensive armour, and that- a line of 
enemies, halting, indeed, and crippled, but eager for revenge and 
blood, were closely approaching. It is enough to say, that his heart 
sickened, his eyes darkened, his cars tingled, his brain turned giddy 
—all other considerations were lost in the apprehension of instant 
death; rtfid, drawing one ineffectual blow at the Smith, lie avoided 
that which was aimed at him in return, by bounding backward : and 
ere the former could recover his weapon, Eachiq lmd plunged into 
the stream of the Tay. A roar of contumely pursued, him as lie 
swam across the river, although, perhaps, not a dozen or those who 
joined in it would have behaved otherwise in the like circumstances. 
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1 01117 looked nftev the fugitive in silence and surprise, butcould 
jot speculate on the consequences of his flight, on account the 
iiintness*which seemed to overpower him as soon as the animation 
)f tlic contest had subsided, lie sat down on the grassy bank, 
and endeavoured to stanch such of his wounds as were pouring 
fastest. 

The victors had the general meed of gratulation. The Duke of 
Albany and others went down to survey the field; and Henry Wyml 
was honoured with particular notice. 

‘•If thou wilt follow me, good fellow,” said the Black Douglas, 
“ I will change thy leathern apron for a knight’s girdle, and thy 
burgage tenement for an hundred-pound-laud to maintain thy rank 
withal.” # 

"I thank you humbly, my lord,” said the Smith, dejectedly, “but 
1 have shed blood enough already; and Heaven has punished me, by 
foiling the only purpose for which 1 entered the combat.” 

“ How, friend : ” said Douglas. “Didst thou not light for the 
Clan Obattan, and have they not gained a glorious conquest?” 

“ / fbt'tjhl for my otm ham! ” said the Smith, indifferent ly^lind 
(In' expression is still proverbial in Scotland. 1 

The good King Hubert now came up on an ambling palfrey, having 
entered the barriers for the purpose of causing I he wounded to be 
looked after. 

“My Lord of Douglas,” he said, “you vex the poor man with 
temporal matters, whcitit seems lie may have short time to consider 
those that are spiritual lias lie no friends here who will bear him 
where his bodily wounds and the health of his soul may lie both 
eared for?” • * 

“ He hath as many friends as there are good men in Perth,” said 
Sir Patrick Ghartens; “and 1 esteem myself one of the closest.” 

“A churl will savour of churl’s kind,” said the haughty Douglas, 
turning his horse aside ; “ the proffer of knighthood from the sword 
of Douglas had recalled him from death’s door, had there been a 
drop of gentle blood in his body.” s . 

Disregarding the taunt of the mighty Earl, the Knight of Kinfauns 
dismounted to take Henry in his arms, as lie now sunk back from 
very faintness. But lie was prevented by Simon Glover, who, with 
other burgesses of consideration, had now entered the barraee. 

“Henry, my beloved son Henry!” said the old man. “O, what 
tempted yofl to this fatal affray !— Dying— speechless.” 

“ JSo -hot speechless,” said Henry — “ Catharine ■” 

lie could utter no more. 

“Catharine is well, 1 trust : and shall be thine — that is, if- ” 

“If she be safe, thou wouldst say, old man,” said the Douglas, who, 
though something affronted at Henry’s rejection of his oflVw, was too 
magnanimous not to interest himself in wliat was passing, — ‘ She is 
safe, if Douglas’s banner can protect her— safe, and shall be rich. 
Douglas can give wealth to those who value it more than honour.'’ 

“ For lie? safety, my lord, let the heartfelt thanks aud blessings of 


l Meaning, L did such a thing fur in y own pluiwru, nol t jr your 



326 


TUB FAlll MAID OF ■ PERTH* 


a father go with the noble Douglas. For wealth, we are rich cnougl 
— Gold cannot restore my beloved son.” 

“ A marvel ! ” said the Earl, — “ a churl refuses nobility — ft eitizei 
despises gold! ” 

“Under your lordship’s favour,” said Sir Patrick, “ 1, who an 
knight and noble, take license to say, that such a brave man su 
Henry Wynd may reject honourable titles — such ail honest man m 
this reverend citizen may dispense with gold.” 

“You do well, Sir Patrick, to speak for your town, and I take m 
offence,” said the Douglas. “ I force my bounty on no one. —But, 5 
lie added, in a whisper to Albany, “your Grace must withdraw tin 
King from this bloody sight, for he must know that to-night whicl 
will ring over broad Scotland when to-morrow dftwns. This feud r 
ended. Yet even 1 grieve that so many brave Scottish men lie hen 
slain, whose brands might have decided a pitched field in thei 
country’s cause.” 

With difficulty King Robert was withdrawn from the field ; tin 
tears running down his aged cheeks and white beard, as he conjure* 
all ahlUnd him, nobles and priests, that care should be taken for the 
bodies and souls of the few Wounded survivors, and honourable burin 
rendered to the slain. ’Hie priests who were present an s were* 
zealously for both services, and redeemed tlicir pledge faithfully am 
piously. 

Thus ended this celebrated conflict of the North Inch of Perth 
Of sixty-four brave men (the minstrels and standard-bearers in 
eluded) who strode manfully to the fatal field, seven alone survive*! 
who were conveyed from thence in litters, in a case little difleren 
from the dead and dying around them, ?.nd mingled with them h 
tile sad procession which conveyed them from the scene of thei 
strife. Eacliiu alone had left it void of wounds, and void of lionoui 

It remains but to say, that not a man of the Clan Quliele survive* 
the bloody combat, except the fugitive Chief ; and the consequenc 
of the defeat was the dissolution of tlicir confederacy. The clan 
.of which it consisted are now only matter of conjecture to the anti 
quary, for, after this eventful contest, they never assembled under th 
same banner. The Clan Cliattan, on the other hand, continued t 
increase and flourish ; and the best families of the Northern High 
lauds boast their descent from the race of the Cat-a-Mountain. 1 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

Whjlt? the King rode slowly back to the convent which lie the: 
occupied, Albany, with a discomposed aspect and faltering voice 
asked the Earl of Douglas, Will not your lordship, who saw tlii 
most melancholy scene at Falkland, communicate the tidings to m; 
unhappy brother ! ” 

i Scq Nuto 2 F. Combat on ihe North Inch 
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"Not for broad Scotland,” said the Douglas. "I would sooner 
bare my breast, within flight-shot, as a butt to an hundred Tynedale 
bowmeif. No, by St Bride of Douglas ! I could but say I saw the 
ill-fated youth dead. How he came by his death, your Grace can 
perhaps better explain. Were it not for the rebellion of March, and 
the English war, I would speak my 0V11 mind of it." So saying, and 
making his obeisance to the King, the Earl rode off to his own lodg- 
ings, leaving Albany to tell his tale as he best could. 

“ The rebellion and the English war ? ” said the Duke to himself, 
■—“Ay, and thine own interest, haughty Earl, which, imperious as 
thou art, thou darest not separate from mine. Well, since the task 
falls on me, I must and will discharge it.” 

He followed thcP King into his apartment. The King looked at 
him with surprise after he bad assumed his usual seat. 

“ Thy countenance is ghastly, Robin,” said the King. “ I would 
thou wouldst think more deeply when blood is to be spilled, since 
its consequences affect thee so powerfully. And yet, Robin, I love 
thee the better that thy kind nature will sometimes show itsel^ven 
through thy reflecting policy.” 

“ I would to Heaven, my royal brother,” said Albany, with a voijM 
half choked, ‘Uliat the bloody field wo have seen were the worst iiw 
had to see or hear of this day. I should waste little sorrow on the 
wild kerne who lie piled on it like carrion. Rut—” he paused. 

“ IIow !” exclaimed the King, in terror,— “ What new evil?— 
Rothsay? — It must be*— it is Rothsay !— Speak out! — What new 
folly has been done ? — What fresh mischance ? ” 

“ My lord— my liege— folly and mischance are now ended with my 
hapless nephew.” • 

“lie is dead!— lie is dead!” screamed the agonised parent. 
“ Albany, as thy brother, l conjure thee— Rut no — J am thy brother 
no longer! As thy King, dark and subtle man, L charge tliec to tell 
the worst!” 

Albany faltered out, — “ The details arc hut imperfectly known to 
me — but the certainty is, that my unhappy nephew was found- dead* 
in his apartment last night from sudden illness— as 1 have heard.’* 

“ O, llothsay !— O, my beloved David ! — Would to God I had died 
for thee, my son — my son ! ” 

So spoke, in the emphatic words of Scripture, the helpless and 
bereft father, tearing Ins grey heard and hoary hair, while Albany, 
speechless and conscience-struck, did not venture to interrupt the 
tempest of his grief. But the agony of the King’s sorrow almost 
instantly changed to fury — a mood so contrary to the gentleness and 
timidity of his nature, that the remorse of Albany was drowned in 
his fear. 

“ And this is the end,” said the King, “ of thy moral saw^and reli- 
gious maxims ! — But the besotted father, who gaye the son into tliy 
hands, who gave the innocent lamb to the butcher, is a King ! and 
thou slialfc know itio thy cost. Shall the murderer stand in presence 
of his brother — stained with the blood of that brother’s son ? No !— 
What ho, without there !— MacLouis !— Brandanes !— •' Treachery !— 
Murder !*•■ Take arms, if you loye the Stewart ! ” 
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MacLouis, with several of the guards, rushed into the apartment. 

“ Murder and treason ! ” exclaimed the miserable King. “ Bran- 
daues— your noble Prince — ” here his grief and agitation infemiptcd 
for a moment the fatal information it was his object to convey. At 
length he resumed his broken speech, — “ An axe and a block 
instantly into the courtyard P— Arrest — ” The word choked his 
utterance. 

“Arrest whom, my noble liege?” said MacLouis, wbo, observing 
the King influenced by a tide of passion so different from the gentle- 
ness, of his ordinary demeanour, almost conjectured that his brain 
had been disturbed by the unusual horrors of the combat lie had wit- 
nessed, — “'Whom shall I arrest, my liege?” lie replied. “Here is 
none but your Grace’s roya^ brother of Albany.’* 

“ Most true,” said the King, his brief fit of vindictive passion soon 
dying away. “ Most true — none but Albany— none but my parent’s 
child — none but my brother. O God ! enable me to quell the sinful 
passion which glows in this bosom — Sancta Maria ora pro nobis/” 
MacLouis cast a look of wonder towards the Duke of Albany, who 
endeavoured to bide his confusion under an affectation of deep sym- 
uathv, and muttered to the officer, — 

“ The great misfortune has been too much for his understanding.” 

, “What misfortune, please your Grace ?” replied MacLouis. “1 
gate heard of none.” 

fjFiiow 1— not heard of the death of my nephew Rothsay ?” 

“ The Duke of itothsay dead, ray Lord of Albany ! ” exclaimed the 
faithful Bramlane, with the utmost horror and astonishment.,— 
“When, how, and where ? ” 

$P fi Two days since — the manner as yet unknown — at Falkland.” 

MacLouis gazed at the Duke for an instant ; then, with a kindling 
eye and determined look, said to the King, who seemed deeply 
engaged in his mental devotion, — “ My liege ! a minute or two since 
you left a word — one word — unspoken. Let it pass your lips, and 
your pleasure is law to your Brandanes ! ” 

“ x was praying against temptation, MacLouis,” said the heart- 
broken King, “ and you bring it to me. Would you' arm a madman 
with a drawn weapon ! — But oh, Albany ! my friend, my brother — my 
bosom counsellor ! — how— how earnest thou by the heart to do this ! *’ 
Albany, seeing that the King’s mood was softening, replied with 
more firmness than before— “My castle has no barrier against the 
power of death — I have not deserved the foul suspicions which your 
Majesty’s words imply. I pardon them, from the distraction of 
a bereaved father. But I am willing to swear by cross and altar — 

by my share in salvation, by the souls of our royal parents ” 

“Be silent, Robert!” said the King’ ; “add not perjury to murder. 
—And tos this all done to gain a step nearer tp a crown and sceptre ? 
Take tlrera to thee at once, man; ami mayst tnou feel as I have done, 
that they are both of red-hot iron !— Oh, llothsay, Rothsay ! thou hast 
at least escaped being a king ! ” 

“My liege,” said MacLouis, “let me remind you, that the crown 
and sceptre of Scotland are, when your Majesty ceases to bear 
them, the right of Prince James, who succeeds to his brother’s rights.” 
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tl True, MhcLouis,” said the King, eagerly, “and will succeed, 
poor child, to his brother’s perils ! Thanks, MacLouis, thanks— 
You bavfi reminded me t-lmt 1 have still work upon earth. (let thy 
liran dancs under arms with v, hat speed thou cans!. Let no man go 
with us whose truth is not known to thee. None in especial who has 
trafficked with the Duke of Albany — that man, I mean, who calls 
himself my brother ! — and order my litter to be instantly prepared. 
We will to Dunbarton, Mac! louis, or to Bute. Precipices, ana tides, 
and my Brandano’s hearts shall defend tlic child, till we can put 
oceans betwixt him and his cruel uncle’s ambition. — Farewell, Robert 
of Albany — farewell for ever, thou hard-hearted bloody man ! Enjoy 
such share of power as the Douglas may permit thee— But seek not 
to see my face again, far less to approtyph my remaining child ! for, 
that hour thou dost, my guards snail have orders to stab thee down 
with their partisans ! — MacLouis, look it be so directed.” 

The Duke of Albany left the presence without attempting further 
justification or reply. 

What followed is matter of history. In the ensuing Parlijjp^nt, 
the Duke of Albany prevailed on that body to declare him innocent 
of the death of Rothsay, while, at the same time, he showed his own 
sense of guilt by taking out a remission or pardon for the offence. 
The unhappy and aged monarch secluded himself in his Castle of 
Rothsay, in Bute, to mourn over the son he had lost, and watch with 
feverish anxiety over the life of him who remained. As the best step 
for the youthful Jamea’s security, lie sent him to France to receive 
his education at the court of the reigning sovereign. But the vessel 
in which the Prince of Scotland sailed, was taken by an English 
cruiser ; and, although there was a truce for the moment betwixt the 
kingdoms* Ilonry IV. ungenerously detained him a prisoner. This 
last blow completely broke the heart of the unhappy King Robert 
III. Vengeance followed, though with a slow pace, the treachery 
and cruelty of his brother. Robert of Albany’s own grey hairs went, 
indeed, in peace to the grave, and he transferred the regency which 
he had so foully acquired to his son Murdoch. But, nineteen years- 
after the death of the old King, James I. returned to Scotland, and 
Duke Murdoch of Albany, with Ilia sons, was brought to the scaffold, 
in expiation of his father’s guilt and his own. 1 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 

The honest heart that’s free frac a 
Intended fraud or guile, 

However Fortune kick the bn*. 

Has aye some cause to smile. 

Burks. 

We now.yetum to the Fair Maid of Perth, who had been sent from 
the horrible scene at Falkland, by order of the Douglas, to be placed 

1 Seo Noto 2G. Duke of Rothsay* 
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under the protection of hia daughter, the now widowed Duchess of 
Rothsay. That lady’s temporary residence was a religious house 
called Campsie, the ruin9 of which still occupy a striking siftmtion on 
the Tay. It arose on the summit of a precipitous rock, winch descends 
on the princely river, there rendered peculiarly remarkable by the 
cataract called Campsie Linn, where its waters rush tumultuously over 
a range of basaltic rock, which intercepts the current like a dike 
erected by human hands. Delighted with a site so romantic, the 
monks of the Abbey of Cupar reared a structure there, dedicated to 
an obscure Saint, named St Ilunnand, and hither they were wont 
themselves to retire for pleasure or devotion. It had readily opened 
its gates to admit the noble lady who was its present inmate, as the 
country was under the influence of the powerfifl Lord Drummond, 
the ally of the Douglas. Tuere the Earl’s letters were presented to 
the Duchess, by the leader of the escort which conducted Catharine 
and the glee-maiden to Campsie. Whatever reason she might have 
/to complain of Rothsay, his horrible and unexpected end greatly 
shocked the noble lady, and she spent the greater part of the night in 
indulging her grief, and in devotional exercises. 

On the next morning, which was that of the memorable Palm Sun- 
day, she ordered Catharine Glover and the minstrel into her presence. 
The spirits of both the young women had been much sunk and shaken 
by the dreadful scenes m which they bad so lately been engaged; and 
the outward appearance of the Duchcs3 Marjory was, like that of her 
father, more calculated to inspire awe than confidence. She spoke 
,Aj[ith kindness, however, though apparently in deep affliction, and 
Jwned from them all which they lmd to tell concerning the fate of 
her erring and inconsiderate husband. «She appeared grateful for 
* tho efforts which Catharine and the glee-maiden had made, at their 
own extreme peril, to save Rothsay from his horrible fate. She in- 
vited them to join in her devotions ; and at the hour of dinner gave 
them her hand to kiss, and dismissed them to their own refection, 
assuring both, and Catharine in particular, of her efficient protection, 

, which should include, she said, her father’s, and be a wall around them 
both, so long as she herself lived. 

They retired from the presence of the widowed Princess, and par- 
took of a repast with her duennas and ladies, all of whom, amid tlieir 
profound sorrow, showed a character of stateliness which chilled the 
light heart of the Frenchwoman, and imposed restraint even on the 
more serious character of Catharine Glover. The friends, for so we 
may now term them, were fain, therefore, to escape from the society 
of these persons, all of them born gentlewomen, who thought them- 
selves but ill-assorted with a burgher’s daughter and a strolling glee- 
maiden, and saw them with pleasure go out to walk in the neighbour- 
hood of tjie convent. A little garden, with its bushes and fruit-trees, 
advances on one side of the convent, so as to skirt the precipice, from 
winch it was only separated by a parapet built on the ledge of the 
rock, so low that the eye might easily measure the depth of tho 
crag .and gaze on the conflicting waters which foamed* struggled, 
and chafed over the reef below. 

The Fair Maiden of Perth aud her companion walked slowly on a 
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path that ran within this parapet, looked at the romantic prospect, 
and judged what it must be when the advancing summer should 
clothe tin? grove with leaves. They observed for some time a deep 
silence. At length the gay and bold spirit of the glee-maiden rose 
above the circumstances in which she had been and was now placed. 

“Do the horrors of Falkland, fair May, still weigh down your 
spirits? Strive to forget them as I do ; we cannot tread life’s patli 
lightly, if we shake not from our mantles the rain-drops as they fall.” 

“ These horrors are not to be forgotten,” answered Catharine. 
“ Yet my mind is at present anxious respecting my father’s safety ; 
and 1 cannot but think how many brave men may be at this instant 
leaving the world, even within six miles of us, or little farther.” 

“ You mean the fcombat betwixt sixty champions, of which the 
Douglas’s equerry told us yesterday ? It were a sight for a minstrel 
to witness. But out upon these womanish eyes of mine— -they could 
never see swords cross each other, without being dazzled. But see, 
—look yonder, May Catharine, look yonder ! That flying messenger 
certainly brings news of the battle.” 

“ Methinks I should know him who runs so wildly,” said CatliJmne 
— “ But if it be him I think of, some wild thoughts are urgilig his 
speed.” 

As she spoke, the runner directed his course to the garden. 
Louise’s little dog ran to meet him, barking furiously, but came 
back, to cower, creep, and growl behind its mistress; for even dumb 
animals can distinguish when men are driven on by the furious 
energy of irresistible passion, and dread to cross or encounter them 
in their career. The fugitive rushed into the garden at the same 
reckless pace. His head jy as bare, his hair dishevelled; his rich 
acton, and all his other vestments, looked as if they had been lately 
drenched in water. His leathern buskins were cut and torn, and 
his feet marked the sod with blood. Ilia countenance was wild, 
haggard, and highly excited, or, as the Scottish phrase expresses it, 
nnicli rained, 

“ Conachar ? ” said Catharine, as he advanced, apparently without 
seeing what was before him, as hares are said to do when severely 
pressed by the greyhounds. But he stopped short when he heard 
his own name. 

“Conachar,” said Catharine, “or rather Eachin Maclan — whafc 
means all this ? — Have the Clan Quhele sustained a defeat?” 

“ I have borne such names as this maiden gives mo,” said the fugi- 
tive, after a moment’s recollection. “ Yes, I was called Conachar 
when I was happy, and Eachin when I was powerful. But now I 
have no name, and there is no such clan as thou speak’st of; and 
thou art a foolish maid to speak of that which is not, to one who has 
no existence.” # 

“ Alas ! unfortunate ” 

“ And why unfortunate, I pray you ? ” exclaimed the youth. “ If 
I am coward and villain, have not villany and cowardice command 
over the elements ?— Have not I braved the water without its chok- 
ing me, and trod the firm earth without its opening to devour me? 
And shall a mortal- oppose my purpose ? ” 
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“ He raves, alas ! ” said Catharine. <f Haste to call some help, lie'* 
will not harm me ; but I fear lie will do evil to himself. See how he 
stares down on the roaring waterfall ! ” 

The glee-woman hastened to do as she was ordered; and Conachar's 
half frenzied spirit seemed relieved by her absence. “ Catharine/’ he 
said, “ now she is gone, I will say I know thoc— I know thy love of - 
peace, and hatred of war. But hearken— I have, rather than strike 
a blow at my enemy, given up all that a man calls dearest — I have 
lost honour, fame, and friends ; and such friends ! ” (he placed his 
hands before his face), — “ Oh ! their love surpassed the love of 
woman ! Why should I hide my tears ? — All know my shame — all * 
should sec my sorrow. Yes, all might see, but who would pity it? — 
Catharine, as I ran like a yiadman down the strath, man and woman 
called shame on inc !— The beggar to whom I flung an alms, that T 
might purchase one blessing, threw it back in disgust, and with a 
curse upon the coward ! Each bell that tolled, rung out, Shame on 
the recreant caitill'! The brute beasts in their lowing and bleating - 
—the wild winds in their rustling and howling— the hoarse waters in 
their dash and roar, cried, Out upon the dastard! — The faithful 
nine are still pursuing me ; they cry, with feeble voice, ‘ Strike but 
one blow in our revenge, wc all died for you ! ’ ” 

While the unhappy youth thus raved, a rustling was heard in the 
bushes. “ There is but one way ! ” he exclaimed, springing upon the 
parapet, hut with a terrified glance towards the thicket, through 
which one or two attendants were stealingf with the purpose of sur- 
prising him. But the instant lie saw a human form emerge from the 
cover of the bushes, he waved his hands wildly over his head, and 
shrieking out. u Jias air Kachan / 99 plunged down the precipice into 
the raging cataract beneath. 

It is needless to say, that aught save thistledown must have been 
dashed to pieces in such a fall. But the river was swelled, and 
the remains of the unhappy youth were never seen. A varying tra- 
dition lias assigned more than one supplement to the history. It is 
said, by one account, that the young Captain of Clan Quliele swam 
safe to shore, far below the Linns of Campsie ; and that, wandering 
disconsolately in the Deserts of Rannoch, ho met with Father 
Clement, who had taken up his abode in the wilderness as a hermit, 
on the principle of the old Culdees. lie converted, it is said, the 
heart-broken, and penitent Conachar, who lived with liim in his cell, 
sharing his devotion and privation©, till death removed them in 
succession. 

Another wilder legend supposes, that lie was snatched from death 
by the Daionc Shut* or fairy-folk ; and that he continues to wander 
through wood and wild, armed like an ancient Highlander, but 
carrying. his sword in his left hand. The phgntom appears always in 
deep sfiof. Sometimes lie seems about to attack the traveller, hut. 
when resisted with courage, always flies. These legends are founded 
on two peculiar points in his story— his evincing timidity, and his 
committing suicide ; both of them circumstances almost*unexampled 
in the history of a Mountain Chief. 
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When Simon Glover, having aeon his friend Henry duly taken 
ire of in his own house in Curfew Street, arrived that evening 
t the Pltlce of Carapsie, he found his daughter extremely ill ... 
fever, in consequence of the scenes to which she had lately'been a 
witness, and particularly the catastrophe of her late playmate. The 
.flection of the glee-maiden rendered her so attentive and careful a 
mrse, that the Glover said it should not be his fault if she ever 
ouched lute again, save for her own amusement. 

It was some time ere Simon ventured to tell his daughter of 
[lenry’s late exploits, and bis severe wounds ; and lie took care to 
make the most of the encouraging circumstance, that her faithful 
lover had refused both honour and wealth, rather than become a 
professed soldier, anc> follow the Douglas. Catharine sighed deeply, 
and shook her head at the history of bloody Palin Sunday on the 
North Inch. But apparently she had reflected that men rarely 
advance in civilisation or refinement beyond the ideas of their own 
age, and that a headlong and exuberant courage, like that of 1 1 envy 
Smith, was, in the iron days in which they lived, preferable to the 
deficiency which had led to Conachar’s catastrophe. If she half any 
doubts ou the subject, they were removed in due time by Henry’s 
protestations, so soon as restored health enabled him 1o plead Ins 
own cause. 

“ I should blush to say, Catharine, that I am even sick of the 
thoughts of doing battle. Yonder last field showed carnage enough 
to glut a tiger. I am therefore resolved to hang up my broadsword, 
never to be drawn more unless against the enemies of Scotland. ” 

u And should Scotland call for it,” said Catharine, 44 1 will buckle 
it round you ” # 

44 And, Catharine,” said the joyful Glover, “ we will pay largely for 
soul masses for those who have fallen by Henry’s sword; and that 
will not only cure spiritual flaws, but make us friends with the 
Church again.” 

44 For that purpose, father,” said Catharine, 44 the hoards of the 
wretched Jlwining may he applied. He bequeathed them to, me, 
hut I think you would not mix his base blood-monev with your hones! 
gains ! ” 

44 1 would bring the plague into my house as soon,” said the 
resolute Glover. 

The treasures of the wicked apothecary were distributed accord 
ingly among the four monasteries ; nor was there ever after a breath 
of suspicion concerning the orthodoxy of old Simon or his daughter. 

Henry and Catharine were married within four months after the 
battle of the North Inch, and never did the corporations «>f the 
glovers and hammermen trip their sword-dance so featly as at the 
wedding of the boldest burgess and brightest maiden in Perth. Ten 
mouths after, a gallant* infant fdlcd the well-spread cradle, jfnd was 
rocked by Louise, to the tune of 


Bold and True, 
In bonnet blue. 
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The names of the boy's sponsors are recorded, as “ Anc Hie amt 
Michty Lord, Archibald Erl of Douglas, ane Ilonornbil and glide 
Kniclit, Scliir Patrick Char ter is of Kinfauns, and aids Gracious 
Princess, Marjory, Dowairc of his Serene Highness David, uinquhile 
Duke of Rothsay.” Under such patronage a family rises fast ; and 
several of tlie most respected houses in Scotland, but especially in 
Perthshire, and many individuals, distinguished both in arts and 
arms, record with pride their descent from the Gow Ghrom and the 
Fair Maid of Perth. 


HND OP THE FAIR MAI* OF PERTH, 
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Note A, p. vli. Kim Gkorqk IV. 

Tho visit of George IV. to Scotland, in August 1822, will not soon bo forgotten. It 
satisfied many who had shared Dr Johnson's doubts on tho subject, that the old feel- 
ings of loyalty, in spite of all the derision of modem wits, continued firmly rooted, and 
might be appealed to with confidence, even under circumstances apparently the most 
unfavourable. Who that had observed the state of public feeling with respect 
most amiable prince's domestic position at a period but n few months earlier, would 
liave believed that he should ever witness such scenes of enthusiastic and rapturous de- 
votion to his person, as filled up the whole panorama of liia fifteen clays at Edinburgh? 
—Aug. 1831. 

Note B, p. 3. Vikw fhom the Wicks of Baiglte. 

The following note is supplied by a distinguished local antiquary 

“ The modern method of conducting the highways through the valleys and along 
the bases, instead of over the tops of the mountains, as in the flays when Chrystal Croft- 
angry travelled, has deprived the stranger of two very striking points of view on tho 
road from Edinburgh to Perth. The first of these presented itself at the summit of 
one of the Oehills ; and the second, udiicli was in fact hut a rearer view of a portion of 
the first, was enjoyed on nttainingTlic western shoulder of tho hill of Mured un, or 
Moncrciff. This view from Moncreitr(that which, it is said, made the Homans exclaim 
that they had found another Pield of Alars on the bank of another Tiber) now opens 
to the traveller in a less abrupt and striking manner than formerly, but it still retains 
many of these features which Pennant has so warmly eulogized. The view from the 
Oehills has been less fortunate, for the road here winds through a narrow but romantic 
valley amongst these eminences, and the passing stranger is ushered into Strathenm 
without an opportunity being offered to him of surveying the magnificent scone, which in 
days of no ancient date every traveller from tho south had spread out before him at 
the Wicks of Baiglic. 

“ Butin seeking out this spot — and it will repay the toil of the ascent a thousand- 
fold— the admirer of such scenes should not confine his researches to the Wicksof Bniglie, 
strictly so called, but extend them westward until he gain the old road from Kinross to 
tho Church of Droue, being that by which Mr Croftangry must have journeyed. The 
point cannot be mistaken ; it is tho only one from which Perth itself is visible. To 
this station, for reasons that the critic will duly appreciate, might, with great propriety, 
be applied the language of one of the guides at Dunk eld on reaching a bold projecting 
rock on Craig Yinean, * Ah f sirs, this is tho decisive point ! * m 

Note C, p. 4. Royal Marriages. 

David II., after the death of his Queen Jane, married his mistress, “ane lusty 
woman, Catharine Logie, "and though he soon repented, and would fain hav Repudi- 
ated her, the Pope, interesting himself in her favour, he found himself bound. As to 
the next generation, Boece, tells us that, “ After King Robert (I I.) marr.yii the Earl 
of Rossis dochter, he had JSlizabetli Mure (of llowallan) in place of his wife. In the 
thrid year of King Robert, dtcoasit Euphame his Queen ; and he incontinent marry it 
Elizabeth, ltimiiSn afore rehcarsit, for the affection that lie had to her bairn is." — Bel- 
lkvokn, vol. i., ]>. 452. 

Robert III. himself was the son of Elizabeth Mure. 
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Note I), i>. 1G. Robkut Bktjck. 

The story of Bruce, when in sore strails, watching a spider near his b^d, as it made 
repeated unsuccessful efforts to attach its thread, but, still persevering, tu last attained 
the object, and drawing from this an augury which encouraged him to proceed in apita 
offortune’a hard UK:.ge, is familiar to tiie reader of Barbour. Jt was ever after held a 
foul crime in any of thu name of Bruce, or inheriting Gentle King Robert's blond, to 
injure an inti-et of this tribe. But, indeed, it is well known, that compassion towards 
the weak formed part of his character through life; and the beautiful incident of his 
stopping his army when on the march in circumstances of pressing difficulty in the 
Ulster campaign, because a poor law. mitre (washerwoman) was taken with tbo pains of 
childbirth, and must have been left, had ho proceeded, to the mercy of the Irish kernes, 
is only one of many anecdotes that to this day keep up a peculiar tenderness as well 
as pride of feeling in the general recollection of this great man, now fiOO years mingled, 
with the dust. 

Nolo 30, p. 22. Gt.vnb-amte. a 

This word has been one of the Voriuenls of tbo lexicographers. There is no doubt 
that in Perthshire, and wherever the Highlanders and the Lowlanders bordered oil 
each other, it was a common term whereby, whether ill scorn or honour, the Gaelic race 
used to ho designated. Whether the etymon be, as Celtic scholars say, Uliiintainach, 
i. e. Hi e Gartered (and certainly the garter has always been a marking feature in “ the 
Garb of old Gaul,”) or, as JJr .Jamieson seems to insinuate, the word origimdly means 
and had been contemptuously applied by the Sassenach to the herdsman, 
an on an intcllei iuai level with his herd, I .shall not pretend to say more tbau that ad- 
hue wbjudiw I is ml. 

Niiie V, p. 2o. High - hurt, Berth. 

Tin. two following notes a»u furnished by a • dlciuan well versed in the atitiipiitiea 
ol hmi iiic •lohii.'ilon * 

“Some CMiiiusion occa.sioiially oeeurs in the hi 1 -heal records of IN rlh, from their 
bavirur l.c«>n two high or principal str- ets in that city : the North High Street, still 
willed (in High Stmt, and the South High Street, now known only as t he South Street, 
or Slii-egule. An instance of this occurs in the evidence of one of the witnesses on 
t ho Gowrie Gmi ^piracy, v.h.. lici.oncd. that, the l‘inl of (low rio ran in from * the Jli;.di 
Street whi'ivsii (lie ifcirlV, homo stood in licit part of the town now known as the 
Si iii i h Stivct. This oiiviiiuGanco will explain h#v tho Smith ha<i to p.'iiMf St Ann’s 
GIupcl and St Jolm’s (’iair'di on his way Mom tin* High Street to Curfew How, which 
edifices lie would not Jpivo approached if his morning walk had been taken through the 
more northerly of the two principal Grech;.*' 

Nbfo G, p. r.i. GtiliKI.VV S'I'jJ E i.T. 

“ Guriev/ 8tn ct, or Bow, must, at a period not much earlier than that of l he story, 
have formed part of th : suburb;; of IVi r'u. |r. was tbo Wynd or Bow immediately sur- 
rounding the Ca-dlo Yard, and had prol-aMy been built, in part lit least, soon* alter 
i ho Castle was rased, and its moat tilled up by Robert Unite. There is every pro- 
bability that Mi ill'* days «*f Hubert the Third it was of greater extent thanat irescnt, — 
the Vtulle fi'o.'i/t., which row toi minutes it to tho cat-l ward, having tlicn run in ;i lino 
with the Skinnorgale, as lim min:; of mui:o walls still bear witness. The :>lmp.s, as Well 
as the hou* c.i ot thu Glovers, mu then, as the name implies, chiefly in the Skinnergai e ; 
but tho charters iu possession of tlm incorporation show that the members had consi- 
derable properly in or adjacent to the Curfew Bow, consisting not only of fields and 
gardens, but of dwelling-house*;. 

“ In the wall of thu corner house of the Curfew Bow, adja-ent to Blnekfnar’s Venn cl, 
there is still to bo .seen a niche in tho wall where the Curf<-w hell hung. This house 
formed at one time a part of a cliapil dedicated to Saint Bartholomew, and in it at no 
very distant period tho members of the Glover incorporation held their meetings.*’ 

Note II, p. *12. Thu Gi.ovKite. 

Our load antiquary says, ‘ ' The Perth artisans of this craft were of great repute, and 
iiiinmercd amount tlieru, from A very early period, men or considerable substance. 
There are still evtanl among their records many charter* and grants of money and 
lands to various leligimis ] imposes ; in particular, to the upholding the altar of St 
Bartholomew, one of tho richest of the many Heines within the parish church of St 
John. 

“ While ttllmlim: to Hies-.* evidences of the licli possessions of thu old Glover. 1 of 
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/crtli, it ought not to pass unnoticed, — as Henry pinched .Simon on tlio subject. «-f his 
ival artificera in leather, the cordwainers — that the chaplain * aikers of St Crisnin,’ on 
Llio Lcuimrdluill property, were afterwards bought up by tlio movers. 

* ‘ Thu avocation b of this incorporation were not always of a. peaceful nature. They 
still show a banner under which tlieir forefathers fought in tlio trouble v»i‘ ihu sevni- 
Lccnth century. It bears this inscription. * The jn.jlcl honour of a craft, or beauty oj 
i trade , is nut in wailth but in moral vwrlhe, whereby virtue gain* nnoina ; ' :u.«l 'sur- 
mounted by tiie words, * Grace and Peace,’ the date 

“ The only other relic in the archives of this body which calls for notice in this place, 
is a leathern lash, called * The whip of St Jinrtholoincw,* which the craft an\of(, un ad- 
monished in the records to apply to tlio back of refractory apprentices. It cannot have 
existed in tho days of our friend the Glover, otherwise its frequent application to the 
ohouldera oi'Cunachar would have been matter of record in ihu history of that family.” 

Note I, p. 57. East Port. 

Tlio following is extra etc- « from a kind communication of the well-known antiquary, 
Mr Morrison of Perth : — 

“ Tho port at which the deputation for Jvinfauns must have met, was a strongly 
fortified gate at the east end of the High Street, opening to tlio I nidge. On tho 
north side of tho street adjoining the gate stood tho Chapel of the Virgin, iroiu which 
^tlie monks had access to the river by a lliglit of steps, still called ‘ Our 1 .tidy's .Stairs. ’ 
.Some remains of this chapel aro yet extant, and one of the tower.* is in a style of archi- 
tecture which most antiquaries consider peculiar t<> the age nr Hubert III. In—.i >ii- 
alcly opposite, on the south .side of tho street, a staircase is still to he .seen, evidently 
of great antii|iiity, which is said to have formed part of* (ion ri> Tulare.' it Rl> l{;i (b»\v- 
rie House stood at the other oml of tho Watergate — as most of the huinir.i of the j.nbility 
v; re situated between the Btaircaso wo now refer to and Gowrin House ; and , . in; u- 
l-.rly enough, this alair is built upon ground, which, although in the middl- of ihe 
town, is not within the burgh lands, sonic of tho local antiquaries do nui. h-.-.-i ah- to 
. a.v that it formed part of the Royal Palace ill which the Kings of .Scotland r.-.diii-d, 
until they found more secluded, and probably more comfort:. Ido lodging in the I Hack* 
friar’s Monastery. Leaving the determination of this question to tho.se who have moro 
leisure for solving it, thus far is certain, that the place of rende/vous tor tin: In m of (liu 
tale and his companions was one of some consequence in the town, where their bearing 
was not likely to pass unobserved. The bridge to which they pa j.d through ilm gate, 
was ai very .stately edifice, ilajor Mills it, * Ponteni Jennet i Joai.nis iiigent» ni :i,-ud 
i'enli.’ 'T lie (kite of its erection is not known, hut, it was extensively r< paired l.y 
Robert It nice, in whose reign it sutlhred l»y the repeated sieges to which Perth was sub- 
jected, as well as by some of those inundations of ilia Tny lo which ir. was tVcpionily 
exposed, aiul one of which eventually swept it away in l»5: , .l.” 

Note IC, ]i. Cl. Johnston 

Every Scotchman um»t ri gret that tho name of Johnstone sl.ouH have disappi art-d 
(com the peerage, and hope that r-rc long some one of the many claimants for the minor 
honours at least of the house of Aimaudale may make out. a case to the satisfaction of 
tin: House of Lords. The great estates of the family are stlil nearly entire, and in worthy 
hands ; they have pasM-d to a younger branch of the noble house of Ilopetoun, one of 
the claimants of the older titles. 

NoteL, p. 71. Duke of Uothsay. 

Thi.*. creation, and that of the Dukedom of Albany, in favour of Hus King’s biotin r, 
were the lirst instances of ducal rank in Scotland. Duchamm mentions tho innova- 
tion in terms which may bo considered as showing that even ho partook in ihu general 
prejudice with which that title was viewed in Scotland down l«> a much later period. 
It had, indeed, been in almost every caso united with heavy misfortunes — uol rarely 
with tragic crimes. 

Noto M, p, 70. Tin? Galilee. 

The Galilee of a Catholic Cathedral is a small side chapel t«» which excommunicated 
persons have access, though they musk not enter tlio body of tliu church.- Mr Surtees 
suggests that the name of tut* placo thus appropriated to tho consolation of miserable 
penitents, was derived from the text : “ Ite, nunciate fratribus mtis u t emit in Galilean* : 
ibi mo vidchunt.' 1 Matth. xxviii. 10. — See History of Durham, vol. i. p. 50. Criminals 
claiming sanctuary, were, for obvious reasons, accustomed to place themselves in this 
part of the edifice. 
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Note N, p. 80. The Brandanes. 

The men of the Isle of Bute were called Brandanes ; from what derivation is not quite , 
certain, though the strong probability lies with Dr Leyden, who deduces me namo from 
the patron saint of the islands in the Frith of Clyde— viz. St Brandin. The territory of 
Bute was the King’s own patrimony, and its natives his personal followers. The noble 
family of Bute, to whom the island now belongs, are an ancient illegitimate branch of 
the royal house. 

Note O, p. 139. Foisoning. 

The extent to which the science of poisoning was carried in the middle ages on the 
continent is well known. The hateful practice was more and more refined, and still 
more generally adopted afterwards ; and we are told, among other instances of diaboli- 
cal cunning, of gloves which could not bo put on without inflicting a mortal disease, of 
letters which on being opened diffused a fatal vapour, (Sic. & c. Voltaire Justly nmi. 
candidly mentions it as a distinguishing characteristic of the British , that political poison- 
lugs make little if any figure in their history. 

Note P, p. 1(50. St Johnston’s Hunt is up. 

This celebrated {Slogan, or War-cry, was often accompanied by a stirring strain of 
music, which was of much repute in its day, but which lias long eluded the search of 
musical antiquaries. It is described by tlie local poet, Mr Adamson, as a great inspirer 
of courage. 

“ Courage to rivc, was mUlitily then blown, 

Saint Johnston's Hunt is up, since moat famous known 
Uy ull musiciuni'.'’ 

Mini's' 'IJlrenodie, 5lh Muss. 

From the description which follows, one might suppose that it had also been accom- 
panied by a kind of war-dance. 

“ O ! Iiwwr they hem! their hacks ami fingers tirlcs. 

Moving lh« i ir quivering In-iuls. tliuir brains >ln whirlo 
Willi divers moods; mid as with uncouth rupture 
Transported, so do shake tlieir bodies' structure ; 

Their eyes do recle, heads, arms, and shoulders move ; 

Feet, legs, nml linuds, and all parts approve 
That heavenly liirniouie ; whilo as they throw 
’ Their brow es. ( i mighty .'train ] that's bravo 1 - -they show 

Great fantasia : ” to 

UAL hL 

Note Q,, p. 167. 1 Ijsn’uy Smith or Wynd. 

Mr Morrison says: — “The various designations by which Henry or llal of the Wyml, 
the Gow Chroni, or Bandylegged Smith of St Johnston, was known, have left the field 
open to agreat variety of competitors for tho honour of being reckoned among his descend- 
ants. The want of early registers, and various other circumstances, prevent our ven- 
turilig to pronounce any verdict on the comparative strength of these claims, but wo 
shall stnto them all fairly and briefly. 

“ First, we have the Henry or JJendrio families, who can produce many other 
instances besides their own, in which a Christian namo has become that of a family or 
tribe, from the celebrity attached to it through the great deeds of some one of tlieir an- 
cestors by whom it was borne. Then follow the Hals, Halls, and Ilalleys, among whom 
even some of tho ancient and honourable race of the Jialketshave ranged themselves. 
All these claims are, however, esteemed very lightly by the Wynils, who to this day 
pride themselves on their thewos and sinews, and consider that their ancestor being 
styled ‘ llemic Windc ’ by tho metrical historian of tho town, is of itself proof sufficient 
that tlieir claim is moro solid than tho name would altogether imply. 

“It is rather singular that, in spite of all the ill-will which Henry seems to have 
borne to the Celts, and the contemptuous terms in which he so often speaks of them 
in the text, the Gows should be found foremost among the claimants, and that the 
strif^ Vould lie mainly between them and tlieir Saxon namesakes the Smiths, families 
whose number, opulence, and respectability, will render it an extremely difficult matter 
to say which of them are in tho direct line, even if it should be clearer than it Is that 
the children of tho hero were known by tlieir father’s occupation, and not by bis resi- 
dence. *' 

“It only remains to notice the pretensions of the Chroms, Crooim, Jrambs, or Crom- 
Lies. a name which every schoolboy will associate, if not with the athletic, at least 
with the gymnastic exercises for which the (low Clirom and tho grammar-school of 
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Forth were equally celebrated. We need scarcely add that, while the Saxon name 
corresponding 'with the word Gowlias brought a host of competitors into the field, there 
has not yet smarted any claimant resting his pretensions on the quality expressed in the 
epithet Chrom, i. t. bandylegged." 

Note R, p. ISO. Tub Council-Room. 

r Mr Morrison says, “ The places where the public assemblies of the citizens, or their 
magistrates, were held, were so seldom changed informer times, that there seems every 
reason to conclude, that the meetings of the town-couQcil of Perth were always held in 
or near the place where they still convene. The room itself is evidently modern ; but 
the adjoining building, which seems to have been reared close to, if it did not actually 
form a part of, the Chapel of the Virgin, bears many marks of antiquity. The room in 
r whicl>, it is not iraprobablo, the council meetings wore held about tho period of our 
story, had been relieved of part of its gloomy aspect, in the reign of the third James, by 
tic addition of one of those octagonal towers which distinguish the architecture of his 
favourite Cochran. The u^per part of it and the spire are modern, but the lower struc- 
ture is a good specimen of that artist’s tasto. * 

“ Tho power of trying criminal cases of tho most serious kind, and of inflicting tho 
highest punishment of the law, was granted by Robert 111. to the magistrates of X’ertli, 
a.id was frequently exercised by them as tho records of the town abundantly prove." 

NotoS, p. 181. Monnieu-DANCuns. 

Considerable diversity of opinion exists respecting the introduction of the Mfcrfice- 
dauce into llritain. The name points it out as of Moorish origin ; and so popular has 
this leaping kind of dancing for many centuries been in this country, that when Handel 
was asked to point out the peculiar taste in dancing and music of the several nations of 
Europe — to tho French lie ascribed the minuet ; to the Spaniard, the saraband ; to tho 
Kalian, the arietta ; to the English, tho hornpipe, or Morr ice-dance. 

The local antiquary whoso kindne-s lias already been more than unco acknowledged, 
says : — 

“ It adds not a little Sntcrcst^o such an inquiry, in connection with a story in which 
the fortunes of a Perth Glover form su prominent a part —to find that the Glover In- 
corporation of Perth have preserved entire among their relies the attire of one of the 
Morrice-dauccrs who, on some festive occasion, exhibited his paces * to the jocose re- 
creatmont ’ of one of the Scottish lgonarchs, while on a visit to the Fair City. 

“ This curious vestment is made of fawn-coloured silk, in the form of a tunic, with 
trappings of green and red satin. Thero accompany it two hundred and fifty-two 
small circular bells, formed into twcnty-onc sets of twelve bells each, upon pieces of 
leather, made to fasten to various parts of the body. What is most remarkable about 
llieee bells is the perfect intonation of each set, and tho regular musical interval* be- 
tween the tone of each. The twelvo bells on each piece of leather arc of various sizes, 
yet all combining to form ono perfect intonation in concord with the leading noto in 
the set. These coucords are maintained not only in each set, but also in the intervals 
between the various pieces. The performer could thus produce, if not a tune, at ‘least 
a pleasing and musical chime, according as he regulated with skill the movements of his 
body. This is sufficient evidence that tho Morrice-dunee was not quite so absurd and 
unmeaning aa lniyht at lir.-f. he supposed ; but that a tasteful performer could give plea- 
sure by it to the skilful, as well as amus'cpicnt to the vulgar.” 

Nutc T, p. 1S5. Church ok Sr John. 

“There is,” says Mr Morrison, “a simplicity in the internal architecture of tho 
building which bespeaks a very ancient origin, and makes ub suspect that the changes 
it has undergone have in a great measure been confined to its exterior. Tradition 
ascribes its foundation to the Piets, and there is no doubt that in tho ago immediately 
subsequent to the termination of that monarchy it was lamed throughout all Scotland. 
It is probable that tho western part of it was built about that period and the eastern not 
long afterwards, and in botlf divisions there is still to be seen a unity and tapity of 
design which is done little Just jeo to by the broken, irregular, and paltry mlftner in 
which the exterior lias at various times been patched up. When the three churches 
into which it is now cut down were in one, tho ceilings high and decorated, the aisles 
enriched by the offerings of the devotees to the various altars which were reared around 
it, and the archlb free from the galleries which now deform all theso Gothic buildings, 
it must lnivo formed a splendid theatre for such a spectacle as that of the trial by bier- 
right." 

Z 
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Xote U, p. 208. Orpkal tiy Fjru. 

In a volume of mi sccllanies published in F.dinbuigh in 1825, under t !«-* name of 
there ia included a very envious paper illustrative of tho solemnity >vi;H which the ^ Ca- 
tholic Church in the dark ages superintended tho appeal to Heaven by the ordeal ol 'jin ; 
aud as the ceremonial on occasions such as that In tlm text was probably much the same 
as wliat is there described, an extract may interest the reader. 

“ Ciiuhcii-R is avion roil this On oka*.. »y Fjhh. 

“We are all well aware that tlie ordeal by fire had, during many centuries, tho sanc- 
tion of the Church, and moreover that, considering in what hands the knowledge of those 
times lay, this blasphemous horror could never have existed without the connivance, ami 
even actual co-operation of the priesthood. 

•‘It is onlya few years ago, however, that any actual form of ritual, set apart by ecclesi- 
astical authority for this atrocious ceremony of fraud, has boon recovered. Mr UUsching, 
tlie well-known German antiquary has tho merit of having discovered a most extraordi- 
nary document of this kind in the course of examining tlie cliartcr-chest of an ancient 
Thuringian monastery ; and he has published it in a periodical work, entitled, ‘Dig 
Vorzeit,’ in 1817. We shall translate the propers, as given in that work, as literally as 
possible. To those who suspected no deceit, there can be no doubt this scrvico must 
have been ns awfully impressive as any that is to he found in tlx) formularies of any 
Church i but words are wanting to express the abject guilt of those who, well knowing 
tlie trickery of tlie whole matter, who, having themselves assisted in preparing all 
the appliances of legerdemain behind tho scenes of the sanctuary Btage, dared to dot-1 to 
their iniquity in the most solemn phraseology of religion. 

“A Are was kindled within the church, not far from the great altar. The person 
about to undergo the ordeal waB placed in front of tho fire, surrounded by his friends, 
by all who were in any way interested in the result of the trial, and by the whole clergy 
of tho vicinity. Upon a table near the fire, the coulter over which lie was to walk, the 
bar he was to carry, or, if b«, were a knight, tho steel gloves which, after they had been 
made red-hot, he was to }>ur on his hands, were placed in view of nil. 

“ Part of tho usual service of tlie day being perform Al, a priest advances, and places 
himself in front of tho lire, uttering at the same moment, tho following prayer, which 
is the first Mr BUsching gives : — 

“ * O Lord God, bless this place, that herein their may bo health, and holiness, and 
purity, and sanctification, and victory, and humility, mid meekness, fulfilment of tho 
law, and obedience to God tho Father, the Son, and the lloly Ghost. May thy blessing, 
O God of purity aud justice, be upon this place, and upon all that bo therein ; for the 
sake of Christ, tho Redeemer of tho world. 1 

“ A second priest now lifts tho iron, and hears it towards the fire. A series of prayers 
follows; all to ho repented ere the iron is laid on the fire. 

“ Tin sc a.iv the rra.Wfjt to he. -aid ov/r the hire and the Iron. 

9 

“*I. Lord God, Almighty Father. Fountain of Light, hear us enlighten us, O 
thou that dwellest in light unapproachable. Bless this fire, O God j and as from the 
midst of tho fire tlum didst of old enlighten Moses, so from this flame enlighten and 
purify our hearts, that we may be worthy, through Christ our Lord, to come unto thee, 
and unto the life eternal. 

“ ‘ 2- Our Father which art in Heaven, Ac. 

“‘3. O Lord, save thy servant. Lord God, send him help out of Zion, thy holy 
hill. Save him, O Lord. Hear us, C) Lord. 0 Lord, be with us. 

“ * 4. O God, Holy and Almighty, hear us. By the majesty of thy most holy name, 
and by the coining of thy dear Son, and by the gift of the comfort of thy Holy Spirit, 
and by the justice of tliiuo eternal scat, hear us, good Lord. Purify this metal, and 
sanctify it, that all falsehood and deceit of the devil may be cast out of it, and utterly 
removed ; and that tho truth of iliy righteous judgment may be opened and made 
inanjfaBfct" all the faithful that cry unto thco this day, th ough Jesus Christ our Lord.’ 

“ Thf iron is now placed in the five, and sprinkled with consecrated water both 
before aiuV sifter it is so placed. Tlie mass is said while 1 ho iron is heating,— tho intro- 
ductory scripture being,—* O Lord, thou art just, and righteous aro all Uiy judgments. 1 
The priest delivers the wafer to the person about to be tried, $nd, ere lie communicates, 
the following prayer is said by the priest and congregation : — • 

“ ‘ We pray unto thee, O God, that it may please tlieo to absolve this thy servant, 
and to clear him from his sins. Purify him, 0 heavenly Father, from all the stains ol 
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-no flesh, aiul cnat.o him, by thy all-covering and atoning grace, to pass through this 
■ire,— thy creature — t riumpliantly, being justified in ChriBt our Lord.' 

“ Then the (lospel * Then there came one unto Jesus, vrho loll upon his knees, 
uni cried out. Good Master, what must 1 do that I may be saved ? Jesus said. Why 
wUlest thou me good ? 5 Ate. 

“ The chief priest, from the altar, now addresses the accused, who is still kneeling 
near tho lire : — m 

“/ By tho name of tho Father, and of tho Son, and of the Holy Ghost, and by the 
Christianity whose name thou bcarest, and by tho baptism iu which thou wert bovn 
again, and by all the blessed relics of the saints of God that are preserved in this church, 
r conjure thee, Como not unto this altar, nor eat of this body of Christ, if thou beest 
guilty in the things that are laid to thy chargo j but if thou beest innocent therein, 
come, brother, and como freely.’ , 

“Tho accused then comes forward and communicates, — the priest saying, — ‘ This 
tlay may the body and blood of Jesus Christ, which wore given and shed for thee, be 
thy protection and thy succour, yea, even in the midst of the llaine.’ 

“ Tho priest now reads \liia prayer : — * O Lord, *t hath pleased thee to accept 
Our spiritual sacrifice. May the joyful partaking iu this holy sacrament be com- 
fortalili. and useful to all that are hero present, and serviceable to the removing of the 
bondage tuid thraldom of whatsoever sins do most easily beset us. Grant also, that 
to this thy servant it may be of exceeding comfort, gladdening liis heart, until tho 
>tmth of thy righteous judgment be revealed.* 

“ The organ now peals, and Kj/ric JBleeison and the Litany are sung in full chorus. 

“ After this comes another prayer : * 

“ ‘O God ! thou that through firo hast shown forth so many signs of thy almighty 
power ! thou that didst snatch Abraham, thy servant, out of the brands and flames of 
the Chaldeans, wherein many were consumed ! thou that didst cause the bush to burn 
before the eyes of Moses, and yet not to be consumed ! Cod, that didst send thy lloly 
’ Spirit, in the likeness of tongues of fiery flame, to the end that thy faithful servants* 
might be visited and set apart from tho unbelieving generation ; God, that didst safely 
conduct the three children through the flame of tho Babylonians; God, that didst 
waste Sodom with lire from Heaven, and preserve Lot, thy servant, as a sign and a 
token of thy mercy: O God, slibw forth yet once again thy visible power, and the 
majesty of thy unerring judgment j that truth may bo made manifest, and falsehood 
avenged, make thou this firo thy minister beforo us; powerless be it where is tho 
power of purity, but sorely burning, even to the flesh and tho sinews, the band that 
hath done evil, and that hath not (Wired to bo lifted up in false swearing. O God ! 
from whose eye nothing can be concealed, niako thou this fire thy voice to m thy 
servants, that it may reveal innocence, or cover iniquity with shame. Judge of all 
the earth ! hear us : hear us, good Lord, for the sake of Jesus Christ tliy Son.* 

“Tho priest now dashes once more tho holy water over tho fire, saying, ‘ Upon this 
lire be tho blessing of the Father, and of tho Kun, and of the Holy Ghost, that it may 
be a sign to us of the righteous judgment of God.’ 

“ The priest pauses ; instantly tho accused approaches to tho lire, and lifts the iron, 
which lie carries nine yards from tho flame. The moment ho lays it down ne is 
surrounded by the priests, aucl borno by them into the vestry ; there his hands are 
' wrapped in linen cloths, scaled down with the signet of the Church ; these are removed 
Jon the third day, wlion ho is declared innocent or guilty, according to the condition in 
£ which his hands arc found. 4 Hi sinus rube see ns In vesliijio j'e.rri reperiulur, culpubilis 
tincaiur. Sin on Urn mumlus reperiatur , Laus Deo refuatur.’ 

“ Such is certainly one of the most extraordinary records of the craft, tlic audacity, 
and tho weakness of mankind.** 

Tho belief that the corpse of a murdered person would bleed on t lie touch, or at the 
approach of the murderer, was universal among tho northern nations. Wc find 
it seriously nrged in the Nigh Court, of Justiciary at Edinburgh, so late as KJS8, ns an 
evidence cf guilt. The case was that of Philip Slaiisfiekl, accused of the murder of his 
father; aud this part of the evidence against him is thus stated in the “libel,” or 
indictment : — “ And when lii.P father’s <^|d body was sighted and in;q\cmd^ by 
chirurgeojis, and the clear and evident, signsrof the murder liad appeared, the bo^rwas 
sewed up, and most carefully cleaned, aud his nearest relations and friends wore 
desired to lift liis body to the coflin ; and, accordingly, James Kow, merchaiul (who 
was in Edinburgh in the tirftc of the murder), having lifted the left side of Sir James 
his head and shoulder, and the said Philip the right side, his father’s body, though 
carefully cleaned, as said is, so as the least blood was not on it, did, according to God’s 
usual method of discovering murders, blood afresh upon him, and defiled all liis hands^ 
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which struck him with such a terror, that ho immediately let his father's head air 
body fall with violence, and fled from the body, and in consternation and confusio; 
cried, ‘ Lord have mercy upon me ! ’ and bowed himself down over a seat in the churci 
(where the corp was inspected), wiping bis father’s innocent blood oft his own mm 
dering hands upon his cloaths.” To this his counsel replied, that “ this is hnt a super 
stitious observation, without any ground either in law or reason; and Carpzoviu 
relates, that severafcpersons upon that ground had be.m unjustly challenged.” It was 
however, insisted on ns a link in the chain of evidence, not as a merely singula 
circumstance, but ns a miraculous interposition of Providence ; and it was thus anini 
adverted upon by Sir George Mackenzie, the king's counsel, in his charge to the Jury 
— ‘'But they, fully persuaded that Sir James was murdered by his- own son, sent on 
some cliirurgcous and friends, who, having raised the body, did seo it bleed miracu 
lously upon his touching it. In which (iod Almighty himself was pleased to bear ; 
share in the testimonies wo produce ; that Divine power which makes the bloo* 
circulate during life, has oft times, in all nations, opened a passage to it after doaii: 
upon such occasions, but most in this case.” 

Note V, p. 200. Shinn krs’ Tar dr. 

“ The Skinners' Yards,” says Mr Morrison, “ is still in the possession of that fra- 
ternity, ami is applied to the purpose which its name implies. Prior to the time of the 
peaceable Robert, it was the courtyard of tlie castlo. Part of tbegate which opened 
from the town, to the drawbridge of the castle, is still to be seen, as well as some traces 
o'VJi.o foundation of the Keep or Donjon, and of the towers which surrounded the Cas- 
tle-yard. The Curfew row which now encloses the Skinners' Yard, at that time 
formed the avenue or street leading from the northen part of the town to the Domini- 
can Monastery.” 

Note W, p. 213. Earl ok Errol’s Lodhinos. 

“The Constable’s, or Earl of Errol's lodgings,” says Mr Morrison, “ stood near the 
south oial of the Watergate, the quarter of the town in which most of the bouses of the 
nobility were placed, amidst gardens which extended to the wall of the city adjoining 
tho rivor. The families of the Hays bad many rich possessions in the neighbourhood, 
and other residences in the town besides that commonly known as the Constable’s T.odg- 
ings. Some of these subsequently passed, along with a considerable portion of tho Corse, 
to the Huthvcn or Cowrie family. Tho last of those noble residences in Perth, width 
retained any part of its former magnificence (antf on that account styled tho palace), 
was the celebrated Cowrie House, which was nearly entire in 180/5, but of which not 
a vestige now remains. On the confiscation of tho Gowriu estates, it merged into the 
public property of the town : and, iu 17-16, was presented by the magistrates to the 
Duke of Cumberland. Ilia Royal Highness, on receiving this mark of tho attachment 
or servility of tho Forth rulers, asked, with sarcastic nonchalance, ‘ If IhopiVcc ufin'uUnd 
called the Curse of Gowrie went along with it ? ’" 


• Note 7, p. 244. Lorn Tay. 

The security no less than Ihc beauty of the situations led to the choice of thee? lako 
islands for religious establishments. Those, in tho Highlands were generally of a lowly 
character, and in many of them tho monastic orders were tolerated, and tho rites of the 
Romish Church observed, long after the Reformation had swept both “ tho rooks and 
their nests ” out of the Lowlands. The I’riory on Loch Tay was founded by A lexnmlrr 
I., and the care of it committed to a small body of monks ; but tho last residents in it 
were three nuns, who, when they did emerge into society, seemed determined to enjoy 
it in its most complicated and noisy stato, for they enine out only once a -year, and Hint 
to a market at Kemnore. llcucc that Fair is still called “ Fiell na m’haii maomb,’’ or 
Holy Woman’s market. 

Note 2 A, p. 246. I’dnkral of a lIinnj.AND Chief. 

T o in ^illation, the marriage, and the funeral of a thieftafn, were tho three periods 
of mHourse, observed with the highest ceremony by nil the clan. The latter was per- 
haps the.most imposing of the three spectacles, frorti tho solemnity of the occasion, and 
the thrilling effect produced by the coronach, sung by hundreds of voices, its melancholy 
notes undulating through the valleys, or reverberating amrtig the hills. All these ob- 
servances are fading away, and the occasional attempt at a gathering, “or the funeral of 
a chief, now resembles the dying note of the coronach) faintly echoed for the last time 
among the rocks. 
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Note 2 B, p. 299. Bed-Hand. 

Mr Morrison says, “the case of a person taken rcd-haiulby the magistrates of I’eith 
and immediately executed, was the main causo of the power of trying cases of life and 
death being taken from them and from all subordinate judicatories. A young English 
officer connected with some families of rank and influence, who was stationed with a 
recruiting party at Perth, had become enamoured of a lady there, so young as still to be 
under the tuition of a dancing-master, ller admirer was in tho habit of following her 
into the school, to the groat annoyance of tlio teacher, who, on occasion of a ball given 
in liia class-room in the Kirkgate, stationed himself at tho door, determined to resist tho 
entrance of the officer, on account of the scandal to which his visits had given rise. 
The officer came as a matter of course, and a scufflo ensued, which at last bore sc 
threatening an aspect, that tho poor dancing-master tied through the passage, or close t 
jis it is called, by which there was access to tho street, lie was pursued by the officer 
with his drawn sword, and was mu through the body ere ho could reach the street,, 
where t.hc crowd usually assembled on such occasions might have protected him. The 
officer was instantly apprehended, and executed, it is understood, even without any 
/form of trial ; at least there is no notice of it in any of the records where it would witli 
'most probability have been entered. But the sword is still in the possession of a gen- 
tleman whose ancestors held official situations in the town at tho time, ami the circum- 
stances of the murder and of tho execution have been banded down with great minute- 
ness and apparent truth of description from father to son. It was immediately after- 
wards that the power of the civic magistrates in matters criminal was abridged, — it is 
thought chiofiy through the influence of the friends of this young officer.” » 

Note 2 G, p. .*105. Ploughman Stares. 

** This place, twice referred to in the course of our story as hateful to tho Highlanders, 
lies near the Starc-dmn , a collection of waters in a very desolate hollow between the 
hill of Mirnani, and the road from Pertli to Bunkeld. The eerbfss of the place is inde- 
scribable, and is rendered yet more striking from its being within a furlong of one of tho 
loveliest and richest scenes’ in Scotland — the north-west opening of Strathmore. The 
“dam ” has been nearly drai neck within those few years, but the miserable patches of 
sickly corn which have with vast labour and cost been obtained, look still nioro melan- 
choly than the solitary tarn which the barren earth seems to have drunk up. The 
whole aspect of the place lifted It for being the scene of the trial and punishment of ono 
of the most notorious bands of thitfes and outlaws that ever laid the Low Country 
under contribution, llutliven, the slieritf, is said to have held his court on a rising 
ground to the north, still called the Court-liill ; and there were lately, or there still may 
ho, at tho east end of the Itocli-in-roy wood, some oaks on which tho Highlanders were 
hung, and which loug went by the name of tho H an god-men s- trees. The hideous ap- 
pearance of the bodies hanging in chains gave the place a name which to this day grates 
on the ear of a Celt.” — Morrison. 


Note 2 1), p. 309. Gardens of tjik Dominicans. 

«« The gardens of the Dominicans surrounded the monastery on all sides, and were of 
groat extent and beauty. Part of them immediately adjoined the North Inch, and 
covered all that space of ground now occupied by Atlioll Place, the Crescent, and Uoso 
Terrace, besides a considerable extent of gvound to the west and south, still known by 
the namo of the Black Friars. On a part of theso grounds overlooking tho North Inch, 
probably new the south end of the Terrace, a richly decorated summer-house stood, 
which is frequently mentioned iti old writings as the Gilten Arbour. From the balcon- 
ies of this edifice King Robert is supposed to have witnessed the conflict of the clans. 
"What the peculiar forms, construction, or ornaments of this building wero, which gained 
for it this title, is not even hinted at by any of the local chroniclers. It may be men- 
tioned, however, although it is a matter of mere tradition, that the ornaments on tho 
ceiling of the Monk’s Tower (a circular watch-tower at tho south-east angle of town; 
za Ain/i frrtTvt f.imHo nn t.hn Hilton Arbour. bv orders Of the lir.'it 


was taken down at the same tune wit.i Gowrie House, ana many jet remeuner mu 
general appearance of the paintings on the ceiling, yet it does not seem to have occurred 
to any one to have had them copied. They vere allegorical and astronomical, repre- 
senting the virtues and vices, the seasons, the zodiac, and other subjects commonplace 
enough ; yet fven the surmise that they might have been copied frgni others still more 
ancient, if it could not save them from destruction, should have entitled them to a 
greater share than they seem to have possessed of tlio notice of their contemporaries. 
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TJie patience with Avhicli tho antiquarios of Perth have submitted to the removal (ie 
many c.-taos the wanton and useless removal) of the historical monuments with whtcl 
they were at one time surrounded, is truly wonderful 1 ” — Morrison. 

Note 2 E,. p. 323. Tins Black Chantbr. 

The present Cluny MacPhcrson, Chief of his Clan, is in possession of this ancien 
trophy of their presence at the North Inch. Another account of it is given by a tradi 
t.iou, which says, that an aerial minstrel appeared over the heads of tho Clan Chattan 
and having played soiqe wild strains, lef tho instrument drop from his hand. Beiip 
made of glass, it was broken by the fall, excepting only the chanter, which, as usual 
was of lignum vita 4 . The MacPhcrson piper secured this enchanted pipe, and lh< 
possession of it is still considered as insuring tl\# prosperity of the clan. 

Note 2 P, p. 320. Combat on tub North Inch. 

The reader may ho amused with the account of this onslaught in Boece, as trans- 
lated by Bellenden. f 

** At this time, inukil of all tlio north of Scotland was hcvoly trublit bo two clannis 
(iflrsmcn, uamit Clankayis and Clomjul attains ; invading the cuntre, bo thair Averis, 
witli ithand slauchtcr and roif. At last,’ it Avas appointit betwix the lieidis-men of thii 
two clannis, be avise of the Erlis of Murray and Crawfurd, that xxx of the principal 
men of the ta dan sal cum, with othir xxx of the lothir clan, arrayit in thair licM 
avi^e ; and sail convene afore tho King at Perth , for decision of al pleis j and focht with 
Hcfraf^l hAverdis to the deith, but ony harnes ; and that clan quhare tho victory sm:- 
eodit, t<» have perpotuall empire above the tothir. Jbiitli thir clannis, plaid of this con, 
dilion, come to tlio North Irate, beside l'erlli, AvitJi jugis sot in scaffaldis, to discus the 
verite. Ane of thir clanniftw&ntlt ancinan to per hums forth the nowmer, and wagit 
ano cavil, for money, to debait thair actioun, howbeit this man pertenit na thing tc 
thaini in bind nor kindness. Thir two clauiiis slude arrayit with grot liatrent ogar.ih 
otliir; and, bo sound crmimpat, nisei lit togidder ; takaiul nu respect to thair Avoundis, 
na that tliay niiclit difftroy tliaif cmiinies ; and fauclit in this manor lang, Avilh unccr- 
t.mo victory : quhoty’.'iuo ful, ano otliir was put in hisrrowrnc. At lust, the Clank iyi;. 
war ul slunc except anc, lluit SAvam throw tlio wattcr of Tay. Of Glenquhattamiis, w.i. 
left, xi porsonis on live ; hot lhay war sa hurt, that they miehtiiocli timid tliair sword it 
in thair liandis. This dtfbait avus fra the incarnation, mcccxcvi yeiria.*’ 

Note 2 G, p. 3211. Duke ok Both say. 

Tim dv a 111 «>niio l^iac offcothsay is not accompanied with tho circumstances detailed 
by lat-.r writers hi Wyulouu.' Tlio Chronicler of Lochleven ways s»imply 

" A Uibiritiiiil hioiwy:* )ltL t.nd t .\ A, 

All lit-fnru. iiK >«: iu-i'il tliiiic. 

Our lonl the kiunis olilc.-.t hour*. 

Sui te and vtiUmi yong ami l'.iir, 

A ml liP iKTTit l.'iucliful air, 

Holiest, habit, and uvuiianil. 

Our horde, our lYynor, in all iilv. l »i.U, 

('duuii’nl into l<*ttrr.»luiv. 

A toymly ix i-sonr in Muturr, 

.Whir l»iny I»ul ■ of itutlic ay. 

Of Mitivhf ih<- irvyn an<l twenty i!..j 
A auld liia Kuti'o til Ids Cri -it. inv, 
lii* ro^o tihhr.ilo’viit.St'jiuU.iiv. 

In LimiloH': his llo.ly lin 

llli Si-irttc iulil l'.u a..lyf 1>. is., vli.qi.'i.j. 

The t'nutii.iiator of i’oi thin is far *norc particular, and though he docs not posiiivoiy 
l thor.nilt-of Albany, s.iys enough to show Hint, Avlion he wrote*, the 
ci* »n against liini was univor.-nl ; and that Sir .John Kaiiiorny av;is generally considered 
as having followed the dark ami double course ascribed to him in the novel. 

“ An. < Domini milloinnio quadringentcsinio prinio, obiit columna ecolcsire robust - 
issima. \..j|Cloqncntia*, thcnuirus .sderdi.v, ac defensor catliolidpdei.dorniuus Waltonu 
Trfjfc 0 {»i/.:opus H. A n dries ct ctiani doiuin-i Anubdla rei'inaajmd Sconam dcccssit, ct 
: -oi Milt ci t in Dnnfonnt-lyn. lli tnim duo, dam viverent, lionoroin quasi rogni cxaltn- 
hant ; videlicet, print iposet magnati sin discordiaiu coucitatos ad concordiai’n vcvocan- 
ti's, nlicuigouas ot extvaiu'os eg regie ausc-eptnntcs et convivimitcs, ac munifko dimissod 
hciincaiitts. Undo quasi proverbiuliter tuuc dictum exstitit, qu6d mortnis regina 
Scotia?, ci unite dojyouglas, ct cpiscopo Sanoti Andre®, abiit decus, rocd&sit lionor, ot 
lunioi t.iS obiit Scot no. JOodc-m anno qu aria mortal itus exstitit in regno. L’iiulo unto 
doiiiiuus hx in cunsilio deputavit ccrtcs cousiliarios, Yalcutcs baronwet aiilitcs, jurutes 
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regendum ct consjliandum doniiiuim David Stewart dncu. Uotlisaiensem, errnitem 
Carrik, et principcm regni, quia vidrbnltir regi et consilio quod immiscebat so sa-piua 
mulatto lusijjuact lcvioribus liulicris. Propter quod et ipse consilio astrictua saniovi, 
rayit se regimini eorura et consilio con form are. ■ Bed mortua regin a ipsius nobili inatre, 
it e eumin multisrefraaiabat, tanqnam laqueus contritus fuisset spevavit bo libeiatum, 

, epreto proborum consilio, denuo in priori levitate se totinn dedit. Propter quod con- 
,iura procerum sibi assignatum quitubit sc regi, et si volutoset, non tainen posse -so 
lm ad gravitatem morum flexisse attestatur. Unde rex impotens et deorepitus 
ripsit fratri suo duci Albania}, gubermitori regni ut arrcstaictur, et ad tempos cus- 
disc deputaretur, donee virga discipline casffgatus, seipsum melius cognosccret. Non 
iim osenlatur filium pater, sed aliquando castigat. Bed quod rex iiroposuit ad filii 
uendam, tendit ci ad noxam. Nam uterque bnjnlus liters? regalia ad gubernatorera 
) facto ostomlit, se incentorcni ct wstigutorem regi ut tab ter demandnret, quod 
mori alterius nbvinret, si out expcrionli ;i cxitus rci pat efecit. Domini enim Willelmus 
indesay do Rossy et Johannes Ttcmorgr.ney nilit.es, regis fumiliares et consiliarii, 
uncii et portatores crant, Hterarum regis gubenmtori : quique ctiam, at dicltur, duci 
othsaiensi priiis snggessoAnt, ut, post obi turn omsCvipi Bancti Andrean, castrum 
mm ad lismu regis, quousque novus cpiscopus fiisunioretur, reciperet et servnret: 
uique ipsum ducem, Tiihll mnli premeditation, nd o:> drum Sancti Andrea? shnplici ter, 
t cum modcrala familia, cquitantjm, inter villsim d j Nidi i t Stratyrum arrestaverunt, 
t per potcntiani condom ducem ad ipsum cast mm Band* Andre®, sibi ad deliberan- 
um p:\ratmn, imluxernnt, et ibidem in cusfodia tinmen rat, quousque dux Albania* 
uni suo consilio aptid Cnlros tento, quid do on fiicovent, deliboravcvunt. Qui quidam 
lux Albanife, cum domino Archibaldo 11 . comitedo Douglas, tuanu valid a ipsum 
urrini do Faulklnnd, junicnto imposition etrusseto collobio chbunidntiun IraiTs'vex- 
srunt : ubi in quadam Jioncsta camerula cum servauduin deputaverunt. In qua tarn 
lin custuditus, scilicet per .lohanuem Bolkirk et Joliaimcm Wrycht, donee dyssen- 
.cria, siveut alii volant, fame tahefactus, finem vitio dedit vij Ival. A prills, in vigilia 
L*jikc1isd, scri\ sive in diu Fascine sumt no mane, el sepu’tuj est in Lomlnris. Pncniissus 
*erA do! i:ui nos llemorgenoy tain prinripi, quiim domino regi, erut consiliurius, nudax 
spirit'd, et pronuncial iouc cloquentiasimus. ac in arduis causia prolocutor regis, ct 
israsidicus disertissimus : qui, ut dioitur, ante luce suggessit ipsi priueipi duci Roth- 
laiensi, ut patrumn suum ducemPAlbaniae nvrestarct, ct, qualicunquo occasione naota. 
statim de medio tolleret : quod faccro oninino princcps refutavit. Is Uul attentions 

miles, niulitim sum fuligino orc.ccatir*, a < trpl is dcH:,tcru r.equivit, hnjusinodi lube 
attach iatus ; quia, ut ait (Mirvsostnnnr, l (*<>:”rceri oninino noquit animus pvavA semcl 
voluutato viliutus.’ Etidco, vice vifrsa, p’lMiiim in alt. ruin liiiincmm convetic.ua, hoc 
idem malolicium ducem Alb:m ; a* do m pot's mio tluco Pothsaicnsi fa- cro insiruxit; 
alias fmo fallo ut asserui t . dux Uotlisaicii-.i:, dc ip:.o tincm faclurus fuisset. liictus in- 
super 1). Willelmus Liudefay cum ip :0 .Inlianno Hcnu r'-ciiey in eandem ri.n1/.-ntiam 
forte consentivit., pro co quod tbclu.i dux Uothwiiemis sovorciu ipsius D. WillcIxns 
Eiiph eniiain do Lindesay ntti lavit Bed. per i: quentia aliartim inatrinionia aticmptrita, 
sicut, ct filiam comiiis Marchia', .‘.ic candein rcpudia-il. fp«o cn»m, tit rrvtinm, est, illo 
David, de quo votes dc Ilrcciyngfon :.ic Vidicina.t u*; • t, di» cu *. ; 

i :!! l-:r - • 'i Ii-Miri:-. ! ■ >' , 

f ;is*nl t u uvi-" : its t.i t* . 

If. I ticnt li.Mf. i i’jlI i, x-r.- . i.' 

Paulo ante captionom eiiain npparuit mirabilis fuiuctcs, emitlens cx sc radios crinitos 
ail Aquilonem tendentes. Ad quam visendum, cum prime appaverct, quoilam vchj ero 
in castro do Edinburgh cum aliis ipse dux aceodena, fertur ipsuin sic cte atelbic di; «tr- 
iiisse, dicons; MJt A rnathcfnaticis nudivi, Imjusmodicometcs cOm apparel, signnt uioj- 
tem vcl nmtatiouem alicujus principis, vol aiicuius patrim dc.stmct.iouc'n».* “Et sicevcnK. 
ut pvaalixit. Nam, duce capto, statim in pray a centum iiiatcn^m, aicut J>cuw v«»lnit, 
rcilit stella. 3n hoc potuit isle dux WbylJa* prophcLissa- 1 cODiJ»’ar;u l, do qivi > ic lo [in- 
tin- (Jaudianus : ’ -W 

Miritr, cm* flii.-s JM:» j..un;/Vc 

A. I iiropriaiii ticca Kiltylla l.icw.” 

Tho narrative of Roece attaflies murder distinctly to Albany. After men _ t ho 
death of Queen Aimabclla Dnunmoiul, he thus proceeds: — 1 Jp4- 

“ Ite quliais dcith, su coed it grot displeseir to hir son, David Duk of Itothqwiy : for, 
during hir life, heweshaldiu in virtewsand honest occiipationn : eftir l.ir dcith, )iebc;;im 
to rage in all manor of inlblcnce : and fulyoit Virginia, matronis, and nuqnis.be hi.i 
unbridillit Imft. At last. King Robert, informit of hu young and insolent manuris, 
send letteris to his hrothir, the Duk of Albany, to inlcrteiio his b.uu non, the Duk of 
Rothesay, and to leir him honest and civill nmicri?. The D»«k /»f Albany, glaitl of 
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tliir wri Hingis, tuk tlie Duk of Rothesay betwix I) unde and Sanct Androis, and brod 
him to Falkland, and inclusit him in tho tour thairof, but ony incit or drink. * It 
raid, aue woman, havnnd commiscratioun on this Duk, letmeill fall doun tJirow the loft 
of the toure :• bo quhilkis, his life wes certane dayis savit. This woman, fra it W( 
knuwin, wes put to dcith. On the samo maner, ane othlr woman ffaif him milk of h 
pajup, throw ane lan" reid ; and wes slane with grot cruelte, fra it wes knuwin. Tha 
wcs the Duk destitute of all mortall supplie ; and broelit, finalie, to sa miserable nn 
hungry appetite, that he oit, nncht oUanerlio the filth of the toure quharehc wes, bot h 
awin fingaris: to Jiis gret marterdomo. liis body wes beryit in Lundoria, and kith! 
-uiiraklis mony yeria eftir ; quhil, at last, Ring James the First began to punis bis slay 
iris ; and fra that time ftlrth, tho miraclis ceis.sit.” 
fd* The li'.mimon, which Albany and Douglas afterwards received at the hands of Itobei 
III., was h'st printed by Lord llailcs, and is as^ollows 

“ Hubortus, Dei graLiA, Hex Scottoruin, Trniversis, ad quorum notitiam prae*ent( 
litem? peivenerint, Salutem in Domino sempiternam: Cum nupor carissmi nobis, He 
boHus Albania.' Dux, Comes do Fife ctde Menteth, frateiymstor germanus.et Arcli 
baldus Comes do Douglas, ct Dor dims Galwidinc, iilius neuter socundum legem, ration 
filiip nostra? quam dnxit in uxorem, pr:i*rnrissimum tiliiun nostrum, primogenitui 
David, quondam Durciu Hothsayc ac Coniitein do Carriek ct AtJiolim, capi teccruui 
et perxonaliter arrestari, el in castro Hancti Andrea? primo custodiri.deindcque apu 
Fauchml in custodia detineri, nbi ab liac luce, diviua nrovidontift, et non alitor, nn 
grasso dignoscitur. Quibua comparentihus eoram nof&i^jn concilio nostro genera 
npud Edinburgh, decimo sexto die mensis Maii, anno Domini millcsimo quadringor 
sccuudo, inclioato, ct nonnulis diebus continualo, et super hoc interrogati '• 
officio nostro regal i, sive accusatis, hujusmodi captionem, arrestationem, mortem, ut ki 
poriu3 est expvossum, confltentes, causas ipsos ad lioc moventes, prp publica, ut aastn.c 
runt utilitate arctantcs, in pioesentia nostra assign arunt, quas non duximus pra*scn ,! 
bus inserendas, etex causA : HabitA deinde super hoc diligcuti inqusitione, considerati 
omnibus et singulis in line parte considerandis, hujusmodi causaui tangentihus, et ma 
turfi deliborationo concilii nostri pra?habita discussis, pramotatos Uobertum fr; it re m nof 
trmn germamim, Arcbibalduuiquo filium nostrum secundum jura, et eoruin in lnt 
parte partieipos quosctmque, viz. urrestatures, deten tores, enstodes, consiliums, ct on 
lies alios consilium, videlicit, auxiliiuu, Vel favoreni* eisdem prmstantes, sive corui 
jui-sum autmandatum qualitercunque exsequentes, exeu.sat< . babemus ; nccnnnet : pso i 
et eormn quemlibet, :i crimiuo lies re majestatis nostra*, Yel alio quocunque *riinino, co 
pa, injuria, rancore, et oflbnsu, qua* eis oecasiono nraMiiissorum imputari possent qual 
teivunque, in dicto consilio nostro palain et publL.6 deelnravinius, piommmvimus, i 
doftinivimits, teuorequepra*seutiuui dcchiranius, pronunciauius, et per banc diffinitivai 
nos tram sententiam diffinimus, innocentes, innoxios, inciilpabiles, quiet, os, liberos, t 
immuucs. penitus et omniinodo : Et si quarn contra ipsos, sive eormn aliquem, nut al! 
quam vel aliquos, in hoc facto qualitercunque pnrticipcs, vel eis, quomodilobeladhaTcr 
tes, indigiiationem, iram, rancorem, vel oiTonsionem, concepiinus qualitcr mine, ilk 
pioprio motu, ex ccrt-ii scicntia, et ctinm ex dclibcrationc concilii nostri jam dicti, .w 
. nulliumis, removemus, ct adnullatos volumus haberi, in pcrpctuuiri. Quare omnibus c 
singulis subditis nustris, cnjuscunqnc statfis aut conditionisexstiterint, districti? praecip 
muset mandamus, quatemis sa?pe dictis lloberto et Archibnldo, eorumquo in hoc fact 
participibos, cwisontientibus, sell adha'rentibus, utpra mittitur, verbo *mn detrn’.nf 
licque, facto, net* contra ensdein murmurent (lualitcrcunque, unde poss . eo m oon 
fiuna liedi, vel uliquod pnrjudieium gencrari, sub oinni ptuua qua? exit: ? i i 

potcrit, quoinoilolibct ipso jure. Datum, sub testimonio mngui sigilii no-ir: i 

astorio Sanctie Crucis de Edinburgh, vicesimo die tneusis Maii pncdict*, anno - ii 

lnillpsimo quadringentesimo secundo, ct regni nostri anno 'fertio decimo. ,, 

Lord Hailes sums up his comment on the document with words which, as Pinker 
ton says, leave no doubt that he considered the prince as having been murdered : \\/ 
“ Thu 'Duke of Albany and the Earl of Douglas obtained a remission in terms as ampl 
as if the* • hud actually murdered tho heir-apparent." £ 








